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A WOMAN-HATER 



CHAPTER I 

The '^ Golden Star/' Homburg^ was a humble hotel, not 
used by gay gamblers, but by modest travellers. 

At two o'clock, one fine day in June, there were two 
strangers in the »alU d manger, seated at small tables a long 
way apart, and wholly absorbed in their own business. 

One was a lady, about twenty-four years old, who, in the 
present repose of her features, looked comely, sedate, and 
womanly, but not the remarkable person she really was. 
Her forehead high and white, but a little broader than 
sculptors affect. Her long hair, coiled tight, in a great many 
smooth snakes, upon her snowy nape, was almost fiaxen, yet 
her eyebrows and long lashes not pale but a reddish brown. 
Her grey eyes, large and profound ; her mouth rather large, 
beautifully shaped, amiable, and expressive, but full of 
resolution; her chin a little broad; her neck and hands 
admirably white and polished. She was an Anglo-Dane— 
her &ther English. 

If you ask me what she was doing, why — hunting ; and 
had been for some days, in all the inns of Homburg. She 
had the visitors' book, and was going through the names of 
the whole year, and studying each to see whether it looked 
real or assumed. Interspened were flippant comments and 
verses, adapted to draw a smile of amusement or contempt ; 
but this hunter passed them all over as nullities : the steady 
pose of her head, the glint of her deep eye, and the set of 
ner fine lips, showed a mind not to be diverted from its 
object. 

The traveller at her back had a map of the district and 
blank telegrams, one of which he filled in every now and 
then, and scribbled a hasiy letter to the same address. He 
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was a sharp-faced, middle-aged man of business ; Joseph Ash« 
mead, operatic and theatrical agent — at his wits' end. A 
female singer at the Homburg Opera had fallen really ill; 
he was commissioned to replace her, and had only thirty 
hours to do it in. So he was hunting a singer. What the 
lady was hunting can never be known, unless she should 
choose to reveal it 

Karl, the waiter, felt bound to rouse these abstracted 
guests, and stimulate their appetites. He affected, therefore, 
to look on them as people who had not yet breakfasted, 
and tripped up to Mr. Ashmead with a biU of fare, rather 
scanty. 

The busiest Englishman can eat, and Ashmead had no 
objection to snatch a mouthful ; he gave his order in German 
with an English accent. But the lady, when appealed to, 
said softly, in pure German, '' I will wait for the table-cTkSte," 

" The iahle-dMle ! It wants four hours to that." 

The lady' looked Karl full in the face and said, slowly and 
very distinctly, " Then, I — ^will — ^wait — four — ^hours." 

These simple words, uttered firmly and in a contralto 
voice of singular volume and sweetness, sent Karl skipping ; 
but their effect on Mr. Ashmead was more remarkable : he 
started up from his chair vdth an exclamation, and bent his 
eyes eagerly on the melodious speaker. He could only see 
her back hair and her figure; but, apparently, this quick- 
eared gentleman had also quick eyes, for he said aloud in 
English — " Her hair, too — it must be ; ** and he came hurriedly 
towards her. She caught a word or two, and turned, and 
saw him. '^ Ah 1 " said she, and rose ; but the points of her 
fingers still rested on the book. 

'atisl" cried Ashmead. 'atisl" 

" Yes, Mr. Ashmead,** said the lady, colouring a little, but 
in pure Enjglish, and with a composure not ea^y disturbed ; 
" it is Ina Klosking.** 

"Wlial a pleasure!" cried Ashmead; ''and what a sur- 
prise! Ah, madam, I never hoped to see you again. When 
I heard you had left the Munich Opera so sudden I said, 
* There goes one more bright star, quenched for ever.* And 
jou to deseri; us ; yon, the rislngest singer in Germany 1 *' 

"Mr. Ashmead!" 

" You can't deny it You know you were." 

The lady, thus made her own judge, seemed to reflect a 
moment, and said^ '' I was a well-grounded musician, thanks 
to my parents. I was a veiy hard-working singer) and I 
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had the advantage of heing supported^ in my early career^ 
by a gentleman of judgment and spirit, who was a manager 
at firsty and brought me forward, afterwards a popular agent, 
and talked managers into a good opinion of me." 

^Ah, madam,' said Ashmead tenderly, 'Mt is a great 
pleasure to hear this from you, and spoken with that mellow 
voiee, which would charm a rattlesnake ; but what would my 
zeal and devotion have availed if you had not been a bom 
singer?" 

"Why — ^yes," said Ina thoughtfully; "I was a singer." 
But she seemed to say this, not as a thing to be proud of, 
but only because it happened to be true ; and, indeed, it was 
a peculiarity of this woman, that she appeared nearly always 
to think — ^if but for half a moment — before she spoke, and 
to say things, whether about herself or others, only because 
they were the truth. The reader who shall condescend to 
bear this in mind will possess some little clue to the colour 
and effect of her words as spoken. Often, where they seem 
simple and commonplace on paper, they were weighty by 
their extraordinary air of truthfulness, as well as by the deep 
music of her mellow, bell-like voice. 

''Oh, you do admit that," said Mr. Ashmead, with a 
chuckle ; " then why jump off the ladder, so near the top ? 
Oh, of course I know — ^the old story; but you might give 
twenty-two hours to love, and still spare a couple to music." 

''Tnat seems a reasonable division," said Ina naively. 
" But (apologetically) he was jealous." 

"Jealous ! — more shame tor him. I'm sure no lady in 
public life was ever more discreet." 

" No, no ; he was only jealous of the public." 

" And what had the poor public done ? " 

" Absorbed me, he said." 

"Why, he could take you to the opera, and take you home 
from the opera, and, during the opera, he could make one of 
the public, and applaud you as loud as the best." 

" Yes, but rehearsals ! — and— embracing the Tenor." 

"Well, but only on the stage ? " 

"Oh, Mr. Ashmead, where else does one embrace the 
Tenor?" 

" And was that a grievance ? Why, I'd embrace fifty 
Tenors — ^if I was paid proportionable." 

"Yes, but he said I embraced one poor stick with a 
fervour — an abandon — ^Well, I daresay I did ; for if they had 
put a gate-poBt in the middle of the stage, and it was in my 

9 
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part to embrace the thing, I should have done it honestly^ 
for love of my art, and not of a post The next time I had 
to embrace the poor stick it was all I could do not to pinch 
him savagely." 

^* And turn him to a counter-tenor — ^make him squeak." 

Ina Klosking smiled^ for the first time. Ashmead^ too> 
chuckled at his own wit, but turned suddenly grave the next 
moment, and moralised. He pronounced it desirable, for the 
interests of mankind, that a great and rising singer should 
not love out of the business ; outsiders were wrong-headed 
and absurd, and did not understand the true artist. How* 
ever, having discoursed for some time in this strain, he 
began to fear it might be unpalatable to her ; so he stopped 
abruptly and said, '' But there — what is done is done. We 
must make the best of it, and you mustn't think I meant to 
run him down. He loves you, in his way. He must be a 
noble fellow, or he never could have won such a heart as 
yours. He won't be jealous of an old fellow like me, though 
I love you too, in my humdrum way, and always did. You 
must do me the honour to present me to him at once." 

Ina stared at him, but said nothing. 

" Oh," continued Ashmead, " I shall be busy till evening ; 
but I will ask him and you to dine with me at the Kursaal, 
and then adjourn to the Royal Box. You are a Queen of 
Song, and that is where you and he shall sit, and nowhere 
else." 

Ina Klosking was changing colour all this time, and cast a 
grateful but troubled look on him. " My kind, old faithful 
friend ! " said she ; then shook her head. " No, we are 
not to dine with you; nor sit together at the opera, in 
Homburg." 

Ashmead looked a little chagrined. " So be it," he said 
drily. '^But, at least, introduce me to him. I'U try and 
overcome his prejudices." 

'* It is not even in my power to do that." 

" Oh, I see. I'm not good enough for him," said Ashmead 
bitterly. 

" You do yourself injustice, and him too," said Ina cour- 
teously. 

"Well, then?" 

'* My friend," said she deprecatingly, " he is not here." 

"Not here? That is odd. Well, then, you will be dull 
till he comes back. Come without him ; at aU events, to the 
opera." 

4 
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She turned her tortured eyes away. " I have not the 
heart/' 

This made Ashmead look at her more attentively. " Why, 
what is the matter?" said he. "You are in trouble. I 
declare you are tremblings and your eyes are filling. My 
poor lady — ^in Heaven's name, what is the matter ? " 

*' Hush ! ** said Ina ; " not so loud." Then she looked him 
in the face a httle while, blushed, hesitated, faltered, and at 
last laid one white hand upon her bosom, that was beginning 
to heave, and said, with patient dignity, " My old firiend — I — 
am — deserted." 

Ashmead looked at her with amazement and incredulity. 
'' Deserted ! " said he feintly ; " you— deserted ! ! ! " 

" Yes," said she, '* deserted ; — ^but perhaps not for ever." 
Her noble eyes filled to the brim, and two tears stood ready 
to run over. 

''Why, the man must be an idiot ! " shouted Ashmead. 

" Hush ! not so loud. That waiter is listening : let me 
come to your table." 

She came and sat down at his table, and he sat opposite 
her. Th^ looked at each other. He waited for her to 
speak. With all her fortitude, her voice faltered under the 
eye of sympathy. 

"You are my old friend," she said; "I will try and tell 
fou all." But she could not all in a moment^ and the two 
/ears trickled over and ran down her cheeks. Ashmead saw 
them and burst out, "The villain .L-the villain ! " 

" No, no," said she, " do not call him that I could not 
bear it. Believe me, he is no villain." Then she dried her 
eyes and said resolutely, " If I am to tell you, you must not 
apply harsh words to him. They would close my mouth at 
once ; and close my heart." 

"I won't say a word," said Ashmead submissively; "so 
tell me all." 

Ina reflected a moment, and then told her tale. Deal- 
ing now with longer sentences, she betrayed her foreign 

" Being alone so long," said she, " has made me reflect more 
than in all my life before, and I now understand many things 
that, at the time, I could not. He, to whom I have given my 
lore, and resigned the art in which I was advancing — ^with 
your assistance — ^is, by nature, impetuous and inconstant. He 
was bom so ; and I the opposite. His love for me was too 
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violent to last for ever in any msn, and it soon cooled in him, 
because he is inconstant by nature. He was jealous of the 
public : he must have all my heart, and all my time, and so 
he wore his own passion out. Then his great restlessness, 
having now no chain, became too strong for our happiness. 
He pined for change, as some wanderers pine for a fixed home. 
Is it not strange ? I, a child of the dieatre, am, at heart, 
domestic He, a gentleman and a scholar, born, bred, and 
fitted to adorn the best society, is, by nature, a Bohemian." 

'* One word : is there another woman ? " 

''No, not that I know of; Heaven forbid!" said Ina. 
" But there is something very dreadful : there is gambling. 
He has a passion for it, and I fear I wearied him by my 
remonstrances. He dragged me about from one gambUng- 
place to another, and I saw that if I resisted he would go 
without me. He lost a fortune whilst we were together^ 
and I do really believe he is ruined, poor dear." 

Ashmead suppressed all signs of ill-temper, and asked 
grimly, " Did he quarrel with you ? " 

'' Oh, no, he never said an unkind word to me ; and I was 
not always so forbearing, for I passed months of torment I 
saw that affection, which was my all, gliding gradually away 
from me, and the tortured will cry out. I am not an un- 
govemed woman, but sometimes the agony was intolerable, 
' and I complained. Well, that agony, I long for it back ; for 
now I am desolate." 

" Poor soul ! — How could a man have the heart to leave 
you } how could he have the face ? " 

''Oh, he did not do it shamelessly. He left me for a 
week to visit friends in England. But he wrote to me from 
London. He had left me at Berlin. He said that he did 
not like to tell me, before parting, but I must not expect to 
see him for six weeks ; and he desired me to go to my mother, 
in Denmark. He would send his next letter to me there. 
Ah! he knew I should need my mother when his second 
letter came. He had planned it all, that the blow might not 
kill me. He wrote to tell me he was a ruined man, and he 
was too proud to let me support him ; he begged my pardon 
for his love, for his desertion, for ever having crossed my 
brilliant path like a dark cloud. He praised me, he thanked 
me, he blessed me ; but he left me. It was a beautiful 
letter; but it was the death-warrant of my heart I was 
abandoned." 

Ashmead started up and walked veiy briskly, with a great 
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i^pearance of business requiring vast despatch, to the other 
end of the salle ; and there, being out of Ina's hearing, he 
spoke his mind to a candlestick with three branches. " D— n 
buni Heartless, sentimental scoundrel; d — ^n him! D — ^n 
himl" 

Having relieved his mind with thia pious ejaculation, he 
returned to Ina at a reasonable pace and much relieved ; and 
was now enabled to say cheerfully, ^' Let us take a business 
Tiew of it He is gone, gone of his own accord. Give him 
your blessing — I have ghen him mine — and forget him." 

" Forget him ! Never while I live. la that your advice ? 
Oh, Mr. Ashmead ! And the moment I saw your friendly 
fiice, I said to myself, ' I am no longer alone ; here is one 
that will help me.' " 

'' And so I will, you may be sure of that," said Ashmead 
eagerly. " What is the business ? " 

" The business is to find him. That is the first thing/ 

^ But he is in England." 

'^ Oh, no ; that was eight months ago. He could not stay 
eight months in any country ; besides, there are no gambling- 
houses there." 

'^ And have you been eight months searching Europe for 
this madman ? " 

''No; at first pride and anger were strong, and I said^ 
' Here I stay till he comes back to me and to his senses.' " 

"Brava!'* 

'' Yes ; but month after month went by, carrying away my 
pride and my anger, and leaving my affection undiminished. 
At last I could bear it no longer ; so, as he would not come 
to his senses " 

'' You took leave of yours, and came out on a wild-goose 
chase," said Ashmead, but too regretfully to affront her. 

''It wasj^* said Ina; ^'I feel it. But it is not one now, 
because I have j^ou to assist me with your experience and 
ability. You will find him for me, somehow or other. I 
know you will." 

Let a woman have ever so little guile, she must have tact, 
if she is a true womazL Now tact, if its etymology is to be 
trusted, implies a fine sense and power of touch ; so, in virtue 
of her sex, she pats a horse before she rides him, and a man 
before she drives him. There, ladies, there ia an indictment 
in two counts ; traverse either of them if you can. 

Joseph Ashmead, thus delicately but effectually manipu* 
latedj swelled with gratified vanity and said, " You are quite 
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right ; you can't do this sort of thing yourself— you want 
an agent" 

*' Of course I do." 

'' Well, you have got one. Now let me see — ^fifty to one 
he is not at Homburg at alL If he is he most likely stays 
at Frankfort He is a swell, is he not ? " 

*' Swell," said the Anglo-Dane, puzzled. " Not that I am 
aware of." She was strictly on her guard against vitupera- 
tion of her beloved scamp. 

'' Pooh, pooh ! " said Ashmead ; ''of course he is, and not 
the sort to lodge in Homburg." 

'' Then behold my incompetence ! " said Ina. 

''But the place to look for him is the gambling saloon. 
Been there ? " 

"Oh no." 

"Then you must" 

" What !— Me I— Alone ? " 

" No ; with your agent." 

" Oh, my friend ; I said you would find him." 

" What a woman ! She will have it he is in Homburg. 
And suppose we do find him and you should not be wel- 
come ? " 

" I shall not be unwelcome, / shall be a change,'* 

" Shall I tell you how to draw him to Homburg wherever 
he is ? " said Ashmead, very demurely. 

" Yes, tell me that" 

" And do me a good turn into the bargain." 

* Is it possible ? can I be so fortunate ? " 

"Yes; and, as you say, it if a slice of luck to be able to 
kill two birds with one stone. Why, consider — the way to 
recover a man is not to run after him, but to make him run 
to you. It is like catching moths ; you don't run out into 
the garden after them, you light the candle and open the 
window, and they do the rest — as he will." 

" Yes, yes ; but what am I to do for you ? " asked Ina, 
getting a little uneasy and suspicious. 

"What, didn't I tell you?" said Ashmead, with cool 
eflrontery. "Why, only to sing for me in this little opera, 
that is all." And he put his hands in his pockets, and 
awaited thunder-daps. 

"Oh, that is all, is it?" said Ina, panting a little, and 
turning two great reproachful eyes on him. 

" That is all," said he stoutly. " Why, what attracted him 
at first? Wasn't it your singing, the admiration of the 
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pabUc, the bouquets and bravas ? What caught the moth 
once will catch it again — 'moping' won't. And surely you 
will not refuse to draw him^ merely because you can pull 
me out of a fix into the bargain. Look here : I have under- 
taken to find a singer by to-morrow night ; and what chance 
is there of my getting even a third-rate one ? Why, the very 
hour I have spent so agreeably talking to you has diminished 
my chance." 

" Oh/' said Ina, " this is driving me into your net." 

" I own it," said Joseph cheerfully ; " I'm quite unscru- 
pulous, because I know you will thank me afterwards." 

''The very idea of going back to the stage makes me 
tremble/' said Ina. 

" Of course it does ; and those who tremble succeed. In a 
long experience I never knew an instance to the contrary. 
It is the conceited fools who feel safe that are in danger." 

"What is the part?" 

'' One you know — Siebel in ' Faust/ with t\TO new songs." 

" Excuse me, I do not know it." 

'* Why, everybody knows it." 

" You mean everybody has heard it sung. I know neither 
the music nor the words, and I cannot sing incorrectly even 
for you." 

''Oh, you can master the airs in a day, and the cackle 
in half-an-hour." 

" I am not so expeditious. If you are serious, get me the 
book — oh, he calls the poet's words the cackle! — and the 
music of the part directly, and borrow me the score." 

" Borrow you the score ! Ah ! that shows the school you 
were bred in. I gaze at you with admiration." 

" Then please don't, for we have not a moment to waste. 
You have terrified me out of my senses. Fly ! " 

"Yes ; but before I fly, there is something to be settled — 
salary I " 

" As much as they will give." 

" Of course ; but give me a hint" 

" No, no ; you will get me some money, for I am poor ! I 
gave aU my savings to my dear mother, and settled her on a 
&rm in dear old Denmark. But I really sing for you more 
than for Homburg; so make no difficulties. Above all, do 
not discuss salary with me. Settle it and draw it for me, and 
let me hear no more about that. I am on thorns." 

He soon found the director, and told him, excitedly, there 
was a way out of his present difficulty. Ina Klosking Was in 
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the town. He had implored her to return to the opera. 
She had refused at first ; but he had used all his influence 
with her^ and at last had obtained a half promise on condi* 
tions — a two months' engagement^ certain parts^ which he 
specified out of his own head ; salary^ a hundred thalers per 
nightj and a half clear benefit on her last appearance. 

The director demurred to the salary. 

Ashmead said he was mad ; she was the German Alboni, 
her low notes like a trumpet, and the compass of a mezzo- 
soprano besides. 

The director yielded, and drew up the engagement in 
duplicate. Ashmead then borrowed the music, and came 
back to the inn triumphant He waved the agreement over 
his head, then submitted it to her. She glanced at it, made 
a wry face, and said, ''Two months! I never dreamed of 
such a thing." 

"Not worth your while to do it for less," said Ashmead. 
''Come," said he authoritatively, "you have got a good 
bargain every way ; so sign." 

She lifted her head high and looked at him like a lioness, 
at being ordered. 

Ashmead replied by putting the paper before her and 
giving her the pen. 

She cast one more reproachful glance, then signed like a 
lamb. 

" Now," said she, turning fretful, " I want a piano." 

"You shall have one," said he coaxingly. He went to 
the landlord and inquired if there was a piano in the 
house. 

" Yes, there is one," said he. 

" And it is mine," said a sharp female voice. 

" May I beg the use of it ? " 

" No," said the lady, a tall bony spinster. " I cannot have 
it strummed on and put out of tune by everybody." 

" But this is not everybody. The lady I want it for is a 
professional musician. Top of the tree." 

" The hardest strummers going." 

" But, mademoiselle, this lady is going to sing at the opera. 
She must study. She must have a piano." 

" But (grimly) she need not have mine." 

"Then she must leave the hotel" 

"Oh (haughtily), that is as she pleases." 

Ashmead went to Ina Klosking in a rage and told her all 
this, and said he would take her to another hotel kept by a 
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FVenchman ; these Germans were bears. But Ina Klosking 
just shrugged her shoulders and said^ '^ Take me to her." 

He did so ; and she said in German, ^' Madam, I can quite 
understand your reluctance to have your piano stnimmed. 
But, as your hotel is quiet and respectable, and I am un- 
willing to leave it, will you pennit me to play to you, and 
then you shall decide whether I am worthy to stay or not ? " 

The spinster drank those mellow accents ; coloured a little, 
looked keenly at the speaker, and, after a moment's reflection, 
said, half sullenly, '' No, madam, you are polite. I must risk 
my poor piano. Be pleased to come with me." 

She then conducted them to a large unoccupied room on 
the first floor and unlocked the piano, a very fine one, and in 
perfect tune. 

Ina sat down and performed a composition then in vogue. 

"You play correctly, madam," said the spinster; "but 
your music — what stuff ! Such things are nulL They vex the 
ear a little, but they never reach the mind." 

Ashmead was wroth and could hardly contain himself; 
but the Klosking was amused and rather pleased. " Made- 
moiselle has positive tastes in music," said she; "all the 
better." 

"Yes," said the spinster, "most music is mere noise. I 
hate and despise forty-niue compositions out of fifty; but 
the fiftieth I adore. Give me somethiug simple, with a little 
soul in it — if you can." 

Ina Klosking looked at her, and observed her age and 
her dress, the latter old-fashioned. She said quietly, " Will 
mademoiselle do me the honour to stand before me ? I will 
sing her a trifle my mother taught me." 

The spinster complied, and stood erect and stiff, with her 
anns folded. Ina fixed her deep eyes on her, playing a liquid 
prelude all the time, then swelled her chest and sang the old 
Venetian canzonet, " II pescatore dell' onda." It is a small 
thing, but there is no limit to the genius of song. The Klos- 
king sang this trifle with a voice so grand, sonorous, and sweet, 
and above all, with such feeling, taste, and pitrity, that some- 
how she transported her hearers to Venetian waters, moonlit, 
and thrilled them to the heart ; while the great glass chande- 
lier kept ringing very audibly, so true, massive, and vibrating 
were her tones in that large empty room. 

At the first verse that cross-grained spinster, with real likes 
and dislikes, put a bony hand quietly before her eyes. At 
the last, she made three strides, as a soldier marches, and fell 
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all of a piecCj like a wooden mannequin, on the singer's neck. 
*' Take my piano/' she sobbed, " for you have taken the heart 
out of my body." 

Ina returned her embrace and did not conceal her pleasure. 
'' I am very proud of such a conquest," said she. 

From that hour Ina was the landlady's pet. The room and 
piano were made over to her, and being in a great fright at 
what she had undertaken, she studied and practised her part 
night and day. She made Ashmead call a rehearsal next 
day, and she came home from it wretched and almost 
hysterical. 

She summoned her slave Ashmead ; he stood before her 
with an air of hypocritical submission. 

*' The Flute was not at rehearsal, sir," said she severely ; 
*' nor the Oboe, nor the Violoncello." 

'' Just like 'em," said Ashmead tranquilly. 

" The Tenor is a quavering stick. He is one of those who 
think that an unmanly trembling of the voice represents 
every manly passion." 

'* Their name is legion," 

"The Soprano is insipid. And they are all imperfect — 
contentedly imperfect. How can people sing incorrectly? 
It is like Ijring." 

"That is what makes it so common ; he ! he I " 

" I do not desire wit, but consolation. I believe you are 
Mephistopheles himself in disguise ; for ever since I signed 
that diabolical compact you made me, I have been in a state 
of terror, agitation, misgiving, and misery — and I thank and 
bless you for it ; for those thorns and nettles they lacerate 
me, and make me live. They break the dull lethargic agony 
of utter desolation." 

Then, as her nerves were female nerves, and her fortitude 
female fortitude, she gave way, for once, and began to cry 
patiently. 

Ashmead the practical went softly away, and left her, as 
we must leave her for a time, to battle her business with one 
hand and her sdrrow with the other. 
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CHAPTER II 



In the Hotel de Russie^ at Frankfort^ there was a grand 
i^partment, lofty, spacious, and richly fiiniished, with a broad 
balcony overlooking the Platz, and roofed^ so to speak, with 
coloured sun-blinds, which softened the glare of the Rhine- 
land sun to a rosy and mellow delight 

In the verandah a tall English gentleman was leaning 
over the balcony, smoking a cigar, and being courted by a 
£ur young lady. Her light-grey eyes dwelt on him in a way 
to magnetise a man ; and she purred pretty nothings at his 
ear, in a soft tone she reserved for males — her voice was 
clear, loud, and rather high-pitched whenever she spoke to 
a person of her own sex : a comely English blonde, with pale 
eyelashes ; a keen, sensible girl, and not a downright wicked 
one; only bom artfuL This was Fanny Dover; and the 
tall gentleman — ^whose relation she was, and whose wife she 
resolved to be in one year, three years, or ten, according to 
his power of resistance — was Harrington Vizard, a Bradford- 
shire squire, with twelve thousand acres, and a library. 

As for Fanny, she had only £2000 in all the world; so 
compensating Nature endowed her with a fair complexion^ 
grey, mesmeric eyes, art, and resolution — qualities that often 
enable a poor girl to conquer landed estates, with their male 
encumbrances. 

Beautiful and delicate— on the surface— as was Miss Dover's 
courtship of her first cousin once removed, it did not strike 
fire ; it neither pleased nor annoyed him ; it fell as dead as 
a lantern firing on an iceberg. Not that he disliked her by 
any means. But he was thirty-two, and had seen the world, 
and had been unlucky with women. So he was now a divorci, 
and a declared woman-hater ; railed on them, and kept them 
at arm's length, Fanny Dover included. It was really comical 
to see with what perfect coolness and cynical apathy he 
parried the stealthy advances of this cat-like girl, a mistress 
in the art of pleasing — when she chose. 

Inside the room, on a couch of crimson velvet, sat a young 
lady of rare and dazzhng beauty. Her face was a long but 
perfect oval, pure forehead, straight nose with exquisite 
nostrils, coral hps, and ivory teeth. But what first struck 
the beholder were her glorious dark eyes, and magnificent 
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eyebrows as black as jet. Her hair was really like a raven's 
dark purple wing. 

These beauties^ in a stem character^ might have inspired 
awe, the more so as her form and limbs were grand and 
statuesque for her age ; but aU was softened down to sweet 
womanhood by long silken lashes, often lowered, and a 
gracious &ce that blushed at a word, blushed little, blushed 
much, blushed pinky, blushed pink, blushed roseate,* blushed 
rosy; and, I am sorry to say, blushed crimson, and even 
scarlet, in the course of those events I am about to record 
as unblushing as turnip and cool as cucumber. This scale 
of blushes arose not out of modesty alone, but out of the 
wide range of her sensibility. On hearing of a noble deed, 
she blushed warm approbation ; at a wor3iy sentiment, she 
blushed heartfelt sympathy. If you said a thing at the fire 
that might hurt some person at the farthest window, she 
would blush for fear it should be overheard and cause pain. 

In short, it was her peculiarity to blush readily for matters 
quite outside herself, and to show the male observer (if any) 
the amaaing sensibility, apart from egotism, that sometimes 
adorns a young, high-minded woman, not yet hardened by 
the world. 

This young lady was Zoe Vizard, daughter of Harrington's 
father, by a Greek mother, who died when she was twelve 
years of age. Her mixed origin showed itself curiously : in 
her figure and face she was all Greek, even to her hand, 
which was moulded divinely, but as long and large as befitted 
her long, grand, antique arm ; but her mind was northern — 
not a grain of Greek subtlety in it. Indeed she would have 
made a poor hand at dark deceit, with a transparent face, 
and eloquent blood, that kept coursing from her heart to her 
cheeks and back again, and painting her thoughts upon her 
countenance. 

Having installed herself, with feminine instinct, in a crim- 
son couch that framed her to perfection, Zoe Vizard was at 
work— embroidering. She had some flowers, and their leaves, 
lying near her on a little table, and, with coloured silks, 
ckemUe, &c., she imitated each flower and its leaf very 
adroitly, without a pattern. This was clever, and, indeed, 
rather a rare talent; but she lowered her head over this 
work with a demure, beaming complacency embroidery alone 
never yet excited without external assistance. Accordingly, 
on a large stool, or little ottoman, at her feet, but at a 
respectful distance, sat a young man, almost her match in 
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hexaty, though in quite another style. In height about five 
feet ten, broad-shouldered^ clean built^ a model of strength, 
agility, and grace : his face fair, fresh, and healthy-looking ; 
his large eyes hazel; the crisp curling hair on his shapely 
head a wondeiful brown in the mass, but with one thin streak 
of gold above the forehead, and all the loose hairs glittering 
golden ; a short-dipped moustache saved him from looking 
too feminine, yet did not hide his expressive mouth ; he had 
white hands, as soft and supple as a woman's, a mellow voice, 
and a winning tongue. This dangerous young gentleman 
was gazing softly on Zoe Vizard and purring in her ear ; and 
she was conscious of his gaze, without looking at him, and 
was sipping the honey, and showed it, by seeming more 
absorbed in her work ijian girls ever really are. 

Matters, however, had not gone openly very far. She was 
still on her defence : so, after imbibing his flatteries demurely 
a long time, she discovered, all in one moment, that they 
were objectionable. " Dear me, Mr. Seveme," said she, *' you 
do nothing but pay compliments." 

'^ How can I help it, sitting here ? " inquired he. 

" There — ^there," said she ; then, quietly, " Does it never 
occur to you that only foolish people are pleased with flat- 
teries?'* 

** I have heard that ; but I don't believe it. I know it 
makes me awfully happy whenever you say a kind word of 
me." 

" That is far from proving your wisdom/* said Zoe ; " and, 
instead of dwelling on my perfections, which do not exist, I 
wish you would tell me tilings." 

"What things?" 

'' How can I tell, till I hear them ? Well, then, things 
about yoursel£" 

"That is a poor subject** 

" Let me be the judge." 

" Oh, there are lots of fellows who are always talking about 
themselves : let me be an exception." 

This answer puzzled Zoe, and she was silent, and put on a 
cold look. She was not accustomed to be refused anything 
reasonable. 

Seveme examined her closely, and saw he was expected to 
obey her: he then resolved to prepare, in a day or two, 
an autobiography full of details, that should satisfy Zoe's 
curiosity, and win her admiration and her love. But he 
could not do it all in a moment^ because his memory of real 
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life obstructed hi3 fiincy. Meantime he operated a diversion. 
He said, '^Set a poor fellow an example. Tell me some- 
thing about yourtelf—smce I have the bad taste, and the 
presumption, to be interested in you, and can't help it Did 
you spring from the foam of the Archipelago? or are you 
descended from Bacchus and Ariadne ? " 

*' If you want sensible answers, ask sensible questions," said 
Zoe, trying to frown him down with her black brows ; but 
her sweet cheek would tint itself, and her sweet mouth smile 
and expose much intercoral ivory. 

" Well, then," said he, " I will ask you a prosaic question, 
and I only hope you won t think it impertinent How — ever 
—did such a strangely-assorted party as yours come to travel 
together ; and, if Vizard has turned woman-hater, as he pre- 
tends, how comes he to be at the head of a female party, who 
are not all of them " He hesitated. 

'' Go on, Mr. Seveme ; not all of them — what ? " said Zoe, 
prepared to stand up for her sex. 

"Not perfect?" 

" That is a very cautious statement, and — there — ^you are 
as slippery as an eel, there is no getting hold of you. Well, 
never mind, I will set you an example of communicativeness, 
and reveal this mystery hidden as yet from mankind." 

"Speak, dread queen ; thy servant heareth." 

" Ha ! ha 1 ha ! Mr. Severne, you amuse me," 

" You only interest me," was the soft reply. 

Zoe blushed pink, but turned it off. " Then why do you 

not attend to my interesting narrative, instead of Well, 

then, it began with my asking the dear fellow to take me a 
tour, especially to Rome." 

"You wanted to see the statues of your ancestors, and 
shame them." 

" Much obliged ; I was not quite such a goose. I wanted 
to see the Tiber^ and the Colosseum, and Trajan's pillar, and 
the Tarpeian rock, and the one everlasting city, that binds 
ancient and modem history together." 

She flashed her great eyes on him, and he was dumb. She 
had risen above the region of his ideas. Having silenced 
her commentator, she returned to her story. "Well, dear 
Harrington said ^ yes ' directly. So then I told Fanny ; and 
she said, ' Oh, do take me with you \ * Now, of course I was 
only too glad to have Fanny; she is my relation, and my 
friend." 

"Happy girl I" 
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^ Be quiet, please. So I asked Harrington to let me have 
Fanny with us, and 70a should have seen his face. What ! 

he travel witk a couple of us ! He I don't see why I 

should tell you what the monster said." 

'^Oh yes, please do." 

'' You won't go telling anybody else then ? " 

'' Not a living soul, upon my honour." 

''Well, then, he said" — she began to blush like a rose — 
''that he looked on me as a mere female in embryo ; I had 
not yet developed the vices of my sex. But Fanny Dover 
was a ripe flirt, and she would set me flirting, and how could 
he manage the pair? In short, sir, he refused to take us, 
and gave his reasons, such as they were, poor dear ! Then I 
had to tell Fanny. Then she began to cry, and told me to 
go without her. But I would not do that, when I had once 
asked her. Then she clung round my neck and kissed me, 
and begged me to be cross and sullen, and tire out dear 
Harrington." 

"That is like her." 

" How do you know ? " said Zoe sharply. 

" Oh, I have studied her character." 

"When, pray?" said Zoe ironically, yet blusliing a little, 
because her secret meaning was, " You are always at my 
apron-strings, and have no time to fiithom Fanny." 

" When I have nothing better to do ; when you are out of 
the room." 

"Well, I shall be out of the room very soon, if you say 
another word." 

" And serve me right, too. I am a fool to talk, when you 
allow me to listen." 

" He is incorrigible," said Zoe pathetically. " Well, then, 
I refused to pout at Harrington. It is not as if he had no 
reason to distrust women, poor dear darling! I invited 
Fanny to stay a month with us ; and, when once she was in 
the house, she soon got over me, and persuaded me to play 
sad, and showed me how to do it. So we wore long faces, 
and sweet resignation, and were never cross, but kept turning 
tearful eyes upon our victim." 

"Ha! ha! How absurd of Vizard to tell you that two 
women would be too much for one man." 

"No, it was the truth; and girls are artful creatures, 
especially when they put their heads together. But hear the 
end of all our cunning. One day, after dinner, Harrington 
asked us to sit opposite him ; so we did, and felt guilty. He 
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surveyed us in silence a little while, and then he said : ' My 
young friends, you have played your little game pretty well, 
especially you> Zoe, that are a novice in the fine arts compared 
with Miss Dover/ Histrionic talent ought to be rewuded ; 
he would relent, and take us abroad, on one condition : there 
must be a chaperon* 'All the better,' said we hypocrites 
eagerly ; ' and who ? ' " 

'^ ' Oh, a person equal to the occasion — an old maid as 
bitter against men as ever grapes were sour. She would 
follow us upstairs, downstairs, and into my lady's chamber. 
She would have an eye at the keyhole by day, and an ear by 
night, when we went up to bed and talked over the events 
of our frivolous day.' In short, he enumerated our duenna's 
perfections till our blood ran cold; and it was ever so long 
before he would tell us who it was — Aunt Maitland. We 
screamed with surprise. They are like cat and dog, and 
never agree except to differ. We asked an explanation of 
this strange choice. He obliged us. 'It was not for his 
gratification he took the old cat, it was for us. She would 
relieve him of a vast responsibility. The vices of her char- 
acter would prove too strong for the little faults of ours, 
which were only volatility, frivolity, flirtation' — I will not 
tell you what he said." 

" I seem to hear Harrington talking," said Seveme. " What 
on earth makes him so hard upon women ? Would you mind 
telling me that ? " 

" Never ask me that question again," said Zoe, with sudden 
gravity. 

" Well, I won't ; I'll get it out of him." 

** If you say a word to him about it, I shall be shocked 
and offended." 

She was pale and red by turns; but Seveme bowed his 
head with a respectful submission that disarmed her directly. 
She turned her head away, and Seveme, watching her, saw 
her eyes fiU. 

" How is it," said she thoughtfully, and looking away from 
him, "that men leave out their sisters, when they sum up 
womankind? Are not we women too? My poor brother 
quite forgets he has one woman who will never, never desert 
nor deceive him ; dear, darling fellow ! " and with these three 
last words she rose, and kis^ the tips of her fingers, and 
waved the kiss to Vizard with that free nu^nitude of gesture 
which belonged to antiquity ; it struck the Anglo-Saxon flirt 
at her feet with amazement. Not having good enough under 
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his skin to sympathise with that pious impulse^ he first stag- 
nated a little while^ and then^ not to be silent altogether^ 
made his little^ stale^ commonplace comment on what she had 
told him. " Why, it is like a novel." 

*' A very unromantic one," replied Zoe. 

" I don't know that. I have read very interesting novels 
with fewer new characters than this ; there's a dark beauty 
and a £ur, and a duenna with an eagle eye and an aquiline 
nose." 

"Hush!" said Zoe; ''that is her room;" and pointed to 
a chamber-door that opened into the apartment. 

Oh, marvellous female instinct ! The duenna in charge 
was, at that moment, behind that very door, and her eye and 
her ear at the keyhole, turn about 

Seveme continued his remarks, but in a lower voice. 

'' Then there's a woman-hater and a man-hater : good for 
dialogue." 

Now this banter did not please Zoe ; so she fixed her eyes 
upon Seveme and said, "You forget the principal figure — 
a mysterious young gentleman who looks nineteen and is 
twenty-nine, and was lost sight of in England nine years ago. 
He has been travelling ever since, and wherever he went he 
flirted ; we gather so much, from his accomplishment in the 
art : fluent, not to say voluble at times, but no egotist ; for 
he never tells you anything about himself nor even about 
his fiunily ; still less about the numerous affairet de casur in 
which he has been engaged. Perhaps he is reserving it all 
for the third volume." 

The attack was strong and sudden, but it failed. Seveme, 
within the limits of his experience, was a consummate artist, 
and this situation was not new to him. He cast one gently 
reproachful glance on her, then lowered his eyes to the carpet, 
and kept them there. " Do you think," said he, in a low, 
dejected voice, "it can be any pleasure to a man to relate 
the follies of an idle, aimless life — and to you, who have 
given me higher aspirations, and made me awfully sorry 
I cannot live my whole life over again? I can't bear to 
think of the years I have wasted," said he ; " and how 
can I talk to you, whom I reverence, of the past follies I 
despise.^ No, pray don't ask me to risk your esteem. It 
is so dear to me." 

Then this artist put in practice a little manoeuvre he had 
learned, of compressing his muscles, and forcing a little un- 
willing water into his eyes. So, at the end of his pretty 
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little speech^ he raised two gentle imploring eyes, with half 
a tear in each of them. To be sure^ nature assisted his art 
for once ; he did bitterly regret, bat out of pure egotism, the 
years he had wasted, and wished, with all his heart, he had 
never known any woman but Zoe Vizard. 

The combination of art and sincerity were too much for 
the guileless and inexperienced Zoe. She was grieved at the 
pain she had given and rose to retire, for she felt they were 
t>oth on dangerous ground; but, as she turned away, she 
made a little deprecating gesture, and said softly, '^ Forgive 
me." 

That soft tone gave Seveme courage, and that gesture 
gave him an opportunity; he seized her hand, murmured, 
" Angel of goodness ! " and^bestowed a long, loving kiss on 
her hand that made it quiver under his lips. 

''Oh!" cried Miss Maitland, bursting into the room at 
the nick of time, yet feigning amazement. Fanny heard the 
ejaculation, and whipped away from Harrington into the 
window. Zoe, with no motive but her own coyness, had 
already snatched her hand away from Seveme. 

But both young ladies were one moment too late. The 
eagle eye of a terrible old maid had embraced the entire 
situation, and they saw she had. 

Harrington Vizard, Esq., smoked on^ with his back to the 
group. But the rest were a picture : the mutinous face and 
keen eyes of Fanny Dover, bristling with defence, at the 
window; Zoe blushing crimson, and newly started away 
from her too enterprising wooer; and the tall, thin, grim 
old maid, standing stiff^ as sentinel, at the bedroom door, and 
gimleting both her chiu-ges alternately with steel-grey orbs — 
she seemed like an owl, all eyes and beak. 

When the chaperon had fixed the situation thoroughly, she 
stalked erect into the room, and said, veiy expressively, '' I 
am afraid I disturb you." 

Zoe, from crimson, blushed scarlet, and hung her head; 
but Fanny was ready. 

^'La! aunt," said she ironically, and with pertness in- 
finite, "you know you are always welcome. Wherever 
have you been all tl^ time ? We were afraid we had lost 
you." 

Aunt fired her pistol in reply : " I was not fifir off-— most 
fortunately." 

Zoe, finding that, even under crashing circumstances, Fani^ 
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had fight in her, glided instantly to her side, and Aunt 
Maitland opened battle all rotind. 

'^May I ask, sir," said she to Seveme, with a horrible 
smile, " what you were doing when I came in ? " 

Zoe clutched Fanny, and both awaited Mr. Seveme's reply 
for one moment with keen anxiety. 

''My dear Miss Maitland," said that able young man, 
▼cry respectfullyi yet with a sort of cheerful readiness, as 
if he was delighted at her deigning to question him, ''to 
tell you the truth, I was admiring Miss Vizard's diiunond 
ring." 

Fanny tittered ; Zoe blushed again at such a fib and such 
aplomb, 

" Oh, indeed ! " said Miss Maitland ; " yon were admiring 
it very close, sir." 

" It is like herself— it will bear inspection." 

This was wormwood to Miss Maitland. "Even in our 
ashes live their wonted fires ; " and, though she was sixty, 
she disliked to hear a young woman praised. She bridled, 
then returned to the attack. 

" Next time you wish to inspect it, you had better ask her 
to take ii o/f*and show you." 

" May I, Miss Maitland ? " inquired the ingenuous youth. 
« She would not think that a liberty ? " 

His mild effrontery staggered her for a moment, and she 
glared at him, speechless ; but soon recovered, and said 
bitterly, " Evidently noL" With this she turned her back on 
him rather ungraciously, and opened fire on her own sex. 

"Zoe!"(8harply> 

"Yes, aunt "(faintly). 

"Tell your brother — if he can leave off smoking — I wish 
to speak to him." 

Zoe hung her head, and was in no hurry to bring about 
the proposed conference. 

While she deliberated, says Fanny, with vast alacrity, " Til 
tell him, aunt" 

"Oh, Fanny ! " murmured Zoe, in a reproachful whisper. 

" All right ! " whispered Fanny in reply, and whipped out 
on to the balcony. " Here's Aunt Maitland wants to know if 
you ever leave off smoking ; " and she threw a most aggressive 
manner into the query. 

The big man replied composedly, " Tell her I do at meals 
and prayers ; but I alwajrs sleep with a pipe in my mouth — 
heavily insured 1 " 
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''Well^ then, you musta't; for she has something very 
particular to say to you^ when you've done smoking." 

''Something particular! That means something disagree- 
able. Tell her I shall be smoking all day to-day." 

Fanny danced into the room and said^ " He says he shall 
be smoking all day under the arcumttances" 

Miss Maitland gave this faithful messenger the look of a 
basilisk, and flounced to her own room. The young ladies 
instantly stepped out on the balcony, and got one on each 
side of Harrington, with the feminine instinct of propitiation ; 
for they felt sure the enemy would tell, soon or late. 

'' What does the old cat want to talk to me about ? " said 
Harrington lazily, to Fanny. 

It was Zoe who replied — 

"Can't you guess, dear?" said she tenderly — ^''our mis- 
conduct." Then she put her head on his shoulder, as much 
as to say, '' But we have a more lenient judge here." 

''As if I could not see that without her assistance," said 
Harrington Vizard. (Puff!) At which comfortable reply 
Zoe looked very rueful, and Fanny burst out laughing. 

Soon after this, Fanny gave Zoe a look, and they retired to 
their rooms ; and Zoe said she would never come out again, 
and Fanny must stay with her. Fanny felt sure ennid would 
thaw that resolve in a few hours; so she submitted, but 
declared it was absurd, and the very way to give a perfect 
trifle importance. 

"Kiss your handV* said she disdainfully — ^"that is nothing. 
If I were the man, I'd have kissed both your cheeks long 
before this." 

" And I should have boxed your ears and made you cry," 
said Zoe, with calm superiority. 

So she had her way, and the deserted Seveme felt dull, 
but was too good a general to show it; he bestowed his 
welcome company on Mr. Vizard, walked with him, talked 
with him, and made himself so agreeable, that Vizard, who 
admired him greatly, said to him, " What a good fellow you 
are, to bestow your sunshine on me ! I began to be afraid 
those girls had got you, and tied you to their apron-strings 
altogether." 

" Oh, no," said Seveme ; " they are charming. But, after 
all, one can't do without a male friend; there are so few 
things that interest ladies. Unless you can talk red-hot 
religion, you are bound to flirt with them a little. To bo 

sure, they look shy — ^if you do ; but, if you don't " 
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^lliey are bored; whereas they only looked shy. I know 
'em. Call another subject, please." 

*' Well, I will ; but perhaps it may not be so agreeable 
a one." 

'^ That is very unlikely/' said the woman-hater drily. 

''Well, it is Tin. I'm rather short You see, when I fell 
in with you at Monaco, I had no idea of coming this way ; 
but meeting with an old college friend — ^what a tie college is, 
isn't it ? there is nothing like it ; when you have been at col- 
lege with a man, you seem never to wear him out, as you do 
the acquaintances you make afterwards." 

'' That is very true," said Vizard warmly. 

^ Isn't it ? Now, for inst^mce, if I had only known you of 
late years, I should feel awfully shy of bom^wing a few hun- 
dreds of you — for a month or two." 

'* I don't know why you should, old fellow.' * 

" 1 should, though. But having been at college together 
makes all the difference. I don't mind telling you that I have 
never been at Homburg without taking a turn at the table, 
and I am grizzling awfully now at not having sent to my man 
of business for funds." 

'' How much do you want ? that is the only question." 

" Glad to hear it," thought Seveme. " Well, let me see, 
you can't back your luck with less than five hundred." 

'' Well, but we have been out two months ; I am afraid I 
haven't so much left Just let me see." He took out his 
pocket-book, and examined his letter of credit. '' Do you 
want it to-day ? " 

"Why, yes; I do." 

" Well, then, I am afraid you can only have three hundred. 
But I will telegraph Herries, and funds will be here to-morrow 
afternoon." 

"All right," said Seveme. 

Vizard took him to the bank, and exhausted his letter of 
credit ; then to the telegraph office, and telegraphed Herries 
to enlarge his credit at once. He handed Seveme the three 
hundred pounds. The young man's eye flashed, and it cost 
him an effort not to snatch them and wave them over his head 
with joy ; but he controlled himself, and took them like two- 
pence halfpenny. 

"Thank you, old fellow," said he. Then, still more care- 
lessly, " Like my I O U ? " 

"As you please," said Vizard, with similar indifference; 
only real. 
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After he had got the money, Seveme's conversational 
powers relaxed — ^short answers — ^long reveries. 

Vizard observed, stopped short, and eyed him. "I re- 
member something at Oxford, and I am afraid you are a 
gambler: if you are, you won't be good for much till you 
have lost that three hundred. It will be a dull evening for me 
without you : I know what Til do^I'll take my hen-party 
to the opera at Homburg. There are stalls to be got here. 
I'll get one for you, on the chance of your dropping in." 

The stalls were purchased, and the friends returned at 
onoe to the hotel, to give the ladies timely intimation. They 
found Fanny and Zoe seated, rather disconsolate, in the 
apartment Zoe had formally renounced : at sight of the stall 
tickets, the pair uttered joyful cries, looked at each other 
and vanished. 

^' You won't see them any more till dinner-time," said 
Vizard. "They will be discussing dress, selecting dress, 
tr3ring dresses, and changing dresses, for the next three 
hours." He turned round whilst speaking, and there was 
Seveme slipping away to his own bedroom. 

Thus deserted on all sides, he stepped into the balcony 
and lighted a cigar. Whilst he was smoking it he observed 
an English gentleman, with a stalwart figure and a beautiful 
brown beard, standing on the steps of the hotel. " Hollo ! " 
said he, and hailed him. *' Hy ! Uxmoor ! is that you ? " 

Lord Uxmoor looked up and knew him. He entered 
the hotel, and the next minute the waiter ushered him into 
Vizard's sitting-room. 

Lord Uxmoor, hke Mr. Vizard, was a landed proprietor in 
Barfordshire. The county is large, and they lived too many 
miles apart to visit ; but they met, and agreed, at elections 
and county business, and had a respect for each other. 

Meeting at Frankfort, these two found plenty to say to 
each other about home; and as Lord Uxmoor was alone. 
Vizard asked him to dine. " You will balance us," said he ; 
"we are terribly over-petticoated, and one of them is an 
old maid. We generally dine at the table-dhdte, but I have 
ordered dinner here to-day : we are going to the opera at 
Homburg. You are not obliged to do that, you know. You 
are in for a bad dinner, that is all." 

"To tell the truth," said Lord Uxmibor, "I don't care for 
music." 

" Then you deserve a statue for not pretending to love it. 
I adore it, for my part ; and I wish I was going alone, for my 
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hens will be sure to cackle wutl apropos, and spoil some fiimous 
melody with talking about it^ and who sang it in London inat^jiH 
of listening to it, and thanking God for it> in deep silence." 

Lord Uxmoor stared a little at this sudden sally, for he 
was unacquainted with Vizard's one eccentricity, having met 
him only on county business, at which he was extra rational, 
and passtd for a great scholar. He really did suck good 
books as well as cigars. 

After a few more words they parted till dinner-time. 

Lord Uxmoor came to his appointment, and found his host 
and Miss Maitland, whom he knew ; and he was in lang^d 
conversation with them, when a side-door opened, and in 
walked Fanny Dover, &ir and bright, in Cambridge blue, her 
hair well dreaded by Zoe's maid in the style of the day. Lord 
Uxmoor rose, and received his fair countrywoman with re- 
spectful zeal ; he had met her once before. She too sparkled 
with pleasure at meeting a Barfordshire squire with a long 
pedigree, purse, and beard, three things she admired greatly. 

In the midst of this, in glided Zoe, and seemed to ex- 
tinguish everybody, and even to pale the lights, with her 
dark, yet sun-like beauty. She was dressed in a creamy- 
white satin that glinted like mother-of-pearl, its sheen and 
glory unfrittered with a single idiotic trimming; on her 
breast a large diamond cross. Her head was an Athenian 
sculpture — no chignon, but the tight coils of antiquity; at 
their side one diamond star sparkled vivid flame, by its 
contrast with those polished ebon snakes. 

Lord Uxmoor was dazzled, transfixed at the vision, and 
bowed very low when Vizard introduced him in an off-hand 
way, saying, ^'My sister. Miss Vizard — but I daresay you 
have met her at the county balls." 

'^ I have never been so fortunate," said Uxmoor humbly. 

''I have," said Zoe; ''that is, I saw you waltzing with 
Lady Betty Gore, at the race ball, two years ago." 

"What!" said Vizard, alarmed. "Uxmoor, were you 
waltzing with Lady Betty Gore ? " 

"You have it on too high an authority for me to con- 
tradict" 

Finding Zoe was to be trusted as a county chronicle. 
Vizard turned sharply to her and said, " And was he flirting 
with her?" 

Zoe coloured a little and said, " Now, Harrington, how can 
IteU?" 
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''You little hypocrite/' said Vizard, ''who can tell 
better?" 

At this retort Zoe blushed high, and the water came into 
her eyes. 

Nobody minded that but Uxmoor, and Vizard went on to 
explain, " That Lady Betty (jore is as heartless a coquette as 
any in the county, and don't you flirt with her, or you wUl 
get entangled." 

" You disapprove of her," said Uxmoor coolly ; '' then I 
give her up for ever." He looked at Zoe whilst he said this, 
and felt how easy it would be to resign Lady Betty and a 
great many more for this peerless creature. He did not mean 
her to understand what was passing in his mind ; he did not 
know how subtle and observant the most innocent girl is in 
such matters. Zoe blushed and drew away from him. Just 
then Ned Seveme came in, and Vizard introduced him to 
Uxmoor with great geniaUty and pride. The charming 
young man was in a black surtout, with a blue scarf, the very 
tint for his complexion. 

The girls looked at one another, and in a moment Fanny 
was elected Zoe's agent: she signalled Seveme, and when 
he came to her, she said, for Zoe, " Don't you know we are 
going to th^ opera at Homburg ? " 

''Yes, I know," said he; ''and I hope you will have a 
pleasanter evening than I shall." 

" You are not coming with us ? " 

" No," said he sorrowfully. 

" You had better," said Fanny, with a deal of quiet point 
— more, indeed, than Zoe's pride approved. 

" Not if Mr. Seveme has something more attractive," said 
she, turning palish and pinkish by turns. 

AH this went on soUo voce, and Uxmoor, out of good breed- 
ing, entered into conversation with Miss Maitland and Vizard. 
Seveme availed himself of this diversion, and fixed his eyes 
on Zoe with an air of gentle reproach, then took a letter out 
of his pocket and handed it to Fanny. She read it and gave 
it to Zoe. 

It was dated from the " Golden Star," Homburg. 

" Dear Neo, — I am worse to-day, and all alone. Now and 
then I almost fear I may not pull through. But perhaps 
that is through being so hipped. Do come and spend this 
evening with me like a good kind fellow. 

" Telegraph reply. S. T.'* 
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*' Poor fellow/' said Ned ; " my heart bleeds for him." 

Zoe was affected by this^ and turned liquid and loving 
eyes on ''dear Ned." But Fanny stood her ground. ''Go 
to 'S. T.' to-morrow mornings but don't desert 'Z. V,' and 
' F. D.' to-night" Zoe smiled. 

"But I have telegraphed/' objected Ned. 

" Then telegraph again — not" said Fanny firmly. 

Now this was unexpected. Seveme had set his heart upon 
rouge et noir, but still he was afiraid of offending Zoe ; and> 
besides^ he saw Uxmoor with his noble beard and brown eyes 
casting rapturous glances at her. '^ Let Miss Vizard decide/' 
said he. "Don't let me be so unhappy as to offend her 
twice in one day." 

Zoe's pride and goodness dictated her answer^ in spite of her 
wishes. She said in a low voice^ " Go to your sick friend." 

"There/' said Seveme. 

"I hear/' said Fanny. "She means 'go'; but you shall 
repent it" 

" I mean what I say/' said Zoe, with real dignity. " It is 
my habit." And the next moment she quietly left the room. 

She sat down in her bedroom, mortified and alarmed. 
What! Had it come to this, that she felt her heart turn 
cold, just because that young man said he could not ac- 
company her — on a single evening! Then first she dis- 
covered that it was for him she had dressed, and had for 
once beautified her beauty — for him^ that with Fanny she 
had dwelt upon the delights of the music, but had secretly 
thought of appearing publicly on his arm, and dazzling people 
by their united and contrast^ beauty. 

She rose, all of a sudden, and looked keenly at herself in 
the glass, to see if she had not somehow overrated her attrac- 
tions. But the glass was reassuring; it told her not one 
man in a million could go to a sick friend that night, when 
he might pass the evening by her side, and visit his friend 
early in the morning. 

Tears of mortified vanity were in her eyes ; but she smiled 
through them at the glass, then dried them carefully, and 
went back to the dining-room radiant to all appearance. 

Dinner was just served, and her brother, to do honour to 
the new comer, waved his sister to a seat by Lord Uxmoor. 
He looked charmed at the arrangement, and showed a 
great desire to please her, but at first was unable to find 
good topics. After several timid overtures on his part, she 
assisted him, out of good nature. She knew, by report, 
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that he was a very benevolent young man^ bent on improving 
the homes^ habits^ wages, and comforts of the agricultural 
poor. She led him to this, and his eyes sparkled with 
pleasure, and his homely but manly face lighted and was 
elevated by the sympathy she expressed in these worthy 
objects. He could not help thinking, " What a Lady Uzmoor 
this would make ! She and I and her brother might leaven 
the county." 

And all this time she would not even bestow a glance 
on Seveme. She was not an angel. She had said, ^'Go 
to your sick friend;" but she had not said, ''I will smart 
alone — ^if you do,'* 

Seveme sat by Fanny and seemed dejected, but, as usual, 
polite and charming. She was smilingly cruel ; regaled him 
with Lord Uxmoor s wealth and virtues, and said he was an 
excellent match, and all she-Barfordshire pulling ci^ for 
him. Seveme only sighed ; he offered no resistance ; and 
at last she could not go on nagging a handsome fellow who 
only sighed, so she said, " Well there ; I advise you to join 
us before the opera is over, that is alL" 

" I will, I will !" said he eagerly. " Oh, thank you." 

Dinner was despatched rather rapidly, because of the 
opera. 

When the ladies got their cloaks and lace scarves to put 
over their heads coming home, the party proved to be only 
three, and the tickets five ; for Miss MaitUmd pleaded head- 
ache. 

On this. Lord Uxmoor said, rather timidly, he should like 
to go. 

** Why, you said you hated music," said VixanL 

Lord Uxmoor coloured. '' I recant," said he bluntly ; and 
everybody saw what had operated his conversion. 

It is half-an-hour by rail from Frankfort to Homburg, and 
the party could not be seated together Vizard bestowed 
Zoe and Lord Uxmoor in one carriage, Fanny and Seveme 
in another, and himself and a cigar in a third. Seveme sat 
gazing piteously on Fanny Dover, but never said a word. 
She eyed him satirically for a good while, and then she said 
cheerfully, ''Well, Mr. Seveme, how do you like the turn 
things are taking ? " 

" Miss Dover, I am very unhappy." 

'' Serves you right" 

" Oh, pray don't say that. It is on you I depend." 

" On me, sir ! What have I to do with your flirtations ? " 
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''No; but you are so clever, and go good. If> for onee, 
yoQ will take a poor fellow's part with MIbs Vizard, behind 
my back; oh, please do — pray do," and, in the wdoor of 
entreaty, he caught Fanny's white hand and kissed it with 
warm but respectful devotion. Indeed he held it, and kissed 
it again and again, till Fanny, though she minded it no more 
than maible, was going to ask him satirically whether he 
bad not almost done with it, when at last he contrived to 
squeeze out one of his little hysterical tears, and drop it on 
her hand. 

Now the girl was not butter, like some of her sex — ^far 
from it ; but neither was she wood — indeed she was not old 
enough for that ; so this crocodile tear won her for the time 
being. " There— there," said she; "don't be a baby. I'll 
be on your side to-night ; only, if you care for her, come and 
look after her yourself. Beautiful women with money won't 
stand neglect, Mr. Seveme ; and why should they? They 
are not like poor me; they have got the game in their 
hands." 

The train stopped. Vizard's party drove to the opera, and 
Seveme ordered a cab ''to the Golden Star," meaning to 
stop it and get out ; but, looking at his watch, he found it 
wanted half-an*hour to gambling time, so he settled to have 
a cup of coffee first, and a cigar. With this view he let the 
man drive him to the ^* Golden Star." 



CHAPTER III 

Ina KLOflKiNO worked night and day upon ''Siebel" in 
Gounod's ''Faust," and the songs that had been added to 
give weight to the part 

She came early to the theatre at night, and sat, half 
dressed, fatigued, and nervous, in her dressing-room. 

Crash! — ^the first coup darchH announc^ the overture 
and roused her energy as if Ithuriel's spear had pricked 
her. She came down dressed, to listen at one of the upper 
entrances, to fill herself with the musical theme, before 
taking her part in it, and also to gauge the audience and 
the singers. 

The man "Faust" was a German; but the musical part 
"Faust" seems better suited to an Italian or a Frenchman. 
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Indeed some saj that^ as a rule, the German genius excels 
in creation, and the Italian in representation or interpreta- 
tion. For my part I am unable to judge nations in the 
lump, as some fine fellows do, because nations are composed 
of very different individuals, and I know only one to the 
million ; but I do take on me to say that the individual 
Herr who executed Doctor Faustus at Homburg that night, 
had everything to learn, except what he had to unlearn. 
His person was obese; his delivery of the words was 
mouthing, chewing, and gurgling; and he uttered the 
notes in tune, but without point, pathos, or passion ; a 
steady lay-clerk from York or Durham Cathedral would 
have done a little better, because he would have been 
no colder at heart, and more exact in time, and would 
have sung clean; whereas this gentleman set his wind- 
pipe trembling, all through the business, as if palsy was 
passion. By what system of leverage such a man came 
to be hoisted on to such a pinnacle of song as '^ Faust," 
puzzled our English friends in front as much as it did the 
Anglo-Danish artist at the wing; for English girls know 
what is what in opera. 

The *' Marguerite " had a voice of sufficient compass, and 
rather sweet, though thin. The part demands a better 
actress than Patti, and this Fraulem was not half as good : 
she put on the painful grin of a prize-fighter who has re- 
ceived a staggerer, and grinned all through the part, though 
there is little in it to grin at. 

She also suffered by having to play to a ^' Faust " milked 
of his poetry, and self-smitten with a " tremolo," which, as I 
said before, is the voice of palsy, and is not, nor ever was, 
nor ever will be, the voice of passion. Bless your heart ! 
passion is a manly thing, a womanly thing, a grand thing ; 
not a feeble quavering, palsied, anile, senile thing. Learn 
that, ye trembling, quavering idiots of song ! 

" They let me down," whispered Ina Klosking to her faith- 
ful Ashmead. ^' 1 feel all out of tune. I shall never be 
able. And the audience so cold. It will be like singing in 
a sepulchre." 

" What would you think of them if they applauded ? " said 
Ashmead. 

" 1 should say they were good, charitable souls, and the 
very audience I shall want in five minntes." 

" No, no," said Ashmead ; '^ all you want is a discriminating 
audience; and this is one. Remember they have all seen 
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Patti in ' Maiguerite.' Is it likely they would applaud this 
tin stick?" 

Ina turned the conveisation with feminine quickness — 
''Mr. Ashmead, have you kept your promise? my name is 
not in the programme ? " 

'' It is not ; and a great mistake, too." 

'- 1 have not been announced by name in any way ? " 

*' No. But of course I have nursed you a bit." 

" Nursed me ? What is that ? Oh, what have you been 
doing ? No charlaianerie, I hope." 

'' Nothing of the kind," said Ashmead stoutly ; '* only the 
regular business." 

''And pray what is the regular business?" inquired Ina 
distrustfully. 

" Why, of course, I sent on the manager to say that Made- 
moiselle Schwab was taken seriously ill ; that we had been 
fearing we must break faith with the public, for the first time. 
But that a cantatrice, who had lefl the stage, appreciated our 
difficulty, and had, with rare kindness, come to our aid for 
this one night ; we felt sure a Humbug audience — ^what am 
I saying ? — a Homburg audience would appreciate this, and 
make due allowance for a performance undertaken in such a 
spirit, and with imperfect rehearsals, &c. — in short, the usual 
patter ; and the usual effect, great applause. Indeed the only 
applause that I have heard in this theatre to-night Ashmead 
ahead of Gounod, so far." 

Ina Klosking put both hands before her face, and gave 
a little moan. She had really a soul above these artifices. 
" So then," said she, " if they do receive me, it will be out 
of charity." 

" No, no ; but on your first night you must have two strings 
to your bow." 

"But I have only one. These cajoling speeches are a 
waste of breath. A singer can sing, or she can not sing, 
and they find out which it is^ as soon as she opens her 
mouth." 

"Well, then, you open your mouth — ^that is just what half 
the singers can't do — and they will soon find out you can 
sing." 

" I hope they may ; I do not know. I am discouraged ; 
Fm terrified; I think it is stage-fright," and she began to 
tremble visibly, for the time drew near. 

Ashmead ran off, and brought her some brandy-and-water. 
She put her hand against it with royal scorn. "No, sir I 
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— ^if the theatre — and the lights — and the people — the mind 
of Goethe— and the music of Gounod^ can't excite me with- 
out that, put me at the counter of a oqfS, for I have no 
business here." 

The power, without violence, and the grandeur with which 
she said this, would have brought down the house had she 
spoken it in a play without a note of music ; and Ashmead 
drew back respectfully, but chuckled internally at the idea of 
this Minerva giving change in a cqf^. 

And now her cue was coming. She ordered everybody out 
of the entrance not very ceremoniously, and drew well back. 
Then, at her cue, she made a stately rush, and so, being in 
full swing before she cleared the wing, she swept into the 
centre of the stage with great rapidity and resolution ; no 
trace either of her sorrowful heart or her quaking limbs was 
visible ^m the front. 

There was a little applause, all due to Ashmead's prelimi- 
nary apology, but there was no real reception ; for Germany 
is large and musical, and she was not immediately recognised 
at Homburg. But there was that indescribable flutter which 
marks a good impression and keen expectation suddenly 
aroused. She was beautiful on the stage, for one thing ; her 
figure rather tall and stately, and her face full of power ; and 
then the very way she came on showed the step and carriage 
of an artist at home upon the boards. 

She cast a rapid glance round the house, observed its size, 
and felt her way. She sang her first song evenly, but 
not tamely, yet with restrained power ; but die tones were 
so full and flexible, the impression so easy yet exact, that 
the judges saw there was no effort, and suspected some- 
thing big might be yet in store to-night At the end of her 
song she did let out for a moment, and, at this well-timed 
foretaste of her power, there was applause, but nothing 
wonderful. 

She was quite content, however. She met Ashmead as 
she came off, and said, " All is well, my friend, so far. They 
are sitting in judgment on me, like sensible people, and not 
in a hurry. I rather like that." 

" Your own fault," said Joseph. " You should have been 
announced. Prejudice is a surer card than judgment The 
public is an ass." 

" It must come to the same thing in the end," said the 
Klosking firmly. '' One can sing, or one cannot." 

Her next song was encored, and she came off flushed with 
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art and gratified pride. ** I have no fears now/' said she to 
her Achates firmly. ''I have my barometer; a young lady 
in the stalls. Oh^ such a beautiful creature^ with black hair 
and eyes ! She applauds me fearlessly. Her glorious eyes 
speak to mine and inspire me. She is happy, she is. I 
drink sunbeams at her. I shall act and sing ^Le Parlate 
d'Amor' for her — ^and you will see." 

Between the acts, who should come in but Ned Seveme, 
and glided into the vacant stall by Zoe's side. 

She quivered at his coming near her ; he saw it, and felt 
a thrill of pleasure himself. 

" How is ' S. T.' ? " said she kindly. 

" ' S. T. ? ' " said he, forgetting. 

*' Why, your sick friend, to be sure." 

*^ Oh, not half so bad as he thought. I was a fool to 
lose an hour of you for Aim. He was hipped ; had lost all 
his money at nmge et noir. So i lent him fifty pounds, 
and that did him more good than the doctor. You forgive 
me?" 

" Forgive you } I approve. Are you going back to him ? " 
said she demurely. 

'' No, thank you, I have made sacrifices enough." 

And so indeed he had, having got cleaned out of £300, 
through preferring gambling to beauty. 

" Singers good ? " he inquired. 

'* Wretched ; all but one — and she is divine." «^ 

''Indeed! Who is she?" 

" I don't know. A gentleman in black came out " 

" Mephistopheles ? " 

" No ; — how dare you ? — and said a singer that had retired 
would perform the part of ' Siebel,' to oblige ; and she has 
obliged me for one. She is, oh, so superior to the others ! 
Such a heavenly contralto; and her upper notes honey 
dropping from the comb. And then she is so modest, so 
dignified, and so beautiful. She is fair as a lily ; and such a 
queen-like brow, and deep, deep grey eyes, full of sadness 
and soul. I'm afraid she is not happy. Once or twice she 
fixed them on me, and they magnetised me, and drew me to 
her. So I magnetised her in return. I should know her 
anywhere fifty years hence. Now, if I was a man, I should 
love that woman, and make her love me." 

''Then I am very glad you are not a man," said Seveme 
tenderly. 
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'' So am I^" whispered Zoe^ and blushed. 

The curtain rose. 

'' Listen, now, Mr. Chatterbox/' said Zoe, 

Ned Seveme composed himself to listen; but Fraulein 
Graas had not sung many bars before he revolted. ** Listen 
to what?" said he, **and look at what? The only 'Mar- 
guerite ' in the place is by my side." 

Zoe coloured with pleasure ; but her good sense was 
not to be blinded. ''The only good black Mephistophe-Z»» 
you mean," said she. "To be 'Marguerite,' one must be 
great, and sweet, and tender; yes, and far more lovely 
than ever woman was. That lady is a better colour for 
the part than I am; but neithezL she nor I shaU ever be 
' Marguerite.' " 

He murmured in her ear, " You are ' Marguerite,' for you 
could fire a man's heart so that he could sell his soul to 
gain you." 

It was the accent of passion, and the sensitive girl quivered. 
Yet she defended herself — ^in words : " Hush ! " said she ; 
"that is wicked — out of an opera. Fanny would laugh at 
you, if she heard." 

Here were two reasons for not making such hot love in 
the stalls of an opera. Which of the two weighed most with 
the fair reasoner shall be left to her own sex. 

The brief scene ended with the declaration of the evil 
spirit that " Marguerite " is lost 

" There," said Zoe naively, " that is over, thank goodness ; 
now you will hear rm/ singer." 

"Siebel" and "Marta" came on from opposite sides 
of the stage. "See!" said Zoe, "isn't she lovely?" and 
she turned her beaming face full on Seveme, to share her 
pleasure with him. To her amazement the man seemed 
transformed ; a dark doud had come over his sunny counten- 
ance. He sat, pale, and seemed to stare at the tail, majestic, 
dreamy singer, who stood immovable, dressed hke a velvet 
youth, yet looking like no earthly boy, but a draped statue 
of Mercury, 

" New lighted on a heaven-kissicg bill." 

The blood left his lips, and Zoe thought he was faint; 
but the next moment he put his handkerchief hastily to his 
nose, and wriggled his way out, with a rush and a crawl, 
strangely combined, at the very moment when the singer 
delivered her first commanding note of recitative. 
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Eveiybody about looked surprised and disgusted at so ill- 
timed an exit ; but Zoe, who had seen his white face> was 
seriously alarmed, and made a movement to rise too^ and 
watch, or even foUow him ; but, when he got to the side, he 
looked back to her, and niade her a signal that his nose was 
bleeding, but it was of no great consequence. He even 
pointed with his finger out and then back again, indicating 
he should not be long gone. 

This reassured her greatly ; for she had always been told 
a Uttle bleeding of that sort was good for hot-headed young 
people. 

llien the singer took complete hold of her. The com- 
poser, to balance the delightful part of '^ Marguerite," has 
given '' Siebel " a melody, with which wonders can be done ; 
and the Klosldng had made a considerable reserve of her 
powers for this crowning effort After a recitative that 
rivalled the silver trumpet, she flung herself with immediate 
and electrifying ardour into the melody ; the orchestra, taken 
by surprise, fought feebly for the old ripple, but the Klosking, 
resolute by nature, was now mighty as Neptune, and would 
have her big waves. The momentary struggle, in which she 
was loyally seconded by the conductor, evoked her grand 
powers. Catgut had to yield to brains^ and the whole 
orchestra, composed, after all, of good musicians, soon 
caught the divine afflatus, and the little theatre seemed 
on fire with music; the air, sung with a large rhythm, 
swelled and rose, and thrilled every breast with amazement 
and delight; the house hung breathless; by-and-by there 
were pale cheeks, panting bosoms, and wet eyes, the true, 
rare triumphs of the sovereigns of song; and, when the 
last note nad pealed and ceased to vibrate^ the pent-up 
feelings broke forth in a roar of applause which shook the 
dome, followed by a clapping of hands like a salvo, that 
never stopped till Ina Klosking, who had retired^ came 
forward again. 

She curtsied with admirable dignity, modesty, and respect- 
ful gravity, and the applause thundered, and people rose at 
her in clusters about the house, and waved their hats and 
handkerchiefs at her, and a little Italian recognised her, and 
cried out as loud as he could, " Vivat la Klosking, vivat ! " 
and she heard that, and it gave her a thrill ; and Zoe Vizard, 
being out of England, and therefore brave as a lioness, stood 
boldly up at her full height, and taking her bouquet in the 
right hand, carried it swiftly to her left ear, and so flung it, 
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with a free back-handed sweep more ariental than English^ 
into the air, and it lighted by the singer; and she saw the 
noUe motion^ and the bouquet 6y, and, when she made 
her last curtsey at the wing^ she fixed her eyes on Zoe, 
and then put her hand to her heart with a most touching 
gesture that said, '' Most of all I value your bouquet and 
your praise." 

Then the house buzzed, and ranks were levelled ; little 
people spoke to big people, and big to little, in mutual 
oongpratulation ; for at such rare moments (except in 
Anglo-Saxony) instinct seems to tell men tliat true art is 
a sunshine of the soul, and blesses the rich and the poor 
alike. 

One person was affected in another way. Harrington 
Vizard sat rapt in attention^ and never took his eyes off her, 
yet said not a word. | 

Several Russian and Prussian grandees sought an intro- 
duction to the new singer; but she pleaded fatigue. The 
manager entreated her to sup with him, and meet the 
Grand Duke of Hesse. She said she had a prior engage* 
ment 

She went quietly home, and supped with her faithful 
Ashmead, and very heartily too ; for nature was exhausted, 
and agitation had quite spoiled her dinner. 

Joseph Ashmead, in the pride of his heart, proposed a 
bottle of champagne. The Queen of Song, with triumph 
flushed, looked rather blue at that " My friend," said she, 
in a meek, deprecating way, '* we are working people ; is not 
Bordeaux good enough for uf ? " 

" Yes ; but it is not good enough for the occasion," said 
Joseph, a httle testily. " Well, never mind ; " and he 
muttered to himself, '^ That is the worst of good women ; 
they are so terribly stingy." 

The Queen of Song, with triumph flushed, did not catch 
these words, but only a little growling. However, as supper 
proceeded, she became uneasy. So she rang the bell and 
ordered a pint: of this she drank one spoonful. The re- 
mainder, co-operating with triumph and claret, kept Ashmead 
in a great flow of spirits. He traced her a brilliant career. 
To be photographed to-morrow morning as ^' Siebel," and in 
plain dress. Paragraphs in Era, Figaro, Galignam, Independ- 
ance Beige, and the leading dailies. Liurge woodcuts before 
leaving Homburg for Paris, London, Vienna. Petersburg, and 
New York. 
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'^rm in your hands," said she^ and smiled languidly, to 
please him. 

But by-and-by he looked at her, and found she was taking 
a little cry all to herself. 

^' Dear me!" said he; " what is the matter ? " 

" My friend, forgive me. He was not there to share my 
triumph." 



CHAPTER IV. 

As the opera drew to an end, Zoe began to look round more 
and more for Seveme ; but he did not come, and Lord 
Uxmoor offered his arm earnestly. She took it; but hung 
back a moment on his very arm, to tell Harrington Mr. 
Seveme had been taken ill. 

At the railway station the truant emerged suddenly, just 
as the train was leaving ; but Lord Uxmoor had secured three 
seats, and the de&ulter had to go with Harrington. On 
reaching the hotel, the ladies took their bed-candles; but 
Uxmoor found time to propose an excursion next daji^ 
Sunday, to a lovely little lake — open carriage, four horses. 
The young ladies accepted, but Mr. Seveme declined ; he 
thanked Lord Uxmoor politely, but he had arrears of cor- 
re$pondence. 

Zoe cast a mortified, and rather a haughty glance on him ; 
and Fanny shrugged her shoulders incredulously. 

These two ladies brushed hair together in Zoe's room. 
That is a soothing operation, my masters, and famous for 
stimulating females to friendly gossip; but this time there 
was, for once, a guarded reserve. Zoe was irritated, puzzled, 
mortified, and even grieved by Seveme's conduct: Fanny 
was gnawed by jealousy, and out of temper. She had 
forgiven Zoe Ned Seveme. But that younff lady was in« 
satiable ; Lord Uxmoor, too, had fallen openly in love with 
her; openly to a female eye. So then a blonde had no 
chance with a dark girl by ; thus reasoned she, and it was 
intolerable. 

It was some time before either spoke an atom of what was 
uppermost in her mind. They each doled out a hundred 
sentences that missed the mind and mingled readily with the 
atmosphere, being in fact mere preliminary and idle air; so 
two deer, in duel, go about and about, and even affect to look 
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another way, till they are ripe for collision. There be writers 
would give the reader all the preliminary puffs of articulated 
wind, and eveiybody would say, *' How clever I That is just 
the way girls really talk." But I leave the glory of photo- 
graphing nullities to the geniuses of the age, and run to the 
first wo^ which could, without impiety, be called dialogue. 

" Don't you think his conduct a little mysterious ? " said 
Zoe, mal dpropot of anything that had been said hitherto. 

" Well, yes ; rather," said Fanny, with marked carelesness. 

'* First, a sick frieiul ; then a bleeding at the nose ; and 
now he won't drive to the lake with us : arrears of corres- 
pondence ! Pooh I " 

Now Fanny's suspicions were deeper than Zoe's. She had 
observed Seveme keenly ; but it was not her cue to speak. 
She yawned and said, " What does it matter ? " 

*' Don't be unkind. It matters to me." 

" Not it. You have another ready." 

'' What other > There is no one that I Fanny." 

" Oh, nonsense ! The man is evidently smitten, and you 
keep encouraging him." 

" No, I don't ; I am barely civil. And don't be ill-natured. 
What can I do?" 

" Why, be content with one at a time." 

" It is very rude to talk so. Besides, I haven't got one, 
much less two. I begin to doubt him ; and. Lord Uxmoor ! 
you know I cannot possibly care for him — an acquaintance of 
yesterday." 

'* But you know all about him ; that he is an excellent 
parti" said Fanny, with a provoking sneer. 

This was not to be borne. 

** Oh," said Zoe, '* I see you want him for yourself. It is 
wm that are not content with one. You forget how poor 
Harrington would miss your attentions. He would 6egt» to 
appreciate them — ^when he had lost them." 

This stung, and Fanny turned white and red by turns. *' I 
deserve this," said she, ''for wasting advice on a coquette." 

'^ That is not true ; I'm no coquette ; and here I am, ask- 
ing your advice, and you only snub me. You are a jealous, 
cross, unreasonable thing." 

" Well, I'm not a hypocrite." ' 

*^ I never was called so before," said Zoe, nobly and gently. 

'^ Then you were not found out, that is all. You look so 
simple and ingenuous, and blush if a man says half a word to 
you ; and all the time you are a greater flirt than I am." 
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" Oh, Fanny ! " screamed Zoe, with horror. 

It seems a repartee may be conveyed in a scream ; for 
Fanny now lost her temper altogether. " Your conduct with 
those two men is abominable," said she. *' I won't speak to 
you more." 

"I beg you will not, in your present temper/' said Zoe, 
with unaffected dignity, and rising like a Gredk column. 

Fanny flounced out of the room. 

Zoe sat down and sighed, and her glorious eyes were 
dimmed. Mystery — doubt — and now a quarrel. What a 
day ! At her age, a little cloud seems to darken the whole 
sky. 

Next morning the little party met at breakfast Lord 
Uxmoor, anticipating a delightful day, was in high spirits, 
and he and Fanny kept up the ball. She had resolved, in 
the silent watches of the night, to contest him with Zoe, and 
make every possible use of Seveme in the conflict. 

Zoe was silent and distraite, and did not even try to com- 
pete with her sparkling rival. But Lord Uxmoor's eyes 
often wandered from his sprightly companion to Zoe, and it 
was plain he longed for a word from her mouth. 

Fanny observed, bit her lip, and tacked internally, '^ 'bout 
ship," as the sailors say. Her game now, conceived in a 
moment, and at once put in execution, was to encourage 
Uxmoor's attentions to Zoe. She began by openly courting 
Mr. Seveme, to make Zoe talk to Uxmoor, and also make 
him think that Seveme and she were the lovers. 

Her intentions were to utilise the coming excursion. She 
would attach herself to Harrington, and so drive Zoe and 
Uxmoor together; and then Lord Uxmoor, at his present 
rate of amorous advance, would probably lead Zoe to a 
detached rock, and make her a serious declaration. This 
good, artful girl felt sure such a declaration, made a few 
months hence in Barfordshire, would be accepted, and her- 
self left in the cold. Therefore she resolved it should 
be made prematurely, and in Germany, with Seveme at 
hand, and so in all probability come to nothing. She even 
glimpsed a vista of consequences, and in that little avenue 
discerned the figure of Fanny Dover playing the part of 
consoler, friend, and ultimately spouse, to a weidthy noble. 
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CHAPTER V 



The letters were brought in : one was to Vizard^ from Henries^ 
announcing a remittance ; one to Lord Uxmoor. On reading 
it, he was surjnised into an exclamation, and his face ex- 
pressed great concern. 

« Oh ! " said Zoe— " Harrington ! " 

Harrington's attention beilig thus drawn, he said, '^ No bad 
news, I hope ? " 

"Yes," said Uxmoor, in a low voice, "veiy bad. My 
oldest, truest^ dearest friend has be^ seized with small- 
pox, and his Hfe is in danger. He has asked for me, poor 
fellow. This is from his sister. I must start by the twelve 
o'clock train," 

" Small-pox ! why, it is contagious ! " cried Fanny ; " and 
so disfiguring ! " 

" I can't help that," said the honest fellow ; and instantly 
rang the bell for his servant, and gave the requisite orders. 

Zoe, whose eye had never left him all the time, said 
softly, " It is brave and good of you. We poor, emotional, 
cowardly girls should sit down and cry." 

'^ You would not. Miss Vizard," said he firmly, looking 
full at her. '^If you think you would, you don't know 
yourself." 

Zoe coloured high and was silent 

Then L<»d Uxmoor showed the true English gentleman. 
'^I do hope," said he earnestly, though in a somewhat 
broken voice, ^^that you will not let this spoil the pleasure 
we had planned together. Harrington vnll be my deputy." 

" Well, I don't know," said Harrington sympathisingly. 
Mr. Seveme remarked, "Such an occurrence puts pleasure 
out of one's head." This he said, with his eyes on his plate, 
like one repeating a lesson. "Vizard, I entreat you," said 
Uxmoor, almost vexed. " It will only make me more unhappy 
if you don't." 

"We will go," cried Zoe earnestly; "we promise to go. 
What does it matter ? We shall think of you and your poor 
friend wherever we are. And I shall pray for him. But, 
ah ! I know how little prayers avail to avert these cruel 
bereavements." She was young, but old enough to have 
prayed hard for her sick mother's life, and, like the rest of 
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us, pnyed in vain. At this remembrance the tears ran un- 
disguised down her cheeks. 

The open sympathy of one so young and beautiful^ and 
withal rather reserved^ made Lord Uxmoor gulp ; and^ not to 
break down before them all^ he blurted out that he must go 
and pack. With this he hurried away. 

He was unhappy. Besides the calamity he dreaded, it was 
grievious to be torn away from a woman he loved at first 
sight, and just when she had come out so worthy of his love. 
She was a high-minded creature; she had been silent and 
reserved so long as the conversation was trivial ; but, when 
trouble came, she was the one to speak to him bravely and 
kindly. Well, what must be, must. All this ran through his 
mind, and made him sigh ; but it never occurred to him to 
shirk — to telegraph instead of going — ^nor yet to value him- 
self on his self-deniaL 

They did not see him again till he was on the point of 
going, and then he took leave of them all, Zoe last. When 
he came to her, he ignored the others, except that he lowered 
his voice in speaking to her. " God bless you for your kind- 
ness. Miss Vizard. It is a little hard upon a fellow to run 
away from such an acquaintance, just when I have been so 
fortunate to make it." 

''Oh, Lord Uxmoor," said Zoe innocently, ''never mind 
that Why, we live in the same county, and we are on the 
way hcxne. All I think of is your poor £riend ; and do please 
telegraph — to Harrington." 

He promised he would^ and went away disappointed some- 
how at her last words. 

When he was gone Seveme went out on the balcony 
to smoke, and Harrington held a council with the young 
ladies. "Well now," said he, "about this trip to the 
lake." 

" I shall not go for one," said Zoe resolutely. 

"La!" said Fanny, looking carefully away from her to 
Harrington ; "and she was the one that insisted." 

Zoe ignored the speaker, and set her face stiffly towards 
Harrington. " She only said that to him." 

Fanny. — " But unfortunately ears are not confined to tlie 
noble." 

Zoe. — " Nor tongues to the discreet" 

Both these remarks were addressed pointedly to Har- 
rington. 

"Hullo!" said he, looking from one flaming girl to the 
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other ; ^^ am I to be a shuttlecock ? and your discreet tongues 
the battledores ? What is up ? " 

" We don't speak," said the frank Zoe ; '' that is up." 

''Why, what is the row ? " 

"No matter" (stiffly). 

"No great matter, I'll be bound. 'Toll, toll the bell.' 
Here goes one more immortal friendship — quenched in eternal 
silence." 

Both ladies bridled. Neither spoke. 

"And dead silence, as ladies understand it, consists in 
speaking at one another instead of to" 

No reply. 

"That is well-bred taciturnity." 

No answer. 

" The dignified reserve that distinguishes an estrangement 
from a squabble." 

No reply. 

" Well, I admire permanent sentiments, good or bad ; con- 
stant resolves, &c. Your friendship has not proved im- 
mortal; so now let us see how long you can hold spite — 
sieves!" Then he affected to start. "What is this? I 
spy a rational creature out on yonder balcony. I hasten 
to join him. ' Birds of a feather,' you know ; " and with 
that he went out to his favourite, and never looked behind 
him. 

The young ladies, indignant at the contempt the big man 
had presumed to cast upon the constant soul of woman, 
turned two red faces and four sparkling eyes to each other, 
with the instinctive sympathy of the jointly injured; but, 
remembering in time, turned sharply round again, and pre- 
sented napes, and so sat sullen. 

By-and-by a chilling thought fell upon them both at the 
same moment of time. The men were good friends as usual, 
safe by sex from tiffs, and could do without them ; and a dull 
day impended over the hostile fair. 

Thereupon the ingenious Fanny resolved to make a 
splash of some sort, and disturb stagnation. She suddenly 
cried out, " La ! and the man is gone away ; so what is 
the use ? " This remark she was careful to level at bare 
space. 

2iOe, addressing the same person — space, to wit — ^inquired 
of him if anybody in his parts knew to whom this young lady 
was addressing herself. 
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*' To a girl that is too sensible not to see the folly of 
quarrelling about a man — when he is gone/' said Fanny. 

'^ If it is me you mean," said Zoe stiffly, ^^realfy I am sur" 
prised. You forget we are at daggers drawn." 

" No, I don't, dear ; and parted for ever." 

Zoe smiled at that against her wilL 

''Zoe!" (penitentially.) 

''Frances!" (archly.) 

" Come, cuddle me quick ! " 

Zoe was all round her neck in a moment, like a lace scarf, 
and there was violent kissing, with a tear or two. 

Then they put an arm round each other's waists, and 
went all about the premises intertwined like snakes ; and 
Zoe gave Fanny her cameo brooch, the one with the pearls 
round it 

The person to whom Vizard fled from the tongue of beauty 
was a delightful talker; he read two or three newspapers- 
every day, and recollected the best things. Now it is not 
everybody can remember a thousand disconnected facts and 
recaU them dpropos. He was various, fluent, and above all 
superficial; and such are your best conversers; they have 
something good and strictly ephemeral to say on everything, 
and don't know enough of anything to impale their hearers. 
In my youth there talked in Pall Mall a gentleman known 
as "Conversation Sharp." He eclipsed everybody. Even 
Macaulay paled. Sharp talked all the blessed afternoon, and 
grave men listened enchanted ; and of all he said, nothing 
stuck. Where be now your Sharpiana? The learned may 
be compared to mines; these desultory charmers are more 
like the ornamented cottage near Staines, forty or fifty rooms, 
and the whole structure one story high. The mine teems 
with solid wealth ; but you must grope and trouble to come 
at it: it is easier and pleasanter to run about the cottage 
with a lot of rooms all on the ground-floor. 

The mind and body both get into habits — sometimes apart, 
sometimes in conjunction. Nowadays we set the body to 
work the intellect, even in its lower form of mechanical 
labour: it is your clod that toddles about labouring. The 
Peripatetics did not endure; their method was not suited 
to man's microcosm. Bodily movements fritter mental atten- 
tion. We sU at the feet of Gamaliel, or, as some call him, 
Tyndall ; and we sit to Bacon and Adam Smith. But, when 
we are standing or walking, we love to take brains easy. If 
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this delightful chatterbox had been taken down shorthand 
and printed^ and Vizard had been set down to Sevemi 
opuseula, 10 vols. — and, mind you^ Seveme had talked all 
ten by this time — the Barfordshire squire and old Oxonian 
would have cried out for ''more matter with less words/* 
and perhaps have even fled for relief to some shorter treatise^ 
Bacon's " Essays," Browne's '* Religio Medici/' or Buckle's 
'^ Civilisation." But lounging in a balcony, and lazOy breathing 
a cloud, he could have listened all day to his desultory, de- 
lightful friend, overflowing with little questions, little answers, 
little queries, little epigrams, little maxims d la Rochefoucauld, 
little histories, little anecdotes, little gossip, and little snap- 
shots at every feather flying. 

'' Quicqnid agant homines, votom, timor, ira, volaptas 
Gaadia, discnrsns, nostri farrago Sevemi." 

But, alas ! after an hour of touch-and go, of superficiality 
and soft delight, the desultory charmer fell on a subject he 
had studied. So then he bored his companion for the first 
time in all the tour. 

But, to tell the honest truth, Mr. Seveme had hitherto 
been pleasing his friend with a cold-blooded purpose. His 
preliminary gossip, that made the time fly so agreeably, 
was intended to oil the way ; to lubricate the passage of a 
premeditated pill. As soon as he had got Vizwl into per- 
fect good-humour, he said, dpropos of nothing that had passed, 
'^By-the-by, old fellow, that five hundred pounds you 
promised to lend me ! " 

Vizard was startled by this sudden turn of a conversation 
hitherto agreeable. 

" Why, you have had three hundred and lost it," said he. 
*' Now take my advice, and don't lose any more." 

*' I don't mean to. But I am determined to win back the 
three hundred, and a great deal more, before I leave this. I 
have discovered a system, an infallible one." 

" I am sorry to hear it," said Harrington gravely. '* That 
is the second step on the road to ruin; the gambler with 
a system is the confirmed maniac." 

" What ! because other systems have been tried, and proved 
to be false? Mine is untried, and it is mere prejudice to 
condemn it miheard." 

"Propound it then/' said Vizard. "Only please observe 
the bank has got its system — ^you forget that ; and the bank's 
system is to take a positive advantage, which must win in 
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tiie lang-nm ; therefore aU coimter-sjstems must lose in the 
loii|^-niii» ' 

'' But the bank is tied to a long run, the individual player 
is not" 

This reply checked Vizard for a moment, and the other 
followed up his advantage. ''Now, Vizard, be reasonable. 
What would the trifling wlvantage the bank derives from an 
incident, which occurs only once in twenty-eight deals, avail 
against a player who could foresee at any given deal whether 
the card that was going to come up the nearest thirty would 
be on the red or black ? " 

''No avail at alL God Ahnighty could break the bank 
every afternoon. Aprisf as we say in France. Do you 
pretend to omniscience ? " 

" Not exactly." 

" Well, but prescience of isolated events, preceded by no 
indicia, belongs only to omniscience. Did they not teach you 
that much at Oxford." 

"They taught me very little at Oxford." 

" Fault of the place^ eh } You taught Uiem something, 
though ; and the present conversation reminds me of it. In 
your second term, when every other man is still quizzed and 
kept down as a Ashman, you were already a leader — ^a chief 
of misrule ; you founded a whist-dub in Trinity, the primmest 
college of all. The Dons rooted you out in college ; but yon 
did not succumb ; you fulfilled the saying of Sidney Smith, 
that 'Cribbage should be played in caverns, and sixpenny 
whist in the howling wilderness.' Ha ! ha ! how well I 
remember riding across BuUington Green one fine afternoon, 
and finding four Oxford hacks naltered in a row, and the four 
undergraduates, who had hired them on a long tick, sitting 
cross-legged under the hedge, like Turks or tailors, round a 
rude table with the legs sawed down to stumps ! You had 
two packs, and a portable inkstand, and were so hard at it 
that I put my mare's nose right over the quartette before 
you saw either her or me. That hedge was like a drift of 
odoriferous snow with the hawthorn-bloom, and primroses 
sparkled on its bank like topazes. The birds chirruped, the 
sky smiled, the sun burnt perfumes ; and there sat my lord 
and his fellow-maniacs, snick-snack — pit-pat — cutting, deal- 
ing, playing, revoking, scoring, and exchanging I.O.U.'s not 
worth the paper." 

"All true, but the revoking," said Seveme merrily. 
" Monster ! by the memory of those youthful days, I demand 
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a fair hearing." Then, gravely, " Hang it all. Vizard ! I am 
not a fellow that is always intruding his affairs and his theories 
upon other men." 

^ No, no, no," said Vizard hastily, and half apologetically ; 
"goon." 

'' Well, then, of course I don't pretend to foreknowledge — 
but I do to experience; and you know experience teaches 
the wise." 

"Not to fling five hundred after three. There — I beg 
pardon. Proceed, instructor of youth." 

" Do listen, then ; experience teaches us that luck has its 
laws ; and I build my system on one of them. If two opposite 
accidents are sure to happen equally often in a total of fifty 
times, people, who have not observed, expect them to happen 
turn about, and bet accordingly. But they don't happen 
turn about ; they make short runs, and sometimes long ones. 
They positively avoid alternation. Have you not observed 
this at tretUe et quarante ? " 

"No." 

" Then you have not watched the cards." 

" Not much. The fiaces of the gamblers were always ray 
study. Tkof are instructive." 

"Well, then, TU give you an example outside, for the 
principle runs through all equal chances ; — ^take the University 
boat-race ; you have kept your eye on that ? " 

" Rather. Never missed one yet Come all the way from 
Barfordshire to see it." 

" Well, there's an example." 
^ " Of chance ? No, thank you. That goes by strength, 
skill, wind, endurance, chaste living, self-denial, and judicious 
training. Every winning boat is manned by virtues." His 
eye flashed, and he was as earnest all in a moment as he had 
been listless. A Continental cynic had dubbed this insular 
cynic mad. 

The professor of chances smiled superior. " Those things 
decide each individual race, and the best men win, because 
it happens to be the only race that is never sold. But go 
farther back, and you find it is chance. It is pure chance 
that sends the best men up to Cambridge two or three years 
running, and then to Oxford. With this key, tfike the facts 
my system rests on. There are two. The first is, that in 
thirty and odd races and matches, the University luck has 
come out equal on the river and at Lord's ; the second is, 
the luck has seldom alternated. I don't say never. But 
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look at the list of events ; it is published eveiy March. You 
may see there the great truth that even chances shun direct 
alternation. In this^ properly worked^ lies a fortune at 
Homburg, where the play is square. Red gains once ; you 
back red next time and stop. You are on blacky and win ; 
you double. This is the game if you have only a few 
pounds. But with five hundred pounds you can double 
more courageously^ and work the short run hard ; and that is 
how losses are averted^ and gains secured. Once at Wies- 
baden I caught a croupier out on a holiday. It was Good 
Friday, you know. I gave him a stunning dinner. He was 
close as wax, at first — that might be the salt fish ; but after 
the rognons d la brochetie, and a bottle of champagne, he let 
out I remember one thing he said. ' Monsieur ; ce que 
fait la fortune de la banque ce n'est pas le petit avantage 
qu'elle tire du refait — quoique cela y est pour quelquechose — 
c'est la t6m6ni6 de ceux qui perdent, et la timidity de ceux 
qui gagnent.' " 

" And/' says Vizard, " there is a French proverb founded 
on experience — 

' C'est encore rouge qtii perd, 

Et encore noir, 
Mais tOQJonrs Blanc qai gagne.' " 

Seveme, for the first time, looked angry and mortified; 
he turned his backhand was silent Vizard looked at him 
uneasily, hesitated a moment, then flung the remainder of 
his cigar away, and seemed to rouse himself body and souL 
He squared his shoulders, as if he was going to box the 
Demon of play for his friend, and he let out good sense 
right and left, and, indeed, was almost betrayed into elo- 
quence. " What ! " he cried — " you, who are so bright, and 
keen, and knowing in everything else, are you really so 
blinded by egotism and credulity as to believe that you can 
invent any method of betting at nn^e et noir that has not 
been tried before you were bom? Do you remember the 
first word in La Bruy^re's famous work ? " 

^'No," said Ned sulkily. " Read nothing but newspapers." 
''Grood lad. Saves a deal of trouble. Well, he begins 
'Tout est dit; ' 'Everything has been said ;' and I say that, 
in your business^ 'Tout est fait;' 'Everything has been 
done.' Every move has been tried before you existed, and 
the result of all is, that to bet against the bank, wildly or 
systematically, is to gamble against a rock. Si monnmcnta 
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atueris, circumspice. Use your eyes, man. Look at the 
KuTsaal^ its luxuries, its gardens, its gilding, its attrac- 
tions, all of them cheap, except the one that pays for 
all: all these delights, and the rents, and the croupiers, 
and the servants, and the income and liveries of an un- 
principled prince, who would otherwise be a poor but 
honest genUeman with one bonne instead of thirty blazing 
lackeys, all come from the gains of the bank, which are 
the losses of the players, especially of those that have got 
8 system." 

Seveme shot in, " A bank was broken last week." 
*' Was it ? Then all it lost has returned to it, or will re- 
turn to it to-night ; for gamblers know no day of rest." 
" Oh, yes, they do. It is shut on Good Friday." 
"You surprise me. Only three hundred and sixty-four 
days in the year ! Brainless avarice is more reasonable than 
I thought. Seveme, yours is a very serious case. You 
have r^uced your income, that is clear; for an English 
gentleman does not stay years and years abroad, unless he 
has outrun the constable ; and I feel sure gambling has done 
it. You had the fever feom a boy. Bullington Green I 
'As the twig's bent the tree's inclined.' Come, come — 
make a stand. We are friends. Let us help one another 
against our besetting foibles. Let us practise antique wisdom. 
Let us 'know ourselves,' and leave Homburg to-morrow, 
instead of Tuesday." 

Seveme looked sullen, but said nothing ; then Vizard gave 
him too hastily credit for some of that sterling friendship, 
bordering on love, which warmed his own faithful breast. 
Under this delusion he made an extraordinary effort; he 
used an argument which, with himself, would have been 
irresistible. "Look here," said he, "I'll — won't you have 
a dgarP — ^there; now I'll tell you something — I have a 
mania as bad as yours; only mine is intermittent, thank 
heaven. I'm told a million women are as good as a million 
men, perhaps better. It may be so. But when I, an 
individual, stake my heart on lovely woman, she always 
turns out unworthy. With me the sex avoids aUemation. 
Therefore I rail on them wholesale. It is not philosophical ; 
but I don't do it to instruct mankind — ^it is to soothe my 
spleen. Well, would you believe it, once in every three 
years, in spite of my experience, I am always bitten again. 
After my lucid interval has expired, I fall in with some 
woman who seems not like the rest, but an angel. Then \ 
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though I am averse to the sex^ fall an easy^ an immediate 
vi 3tim to the individual." 

'* Love at first sight" 
' '' Not a bit of it If she is as beautiful as an angel^ with 
tb 3 voice of a peacock or a guinea-hen — and, luckily for me, 
that is a frequent arrangement — she is no more to me than 
the fire-shovel. If she has a sweet voice, and pale eyes, I'm 
safe. Indeed I am safe against Juno, Venus, and Minerva, 
for two years and several months after the last; but when 
two events coincide — ^when my time is up, and the lovely, 
melodious female comes — then I am lost Before I have 
seen her and heard her five minutes, I know my fate, and I 
never resist it I never can; that is a curious part of the 
mania. Then commences a little drama, all the acts of which 
are stale copies ; yet each time they take me by surprise as 
if they were new. In spite of past experience I begin all 
confidence and trust: by^and-by come the subtle but well- 
known signs of deceit ; so doubt is forced on me ; and then 
I am all suspicion, and so darkly vigilant, that soon all is 
certainty ; for let fowrberiei desfemmes are diabolically subtle, 
but monotonous. They seem to vary only on the surface. 
One looks too gentle and sweet to give any creature pain ; 
I cherish her hke a tender plant : she deceives me for the 
coarsest fellow she can find. Another comes the frank and 
candid dodge ; she is veiy off-handed, she shows me it is not 
worth her wh^e to betray : she deceives me like the other, 
and with as little discrimination. The next has a face of 
beaming innocence, and a limpid eye that looks like trans- 
parent candour. She gazes long and calmly in my face, as 
if her eye loved to dweU on me — ^gaees with the eye of a 
gazelle or a young hare — and the baby lips below outlie the 
hoariest male fox in the Old Jewry. But to complete the 
delusion, all my sweethearts and wives are romantic and 
poetical skin-deep, or they would not attract me; and all 
turn out vulgar to the core. By their lovers alone can you 
ever know them. By the men they can't love, and the men 
they do love^ you find these creatures, that imitate sentiment 
so divinely, are hard, prosaic, vulgar little things, thinly gilt 
and double varnished." 

'' They are much better than we are ; but you don't know 
how to take them," said Seveme, with the calm superiority 
of success. 

"No," replied Vizard drily; ''curse me if I do. Well, I 
did hope I had out-grown my mania, as I have done the 
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toothache ; for this time I had passed the fatal period^ the 
three years. It is nearly four years now since I went 
through the established process — as fixed beforehand as the 
dyer's or the cotton-weaver's — adored her, trusted her 
blindly, suspected her, watched her, detected her, left her. 
By-the-by, she was my wife, the last; but that made no 
difference : she was neither better nor worse than the rest, 
and her methods and idiotic motives of deceit identical. 
Well, Ned, I was mistaken. Yesterday night I met my Fate 
once more." 

'' Where ? in Frankfort ? " 

''No; at Homburg — at the opera. You must give me 
your word not to tell a soul." 

" I pledge you my word of honour." 

" Well ; the lady who sang the part of ' Siebel.' " 

*' Siebel ? " muttered Seveme. 

" Yes," said Vizard dejectedly. 

Seveme fixed his eyes on his friend with a strange expres- 
sion of confusion and curiosity, as if he could not take it all 
in. But he said nothing, only looked very hard all the time. 

Vizard burst out : "'O miseras hominum menteis, o pec- 
tora caeca!' There I sat in the stalls, a happy man com- 
paratively, because my heart, though full of scars, was at 
peace, and my reason, after periodical abdications, had re- 
sumed its throne for good; so I, weak mortal, fancied. 
* Siebel ' appeared ; tall, easy, dignified, and walking like a 
wave; modest, fair, noble, great, dreamy, and above all, 
divinely sad. The soul of womanhood and music poured 
from her honey lips; she conquered all my senses; I felt 
something like a bolt of ice run down my back. I ought to 
have jumped up and fled the theatre. I wish I had. But 
I never do. I am incurable. The charm deepened; and 
when she had sung ' Le Parlate d' Amor ' as no mortal ever 
sang and looked it, she left the stage and carried my heart 
and soul away with her. What chance had I } Here shone 
all the beauties that adorn the body, all the virtues and 
graces that embellish the soul ; they were wedded to poetry 
and ravishing music, and gave and took enchantment. I 
saw my paragon glide away like a goddess, past the scenery, 
and I did not see her meet her lover at the next step — a 
fellow with a wash-leather face, greasy locks in a sausage 
roll, and his hair shaved off his forehead — and snatch a pot 
of porter from his hands, and drain it to the dregs, and say, 
'It is all right, Harry, that fetched 'em.' But I know by 
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experience she did : so stuwe qutpetU; dear friend and fellow- 
lunatic^ for my sake and yours^ leave Frankfort with me 
to-morrow. * 

Seveme hung his head and thought hard. Here was a new 
and wonderful turn. He felt all manner of strange things ; 
a pang of jealousy for one. He felt that on every account it 
would be wise to go ; and^ indeed^ dangerous to stay. But 
a mania is a mania, and so he could not. *' Look here> old 
fellow/' he said ; " if the opera was on to-morrow, I would 
leave my three hundred behind me, and sacrifice myself to 
you, sooner than expose you to the fascinations of so capti- 
vating a woman as Ina Klosking." 

'^Ina Klosking? Is that her name? How do yoti 
know?" 

« I— I— fancy I heard so." 

''Why, she was not announced. Ina Klosking! it is a 
sweet name," and he sighed. 

'' But you are quite safe finom her for one day," continued 
Seveme, ''so you mnut be reasonable. I will go with you 
Tuesday, as early as you like ; but do be a good fellow, and 
let me have the five hundred to try my system with to- 
morrow." 

Vizard looked sad and made no reply. 

Seveme got impatient. '* Why, what is it to a rich fellow 
like you ? If I had twelve thousand acres in a ring fence no 
friend would ask me twice for such a trifling sum." 

Vizard, for the first time, wore a supercilious smile at being 
so misunderstood, and did not deign a reply. 

Seveme went on mistaking his man : " I can give you bills 
for the money, and for the three hundred you did lend me." 

Vizard did not receive this as expected. " Bills ? " said he 
gravely. " What, do you do that sort of thing as well ? " 

"WTiy not, pray? So long as I'm the holder, not the 
drawer nor the acceptor. Besides, they are not accommoda- 
tion bills, but good commercial paper." 

"You are a merchant, then ; are you ? " 

" Yes ; in a small way. If you will allow me, I will ex- 
plain." 

He did so ; and to save comments, yet enable the reader to 
appreciate his explanation, the tme part of it is printed in 
italics ; the mendacious portion in ordinary type. 

*'My uiate in Huntingdonshire is not very large; and there 
are mortgages on it, for tiie benefit of other members of my 
fiunily. I was alwa3r8 desirous to pay off these mortgages ; ' 
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and took the best advice I oould. / have got an uncle : he 
lives in the city. He put me on to a good thing. I bought 
a share in a trading vessel ; she makes short trips^ and turns 
her cargo often. She will take out |>aper to America, 
and bring back raw cotton : she will land that at Liver- 
pool, and ship English hardware and cotton fabrics for the 
Mediterranean and Grreece, and bring back currants from 
Zante, and lemons from Portugal She goes for the nimble 
shilling. Well, you know ships wear out ; and if ywi vamisk 
them raUen, and i$uure them lugh, and they go to glory, Mn 
PlimsoU is down on you Uke a hammer. So, when she had 
paid my purchase-money three times over, some fellows in 
the city made an offer for the Rooer: that was her name. 
My share came to twelve hundred, and my uncle said I 
was to take it. Now I always feel hound by what he decides. 
They gave me four Inlls, for four hundred, three hundred, 
three hundred, and two hundred. The four hundred was 
paid at maturity. The others are not due yet, I have only 
to send them to London, and I can get the money back by 
Thursday ; but you want me to start on Tuesday." 

"That is enough," said Vixavd wearily; "I will be your 
banker, and " 

'' You are a good fellow," said Seveme warmly. 

** No, no ; I am a weak fellow, and an injudidous one. But 
it is the old story. When a friend asks you what he thinks 
a &vour, the right thing is to grant it at once. He doesn't 
want your advice; he wants the one thing he asks for. 
There, get me the bills, and I'll draw a cheque on Muller. 
Herries advised him by Saturda/s post; so we can draw 
on Monday." 

''All right, old man," said Seveme, and went away briskly 
for the bills. 

When he got from the balcony into the room, his steps 
flagged a little; it struck him tiiat ink takes time to dry 
and more time to darken. 

As the Rover, with her nimble cargoes, was first cousin 
to the Ffying Dutchman, with his crew of ffhosts, so the bills 
received by Seveme as purchase-money for his ship, neces- 
sarily partook of that ship's aerial character. Indeed they 
existed, as the schoolmen used to say, m posse, but not in esse. 
To be less pedantic and more exact, they existed as slips 
of blank paper with a Government stamp. To give them a 
mercantile character for a time — ^vis., until presented for pay- 
ment—they must be drawn by an imaginary shipowner or a 
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YiaioDAfy meiehant^ and exidcM^ed by at least one shadow and 
ft man oi sttttw. 

The man of stmw sat down to inscribe self and shadows, 
and became a dishonest writer of fictkm ; for the art he now 
eommenced appears to lall short of forgery proper, but to be 
stili more distinct from justifiable fiction. The ingenioos 
Mr. Defoe's certificate by an aerial justice of the peace to 
the truth of his ghostly narrattre comes nearest to it in my 
poor reading. 

Qualms he had, but not deep. If the bills were drawn by 
Imagination, accepted by Fancy, and endorsed by Impudence, 
what did it matter to Ned Straw, since his system would 
enable him to redeem them at maturity ? His mlyreal con* 
cem was to conceal their recent origin. So he wrote them 
with a broad-nibbed pen, that they might be the blacker, 
and set them to dry in the sun. 

He then proceeded to a change of toOet. 

While thus employed, there was a sharp tap at his door, 
and Vizard's voice outage. Seveme started with terror, 
snapped up the three bills with the dexterity of a conjurer — 
the handle turned — he shoved them into a drawer — Viaard 
came in — ^he shut the drawer and panted. 

Vizard had IbUowed the custom of Oxonians amongst 
themselves, which is to knock and then come in, unless 
forbidden. 

• "Come," said he cheerfiilly, '* those bills; I'm in a hurry 
to cash them now, and end the only difference w^ have ever 
had, old felk>w." 

llie blood left Seveme's cheek and lips for a moment, and 
he thought swiftly and hard. The blood returned along 
with his ready wit. '^ How good you are ! " said he : « but 
no; it is Sunday." 

''Sunday!" shouted Vizard. ''What is that to you, a 
fellow who has been years abroad ? " 

"I can't help it," said Seveme apologetically. "I am 
superstitious— don't like to do business on a Sunday. I 
would not even shunt at the tables on a Sunday — I don't 
think." 

" Ah, you are not quite sure of that ; there is a limit to 
your superstition! Well, will you listen to a story on a 
Sunday?" 

"Rather." 

"Then, once on a time there was a Scotch fanner who 
had a bonny cow ; and another fiirmer coveted her honestly. 
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One Sunday they went home together from kirk, and there 
was the cow grazing. Fanner 2 stopped, eyed her, and 
said to Farmer 1 — ^'Gin it were Monday, as it is the 
Sabba' day, what would ye tak' for your coo ? ' The other 
said it would be nine pounds, if it nnu Monday, And so 
they kept the Sabbath ; and the cow changed hands ; though, 
to the naked eye, she grazed on in sUu, Our negotiation 
is just as complete. So what does it matter whether the 
actual exchange of bills and cash takes place to-day or to- 
morrow?" 

** Do you really mean to say it does not matter to you ? " 
asked Seveme. 

'' Not one straw." 

" Then, as it does not matter to you, and does to me, give 
me my foolish way, like a dear good fellow." 

^' Now, that is smart," said Vizard — " very smart ; " then, 
with a look of parental admiration — ^^'he gets his own way 
in everything. He nnll have your money — he wont have 
your money. I wonder whether he will consent to walk 
those girls out, and disburden me of their too profitable 
discourse." 

" That I will, with pleasure." 
, " Well, they are at luncheon — with their bonnets on." 

'' I will join them in five minutes." 

After luncheon. Miss Vizard, Miss Dover, and Mr. Seveme 
started for a stroll. 

Miss Maitland suggested that Vizard should accompany 
them. 

" Couldn't think of deserting you," said he drily. 

The young ladies giggled, l^cause these two rarely opened 
their mouths to agree — one being a professed woman-hater 
and the other a man-hater. 

Says Misander, in a sourish way, ''Since you value my. 
conversation so, perhaps you will be good enough not to 
smoke for the next ten minutes." 

Misogyn consented, but sighed. That sigh went unpitied, 
and the lady wasted no time. 

" Do you see what is going on between your sister and that 
young man ? " 

''Yes ; a little flirtetion." 

"A great deal more than that. I caught them, in this 
very room, making love." 

"You alarm me," said Vizard, with marked tranquillity. 
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*^ I saw him — kiss — her — ^hand." 

^'You relieve me/' said Vizard^ as calmly as he had 
been alanned. ''There is no harm in that I've kissed 
the Queen's hand, and the nation did not rise upon me. 
However^ I object to it; the superior sex should not play 
the spaniel. I will tell him to drop that. But, permit me 
to say all this is in your department^ not mine." 

''But what can I do against three of them, unless you 
support me ? There you have let them go out t<^ether." 

" Together with Fanny Dover, you mean ? " 

"Yes ; and if Fanny had any designs on him Zoe would be 
safe " 

" And poor Ned torn in two." 

" But Fanny, I am grieved to say, seems inclined to assist 
this young man with 2iOe ; that is, because it does not matter 
to her. She has other views — serious ones." 

"Serious! What? A nunnery? Then I pity my lady 
abbess." 

" Her views are plain enough to anybody but you." 

" Are they ? Then make me as wise as my neighbours." 

"Well, then, she means to marry ^ok." 

" What ! Oh, come !— that is too good a joke ! " 

" It is sober earnest Ask Zoe — ask your fdeud Mr. Seveme 
— ask the chamber-maids — ask any creature with an eye in 
its head. Oh the blindness of you men ! " 

The Misogyn was struck dumb. When he recovered, it 
was to repine at the lot of man. 

" Even my own familiar cousin— once removed — ^in whom 
I trusted! I depute you to inform her that I think her 
adorable, and that matrimony is no longer a habit of mine. 
Set her on to poor Seveme ; he is a ladies' man, and ' the 
more the merrier ' is his creed." 

" Such a girl as Fanny is not to be diverted from a purpose 
of that sort Besides, she has too much sense to plunge into 
the Seveme and — ^pauperism ! She is bent on a rich husband, 
not a needy adventurer." 

" Madam, in my friend's name, I thank you." 

" You are very welcome, sir — ^it is only the truth." Then, 
with a swift retum to her original topic : " No ; I know per- 
fectly well what Fanny Dover will do this afternoon. She 
sketches." 

" It is too trae," said Vizard dolefully : " showed me a ship 
in full sail, and I praised it in my ivay. I said, 'That rock is 
rather well done.' " 
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'' Well, she will be seised with a desire to sketch. She 
will sit down apart and say: ^Please dim't watch me — ^it 
makes me nervous.' The other two will take the hint, and 
make love a good way off; and Zoe will go greater lengths 
with another woman in sight — ^but only just in sight, and 
slyly encouraging her — ^than if she was quite alone with her 
mauvais sujei'' 

Vizard was pleased with the old lady. 

''This is sagacious/' said he^ ''and diows an eye for detail. 
I recognise in your picture the foxy sex. But, at this 
moment, who can foretell which way the wind will blow? 
You are not aware, perhaps, that Zoe and Fanny have had 
a quarrel. They don't speidc. Now, in women, you know, 
vices are controlled by vices — see Pope. The conspiracy you 
dread will be averted by the other foults of their character, 
their jealousy, and their petulant tempers. Take my word 
for it, they are sparring at this moment ; and that poor silly 
Seveme mediating and moderating, and getting scratched on 
both sides for trying to be just" 

At this moment the door opened, and Fanny Dover 
glittered on the threshold in Cambridge blue. 

"There," said Viaard; "did not I tell you? They are 
come home." 

" Only me," said Fanny gaily. 

"Where are the others?" inquired Miss Maitland sharply. 

" Not far off — only by the river-side." 

" And you left those two alone ! " 

"Now don't be cross, aunt," cried Fanny, and limped 
up to her. "These new boots are so tight, I really 
couldn't bear them any longer. I believe I shall be lame 
as it is." 

" You ought to be ashamed of yourself. What will the 
people say ? " 

" La, aunt ! it is Abroad. One does what one likes — out 
of England." 

" Here's a code of morals ! " said Vizard, who must have 
his slap. 

"Nonsense," said Miss Maitland; "she will be sure to 
meet somebody. All England is on the Rhine at this time of 
year ; and, whether or no, is it for you to expose that child to 
familiarity with a person nobody knows, nor his family either ? 
You are twenty-five years ola; you know the world; you 
have as poor an opinion of the man as I have, or you would 
have set your own cap at him — you know you would ; and 
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you have let out things to me when yaa were off your guard. 
Fanny Dover^ y<m are behaving wickedly; you are a fidse 
friend to that poor girl.^ 

Upon this^ lo ! the pert Fanny, hitherto so ready with her 
answers, began to cry bitterly; the words really ^Mridced h^ 
conscience ; and to be scolded is one thing, to be severely 
and solemnly reproached is another — and before a man ! 

The official woman-hater was melted in a moment by the 
saucy girl's tears. "There — there," said he kindly; "have 
a little mercy. Hang it all! don't make a mountain of a 
mole-hill." 

The official man-hater never moved a muscle. "It is 
no use her crying to me : she must give me a proof she is 
sorry. Fanny, if you are a respectable girl, and Iiave any 
idea of being my heir, go you this moment and bring them 
home." 

"Yes, aunt," said Fanny eagerly; and went off with 
wonderAil alacrity. 

It was a very long apartment, full forty feet ; and while 
Fanny bustled down it. Miss Maitland extended a skinny 
finger, like one of Macbeth's witches, and directed Visard's 
eye to the receding figure so pointedly, that he put up his 
spy-glass the better to see the phenomenon. 

As Fanny skipped out and closed the door. Miss Maitland 
turned to Vizard, with lean finger still pointing after Fanny, 
and uttered a monosyllable — 

"Lame!" 

Vizard burst out laughing. ^^ La fourbef" said he. "Miss 
Maitland, accept my compliments; you possess the key to 
a sex no fellow can unlock. And now I have found an inter- 
preter, I begin to be interested in this little comedy. The 
first act is just over. There will be half an hour's wait till 
the simulatrix of infirmity comes running back with the 
pilgrims of the Rhine. Are they 'the pilgrims of the 
Rhine' or *the pilgrims of Love?' Time will show. Play 
to recommence with a verbal encounter: you will be one 
against three; for all that, I don't envy the greater 
number." 

"Three to one .^ No. Surely you will be on the right 
side for once." 

" Well, you see, I am the audience. We can't be all dm* 
matU penofKB, and no spectator. During the wait, I wonder 
whether the audience, having nothing better to do, may be 
permitted to smoke a cigar." 
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" So long a ludd interval is irksome^ of course. Well, the 
balcony is your smoking-room. You wiU see them coming, 
please tap at my door the moment you do." 

Half an hour elapsed, an hour, and the personages re- 
quired to continue the comedy did not return. 

Vizard, having nothing better to do, fell to thinking of 
Ina Klosking, and that was not good for him. Solitude and 
enmd fed his mania, and at last it took the form of action. 
He rang and ordered up his man Harris, a close, discreet 
personage, and directed him to go over to Homburg and 
bring back all the information he could about the new 
singer; her address in Homburg, married or single, prude 
or coquette. Should information be withheld, Harris was 
to fee the porter at the opera-house, the waiter at her hotel, 
and all the human commodities that knew anything about 
her. 

Having dismissed Harris, he lighted his seventh cigar and 
said to himself, " It is all Ned Seveme's fault I wanted to 
leave for England to-day." 

The day had been overcast for some time, and now a few 
big drops fell, by way of warning. Then it turned cool ; 
then came a light drizzling rain, and in the middle of this, 
Fanny Dover appeared, almost flying home. 

Vizard went and tapped at Miss Maitland's door. She 
came out 

^^ Here's Miss Dover coming, but she is alone." 



CHAPTER VI 

The next moment Fanny bounced into the room, and 
startled a little at the picture of the pair ready to receive 
her ; she did not wait to be taken to task, but proceeded to 
avert censure by volubility and self-praise. " Aunt, I went 
down to the river, where I left them, and looked all along 
it, and they were not in sight Then I went to the cathedral, 
because that seemed the next likeliest place. Oh, I have 
had such a race ! " 

'^ Why did you come back before you had found them ? " 

^' Aunt, it was going to rain ; and it is raining now, hard." 

'' She does not mind that" 

^^ Zoe ? Oh, she has got nothing on ! " 
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" Bless me I " cried Vizard. '' Godiva rediviva," 

" NoWy Harrington^ don't : of course I mean nothing to 
spoil; only her purple alpaca^ and that is two years old. 
But my blue silk^ I can't afford to ruin it. Nobody would 
give me another^ / know." 

" What a heartless world," said Visard drily. 

''It is past a jest, the whole thing," objected Miss 
Maitland; ''and now we are together, please tell me, if 
you can, either of you, who is una roan? What are his 
means? I know 'the Peerage,' 'the Baronetage,' and 'the 
Landed Gentry,' but not Seveme. That is a river, not a 
family." 

"Oh," said Vizard, "&mily names taken from rivers are 
never parvenus* But we can't all be down in Burke. Ned is 
of a good stock, the old English yeoman, the country's pride." 

" Yeoman ? " said the Maitland, with sovereign contempt 

Vizard resisted. " Is this the place to sneer at an English 
yeoman, where you see an unprincely prince living by a 
gambling-table ? What says the old stave ? — 

* A Qennan prince, a marquis of France, 
And a laird o* the North Conntrie ; 
A yeoman o' Kent, with his yearly rent, 
Would ding *m out, all three.' " 

"Then," said Misander, with a good deal of malicious 
intent, " you are quite sure your yeoman is not a— ^iifw— 
an adventurer " 

"Positive." 

"And A gambler," 

" No, I am not at all sure of that But nobody is all-wise. 
I am not, for one. He is a fine fellow ; as good as gold ; as 
true as steel : always polite, always eenial ; and never speaks 
ill of any of you behind your backs.' 

Miss Maitland bridled at that. "What I have said is not 
out of dislike to the young man. I am warning a brother 
to take a little more care of his sister, that is all. However, 
after your sneer, I shall say no more behind Mr. Seveme's 
back, but to his face — that is, if we ever see his face again, 
or Zoe's either." 

" Oh, aunt 1 " said Fanny reproachfully. " It is only the 
rain. La, poor things, they will be wet to the skin 1 Just 
see how it is pouring ! " 

"That it is : and let me tell you there is nothing -so dan- 
gerous as a tete-h'tite in the rain." 
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''A thunderstona is worse^ aont/' said Fanny eagerly, 
'' because then she is frightened to deaths and clings to 
him — if he if nice." 

Having galloped into this revelation, thvoagll speaking 
first and thinking afterwards, Fanny palled up short the 
moment the woids were out, and turned red, and looked 
askant under her pale lashes at Vizard. Observing several 
twinkles in his eyest, she got up hastily, and said she really 
must go and dry her gown. 

" Yes," said Miss Maitland, '' come into my room, dear.*' 

Fanny complied, with rather a rueful face, not doubting 
that the public " dear " was to get it rather hot in private. 

Her uneasiness was not lessened when the old maid said 
to her grimly, " Now sit you down there, and never mind ' 
your dress." 

However, it came rather mildly after all. '^ Fanny, you 
are not a bad girl, and you have shown you were sorry : so 
I am not going to be hard on you ; only you must be a good 
girl now, and help me to undo the mischief, and then I will 
forgive you." 

'^ Aunt," said Fanny piteously, '* I am older than she is, 
and I know I have done rather wrong, and I won't do it 
any more ; but pray, pray, don't ask me to be unkind to her 
tonday — ^it is Broocn-day." 

Miss Maitland only stared at this obscure announcement : 
so Fanny had to explain that Zoe and she had tiffed, and 
made it up, and Zoe had given her a brooch. Hereupon she 
went for it, and both ladies forgot the topic they were on, 
and every other, to examine the brooch. 

" Aunt," says Fanny, handling the brooch and eyeing it, 
''you were a poor girl like me before grandpapa left you the 
money, and you know it is just as well to have a tiff now and 
then with a rich one, because, when you kiss and make it 
up, you always get some Reconciliation Thing or other." 

Miss Maitland dived into the past and nodded approval. 

Thus encouraged, Fanny proceeded to more modem rules. 
She let Miss Maitland know it was always understood at her 
school that on these occasions of tiff, reconciliation, and pre- 
sent, the girl who received the present was to side in every- 
thing with the girl who gave it, for that one day. " That is 
the real reason I put on my tight boots — to earn my brooch. 
Isn't it a duck?" 

" Are they tight, then ? " 

" Awfully. See — new on to-day." 
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^' But you could shake off your lameness in a moment." 

'^ La, aunt, you know one can fight with that sort of thing, 
or fight mgainH it It is like colds^ and headaches, and 
fevers, and all that You are in bed, too ill to see anybody 
you don't much care for. Night c<»ne8, and then you jump 
up and dress, and go to a ball, and leave your cold and your 
fever behind you, because the ball won't wait till you are 
well, and the bores will. So don't ask me to be unkind to 
ZoCy brooch-day," said Fanny, skipping back to her first posi- 
tkm with singular pertinacity. 

** Now, Fanny," said Miss Maitland, '^ who wants you to be 
unkind to hor? But you must and shall promise me not to 
lend her any more downright encouragement, and to watch 
the man weU." 

''I promise that &itiifully," said Fanny — an adroit con- 
cession, since she had been watching him like a cat a mouse 
for many days. 

^^ Then you are a good girl ; and to reward you I will tell 
yott in confidence all the strange stories I have discovered 
to^lay." 

** Oh, do, aunt ! " cried Fanny ; and now her eyes began to 
sparkle with curiosity. 

Miss Maitland then bade her observe that the French 
casement was ijar. 

''Those two were smoking and talking secrets; and, 
child," said the old lady, very impressively, "if you — want 
— ^to — know — what gentlemen really are, you must be out 
of sight, and listen to them, smoking. When I was a girl, 
the gentlemen came out in their true colours over their wine. 
Now they are as close as wax, drinking; and even when 
they are tipsy they keep their secrets. But once let them 
get by themselves and smoke, the very air is soon filled with 
scandalous secrets none of the ladies in the house never 
dreamed of. Their real diaracters, their true histories, and 
their genuine sentiments, are locked up like that genii in 
the 'Arabian Nights,' and come out in smoke as he did." 
The old lady chuckled at her own wit, and the young one 
laughed to humour her. " Well, my dear, those two smoked, 
and revealed themselves — their real selves; and I listened 
and heard every word on the top of those drawers." 

Fanny looked at the drawers. They were high. 

" La, aunt, how ever did you get up there ? " 

"By a chair." 

"Oh, fancy you perched up there, listening, at your age ! " 
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"You need not keep throwing my age in my teeth. I 
am not so very old. Only I don't painty and whiten^ and 
wear false hair. There are plenty of coquettes about> ever 
so much older than I am. I have a great mind not to tell 
you; and then much you will ever know about either of 
these men." 

" Oh^ aunt^ don't be cruel ! I am dying to hear it." 

As aunt was equally dying to tell it^ she passed over the 
skit upon her age^ though dbe did not forget nor forgive it ; 
and repeated the whole conversation of Vizard and Seveme 
with rare fidelity ; but, as I abhor what the evangelist calls 
'' battology/' and Shakespeare ^' danmable iteration/' I must 
draw upon the intelligence of the reader (if any), and he 
must be pleased to imagine the whole dialogue of those two 
unguarded smokers, repeated to Fanny, and interrupted, 
commented on at every salient point, scrutinised, sifted, dis- 
sected, and taken to pieces by two keen women, sharp by 
nature, and sharper now by collision of their heads. No 
candour, no tolerance, no allowance for human weakness, 
blunted the scalpel in their dexterous hands. 

Oh gossip ! delight of ordinary souls, and more delightful 
still when you furnish food for detraction ! ! ! 

To Fanny, in particular, it was exciting, ravishing; and 
the time fiew by so unheeded, that presently there came a 
sharp knock, and an impatient voice cried, ''Chatter! — 
Chatter! — Chatter! — ^how long are we to be kept waiting 
for dinner, all of us ? " 



CHAPTER Vn 

At the very commencement of the confabulation, so b^- 
barously interrupted before it had lasted two hours and a 
half, the Misogyn rang the bell, and asked for Rosa, Zoe's 
maid. 

She came, and he ordered her to have up a basket of wood, 
and light a roaring fire in her mistress's room, and put out 
garments to air. He also inquired the number of Zoe's bed- 
room. The girl said it was " No. 74." 

The Misogyn waited half-an-hour, and then visited '' No. 
74." He found the fire burnt down to one log, and some 
things ailing at the fire, as domestics air their employers' 
things, but not their own, you may be sure. There was a 
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chemise carefiiUy folded into the smallest possible compass^ 
and doabled over a horse at a good distance from the cold 
stove. There were other garments and supplementaries^ all 
treated in the same way. 

The Misogyn looked, and remarked as follows : " Idiots ! — 
at everything, but taking in the men." 

Having relieved his spleen with this courteous and com- 
prehensive observation, he piled log upon log till the fire 
was half up the chimney. Then he got all the chairs and 
made a semi-circle, and spread out the various garments to 
the genial heat; and so close that, had a spark flown, they 
would have been warmed with a vengeance, and the superi- 
ority of the male intellect demonstrated. This done, he 
retired with a guilty air ; for he did not want to be caught 
meddling in such frivolities by Miss Dover or Miss Maitland. 
However, he was quite safe; those superior spirits were 
whoUy occupied with the loftier things of the mind, especially 
the characters of their neighbours. 

I must now go for these truants that are giving everybody 
so much trouble. 

When Fanny fell lame, and said she was very sorry, but 
she must go home and change her boots, Zoe was for going 
home too. But Fanny, doubting her sincerity, was peremp- 
tory, and said they had only to stroll slowly on and then 
turn ; she should meet them coming back. Zoe coloured 
high, suspecting they had seen the last of this ingenious 
young lady. 

'' What a good girl ! " cried Seveme. 

'' I am afraid she is a very naughty girl," said Zoe faintly ; 
and the first effect of Fanny's retreat was to make her a 
great deal more reserved and less sprightly. 

Seveme observed and understood, and saw he must give 
her time. He was so respectful as well as tender that, by 
degrees, she came out again, and beamed with youth and 
happiness. 

They strolled very slowly by the fair river, and the pretty 
little nothings they said to each other began to be mere 
vehicles for Uiose soft tones and looks, in which love is made, 
far more than by the words themselves. 

When they started on this walk, Seveme had no distinct 
nor serious views on Zoe. But he had been playing with fire 
for some time, and so now he got well burnt 

Walking slowly by his side, and conscious of being wooed, 
whatever the words might be, Zoe was lovelier than ever. 
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Those lowered lashes, that mantling cheeky those soft^ tender 
murmurs^ told him he was dear, and thrilled his heart, 
though a cold one compared with hers. 

He was in love— as much as he could be, and more than 
he had ever been before. He never even asked himself 
whether permanent happiness was likely to spring from this 
love : he was self-indulgent, reckless, and in love. 

He looked at her, wished he could recall his whole life, 
and sighed. 

*' Why do you sigh ? " said she gently. 

'' I don't know. Yes, I do. ^cause I am not happy." 

''Not happy?" said she. ''You ought to be; and I am 
sure yon deserve to be." 

*' I don't know that. However, I think I shall be happier 
in a few minutes, or else very unhappy indeed. That 
depends on you." 

" On me, Mr. Seveme ? " and she blushed crimson, and her 
bosom began to heave. His words led her to expect a decla- 
ration and a proposal of marriage. 

He saw her mistake ; and her emotion spoke so plainly 
and sweetly, and tried him so, that it cost him a great effort 
not to clasp her in his arms. But that was not his cue at 
present. He lowered his eyes to give her time, and said 
sadly, "I cannot help seeing that, somehow, there is suspicion 
in the air about me. Miss MaiUand puts questions, and 
drops hints. Miss Dover watches roe like a lynx. Even you 
gave me a hint the other day that I never talk to you about 
my relations and my past life." 

"Pray do not confound me with other people," said 
Zoe proudly. "If I am curious, it is because I know 
you must have done many good things, and clever things; 
but you have too little vanity, or too much pride, to 
tell them even to one who^— esteems you, and could 
appreciate." 

" I know you are as generous and noble as most people 
are narrow-minded," said Seveme enthusiastically ; " and I 
have determined to tell you all about myself." 

Zoe's cheeks beamed with gratified pride, and her eyes 
sparkled. 

" Only, as I would not tell it to anybody but you, I must 
stipulate that you receive it in sacred confidence, and net 
repeat it to a living souL" 

" Not even to my brother, who loves you so ? " 

"Not even to him." 
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This alarmed the instinctive delicacy and modesty of a 
truly virgin sonL 

'' I am not experienced," said she. '^ But I feel I ought 
not to yield to curiosity and hear from you anything I am 
forbidden to tell my brother. You might as well say I must 
not tell my mother ; for dear Harrington is all the mother I 
have ; and I am sure he is a true friend to you " (this last a 
little reproachfully). 

But for Seveme's habitual self-command, he would have 
treated this delicacy as ridiculous prudery ; but he was equal 
to greater difficulties. 

" You are right, by instinct, in everything. Well, then, I 
shall tell you, and you shall see at once whether it ought to 
be repeated, or to remain a sacred deposit between me and 
the only creature I have the courage to tell it to." 

Zoe lowered her eyes and marked the sand with her 
parasol. She was a little puzzled now, and half conscious 
that, somehow, he was tying her to secrecy with silk instead 
of rope; but she never suspected the deliberate ait and 
dexterity with which it was done. 

Seveme then made the revelation, which he had been pre- 
paring for a day or two past ; and to avoid external comments 
by the author, I must once more call in the artful aid of the 
printers. The true part of Mr. Seveme's revelation is in 
italics ; the fiilse in oniinary type. 

" When my father died, I inherited an estate m Huntingdon' 
thire. It nas not so large as FizanTs, but it nras clear. Not a 
mortgage nor encumbrance on ii, I had a younger brother; a 
fellow with charming manners and very accomplished. 
These were his ruin : he got into high society in London : 
but high society is not always good society. He became con* 
nected with a fiist lot, some of the young nobility. Of 
course he could not vie with them. He got deeply in debt. 
Not but what they were in debt too, every one of them. 
He used to send to me for money oftener than I liked ; but 
I never suspected the rate he was going at. I was anxious 
too, about him ; but I said to myself he was just sowing his 
wild oats like other fellows. Well, it went on, until — to his 
misfortune and mine — he got entangled in some disgraceful 
transactions ; the general features are known to all the 
world. I daresay you have heard of one or two young noble- 
men who committed forgeries on their relations and friends 
some years ago. One of them, the son of an earl, took his sister^s 
whole fortune out of her bank, with a single forged cheque. I 
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believe the mm total of his forgeries were over £100^000. His 
father could not find half the money. A number of the nobility 
had to combine to repurchase the documents ; many of them were 
in the hands of the Jews; aud I believe a composition was 
effected with the help of a very powerful barrister, an M.P. He 
went out of his line on this occasion, and mediated betrveen the 
parties. Wliat will you think when I tell you that my 
brother^ the son of my father and my mother^ was one of 
these forgers ; a criminal ? " 

^My poor friend!" cried Zoe, clasping her innocent 
hands. 

'* It was a thunderclap. I had a great mind to wash my 
hands of it^ and let him go to prison. But how could I ? 
The struggle ended in my doing like the rest Only poor I 
had no noble kinsmen with long purses to help me, and no 
Solicitor-General to mediate sub rosa. The total amount 
would have swamped my family acres. I got them down to 
sixty per cent., and that only crippled my estate for ever. 
As for my brother, he fell on his knees to me. But I could 
not forgive him. He lefl the country with a hundred pounds I 
gave him. He is in Canada : and only known there as a most 
respectable farmer. He talks of paying me back. That I 
shall believe when I see it. All I know for certain is that 
his crime has mortgaged my estate, and left me poor — and 
suspected." 

Whilst Seveme related this, there passed a somewhat 
notable thing in the world of mind. The inventor of this 
history did not understand it ; the hearer did, and accompanied 
it with innocent, sympathetic sighs. Her imagination, more 
powerful and precise than the inventor a, pictured the horror 
of the high-minded brother, his agony, his shame, his respect 
for law and honesty, his pity for his own flesh and blood, his 
struggle, and the final triumph of fraternal affection. Every 
line of the figment was alive to her, and she realised the tale. 
Seveme only repeated it 

At the last touch of his cold art the warm-hearted girl 
could contain no longer. 

" Oh ! poor Mr. Seveme ! " she cried ; *^ poor Mr. Seveme !" 
and the tears ran down her cheeks. 

He looked at her first with a little astonishment — ^fancv 
taking his little narrative to heart like that ! — then with 
compunction, and then with a momentary horror at himself^ 
and terror at the unpassable gulf fixed between them, by her 
tare goodness and his depravity. 



A WOMAN-HATER 

Then for a moment he felt ; and felt all manner of things 
at once. ''Oh, don't cry/' he blurted out, and began to 
blubber himself at having made her cry at all, and so 
nn&irly. It was his lucky hour; this hysterical effusion, 
nndignified by a single grain of active contrition, or even 
penitent resolve, told in his favour. They mingled their 
tears; and hearts cannot hold aloof when tears come to- 
gether. Yes, they minded their tears, and the crocodile 
tears were the male's, if you please, and the woman's tears 
were pure holy drops, that angels might have gathered and 
carried them to God for pearls of the human soid. 

After they had cried togeitker overthe cool figment, Zoe 
said : ''I do not repent my curiosity now. You did well to 
tell me. Oh no, you were right and I will never tell any- 
body. People are narrow-minded. They shall never cast 
your brother's crime in your teeth, nor your own losses I 
esteem you for-— oh so much more than ever! I wonder 
you could tell me." 

f'You would not wonder if you knew how superior you 
are to all the world : how noble, how generous, and how 
I " 

" Oh, Mr. Seveme, it is going to rain. We must get home 
as fast as ever we can." 

They turned, and 2iOe, with true virgin coyness and elastic 
limbs, made the coming rain an excuse for such swift walk- 
ing, that Seveme could not make tender love to her. To 
be sure Apollo ran after Daphne, with his little proposals; 
but I take it. he ran mute — till he found he couldn't catch 
her. Indeed it was as much as Seveme could do to keep 
up with her ''fair heel and toe." But I ascribe this to 
her not wearing high heels, ever since Fanny told her she 
was just a little too tall, and she was novice enough to believe 
her. 

She would not stop for the drizzle; but at last it came 
down with such a vengeance, that she was persuaded to 
leave the path and run for a cattle-shed at some distance. 
Here she and Seveme were imprisoned. Luckily for them 
"the kye had not come hame," and the shed was empty. 
They got into the farthest comer of it ; for it was all open 
towards the river; and the rain pattered on the roof as if 
it would break it 

Thus driven together, was it wonderful that soon her hand 
was in his, and that, as they purred together, and murmured 
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«oft nothings, she was once surprised into returning the spft 
pressure wMdi he gave it so often ? 

The plump declaration she had fled from, and now seemed 
delidously resigned to, did not actually come. But he did 
what she valued more, he resumed h& eonfidences: told 
her he had vices: was fond of gambling. Excused it on 
the score of his loss by his brother. Sidd he hoped soon 
to hear good news horn Canada. Didn't despair. Was 
happy now in spite of all. Had been happy ever since 
he had met her. What declaration was needed? The 
understanding was complete. Neither doubted the other's 
love ; and Zoe would have thought herself a faithless, wicked 
girl, if, after this^ she had gone and accepted any other 
man. 

But presently she had a misgiving, and looked at her 
watch. Yes, it wanted but one hour to dinner. Now her 
brother was rather a Tartar about punctuality at dinner. 
She felt she was already in danger of censure for her long 
tite-d'iite with Seveme, though the rain was the culprit. 
She could not afford to draw every eye upon her by being 
late for dinner along with hun. 

She told Seveme they must go home now, rain or no rain ; 
and she walked resolutely out into the weather. 

Seveme did not like it at all, but he was wise enough to 
deplore it only on her account ; and indeed her light alpaca 
was soon drenched, and began to cling to her. 

But the spirited girl only laughed at his condolences as 
she hurried on. ''Why, it is oidy warm water," said she: 
''this is no more than a bath in the summer sea. Bathing 
is getting wet through in blue flannel Well, I am bathing 
in blue alpaca." 

" But it will ruin your dress." 

"My dress! why, it is as old as the hills. Wlien I get 
home ril give it to Rosa — ready washed, ha ! ha ! " 

The rain pelted and poured, and long before they reached 
the inn, Zoe's dress had become an external cuticle, an 
alpaca skin. 

But innocence is sometimes very bold. She did not care 
a bit: and, to tell the truth, she had little need to care. 
Beauty so positive as hers is indomitable. The petty accidents 
that are the terrors of homely charms, seem to enhance 
Queen Beauty. Dishevelled hair adorns it Close-bound 
hair adorns it Simplicity adorns it Diamonds adorn it 
Eveiything seems to adom it, because the truth is, it adorns 
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eveTyihing. And so Zoe, drenched with rain^ and her dress 
a bathing-gown, was only a Greek goddess tinted blue^ her 
bust and shoulders and her moulded figure covered, yet 
revealed. What was she to an artist's eye? Just the 
Townley Venus with her sculptor's cunning draperies, and 
Juno's gait. 

" Bt Tera incessa patnit Dea.'* 

When she got to the hotel she held up her finger to 
Seveme with a pretty peremptoriness. She had shown him 
so much tenderness, she felt she had a right to order him 
now. *' I must beg of you," said she, '' to go straight to your 
room and dress very quickly, and present yourself to Harring- 
ton five minutes before dinner at least." 

" I will obey," said he obsequiously. 

That pleased her, and she lussed her hand to him and 
scudded to her own room. 

At sight of the blazing fire and provident preparations, 
she started and said aloud, ^' Oh, how nice of them ! " and 
all dripping as she was, she stood there with her young heart 
in a double glow. 

Such a nature as hers has too little egotism and low-bred 
vanity to undervalue worthy love. The infinite heart of a 
Zoe Vizard can love but one with passion, yet ever so many 
more with warm and tender affection. 

She gave aunt Maitland credit for this provident affec- 
tion. It was out of the sprightly Fanny's line; and she 
said to herself, '' Dear old thing ! there, I thought she 
was bottling up a lecture for me, and all the time her 
real anxiety was lest I should be wet through." There- 
upon she settled in her mind to begin loving aunt Mait- 
luid from that hour. She did not ring for her maid till 
she was nearly dressed; and when Rosa came and ex- 
claimed at the condition of her cast-off* robes, she laughed, 
and told her it was nothing — the Maine was nice and 
warm — pretending she had l^en in it She ordered her 
to dry the dress and iron it 

"Why, la, miss ; you'll never wear it again, to be sure ? " 
said Rosa demurely. 

'' I don't know," said the young lady archly ; '^but I mean 
to take great care of it," and burst out laughing like a peal 
of silver beUs, because she was in high spirits and saw what 
Rosa would be at 

Give away the gown she had been wooed and wet through 
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in — ^no^ thauk you! Such gowns as these be landmarks^ 
my masters. 

Vizard^ unconscious of her arrival^ was walking up and 
down the room, fidgeting more and more, when in came 
Zoe, dressed high in black silk and white lace, looking ever 
so cosy, and blooming like a rose. 

"What!" said he; "in and dressed." He took her by 
the shoulders, and gave her a great kiss. ^'You young 
monkey," said he, " I was afraid you were washed away." 

Zoe suggested that would only have been a woman 
obliterated. 

" That is true," said he, with an air of hearty conviction. 
*' I forgot that" 

He then inquired if she had had a nice walk. 

" Oh, beautiful ; imprisoned half the time in a cow-shed, 
and then drenched. But I'll have a nice walk with you^ 
dear, up and down the room." 

" Come on, then." 

She put her right hand on his left shoulder and gave 
him her left hand, and they walked up and down the room, 
Zoe beaming with happiness and affection for everybody, and 
walking at a graceful bend. 

Seveme came in, dressed and perfect as though just taken 
out of a band-box. He sat down at a little table and read 
a little journal unobtrusively. It was his cue to divest his 
late tete-d-iite of public importance. 

Then came dinner, and two of the party absent. Vizard 
heard their voices going like mill-clacks at this sacred hour, 
and summoned them rather roughly, as stated above. His 
back was to Zoe, and she rubbed her hands gaily to Seveme, 
and sent him a flying whisper, " Oh what fun I we are the 
culprits, and they are the ones scolded." 

Dinner waited ten minutes and then the defaulters ap- 
peared. Nothing was said, but Vizard looked rather glum ; 
and aunt Maitland cast a vicious look at Seveme and Zoe : 
they had made a forced march and outflanked her. She sat 
down and bided her time, like a fowler waiting till the ducks 
come within shot. 

But the conversation was commonplace, inconsecutive, 
shifty and vague, and it was two hours before anything came 
within shot : all this time not a soul suspected the ambushed 
fowler. 

At last. Vizard having thrown out one of his hints that the 
fair sex are imperfect, Fanny, being under the influence oi 
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Miss Maitland's revelations, ventured to suggest that they 
had no more fitults than men, and certainly were not more 
deceitfuL 

"Indeed?" said Vizard. '' ^at— more— deceitful / Do 
you speak from experience ? " 

*' Oh no, no," said Fanny, getting rather frightened. " I 
only think so, somehow." 

'' Well, but you must have a reason. May I respectfully 
inquire whether more men have jilted you than you have 
jilted?" 

^' You may inquire as respectfully as you like ; but I shan't 
tell you." 

*«That is right. Miss Dover/* said Seveme: "don't you 
put up with his nonsense. He knows nothing about it : 
women are angels compared with men. The wonder is 
how they can waste so much truth, and constancy, and 
beauty, upon the foul sex. To my mind, there is only one 
thing we beat you in; we do stick by each other rather 
better than you do. You are truer to us ; we are a little 
truer to each other." 

" Not a little," suggested Vizard drily. 

" For my part," said Zoe, blushing pink at her boldness in 
advancing an opinion on so large a matter, " I think these 
comparisons are rather narrow-minded : what have we to do 
with bad people, male or female ? A good man is good, and 
a good woman is good : still I do think that women have 
greater hearts to love, and men, perhaps, greater hearts for 
friendship : " then, blushing roseate, " even in the short time 
we have been here we have seen two gentlemen give up 
pleasure for self-denying friendship. Lord Uxmoor gave us 
all up for a sick friend. Mr. Seveme did more, perhaps ; for 
he lost that divine singer; — ^you will never hear her now^ 
Mr. Seveme," 

The Maitland gun went off. "A sick friend! — Mr. 
Seveme ? — ha ! ha ! ha ! You silly girl, he has got no sick 
friend. He was at the gaming-table. That was his sick 
friend." 

It was an effective discharge. It winged a duck or two. 
It killed, as follows : the tranquillity — ^the good humour — and 
the content of the little party. 

Seveme started, and stared, and lost colour, and then cast 
at Vizard a venomous look never seen on his face before ; for 
he naturally concluded that Vizard had betrayed him. 
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Zoe was amazed^ looked instantly at Seveme^ saw it was 
trae, and turned pale at his evident discomfiture. Her lover 
had been guilty of deceit — mean and rather heartless deceit. 

Even Fanny winced at the point-blank denunciation of 
a young man who was himself polite to everybody. She 
would have done it in a very different way — ^insinuations^ 
innuendo, &c. 

''They have found you out, old fellow/* said Vizard^ 
merrily; ''but you need not look as if you had robbed a 
church. Hang it all ! a fellow has a right to gamble if he 
chooses. Anyway he paid for his whistle ; for he lost three 
hundred pounds." 

" Three hundred pounds ! " cried the terrible old maid. 
" Where ever did he get them to lose ? " 

Seveme divined that he had nothing to gain by fiction 
here, so he said sullenly, " I got them fix>m Vizard ; but I 
gave him value for them." 

"You need not publish our private transactions, Ned," 
«aid Vizard. "Miss Maitland, this is really not in your 
department" 

"Oh yes, it is," said she ; "and so you 11 find." 

This pertinacity looked like defiance. Vizard rose from his 
chair, bowed ironically, with the air of a man not disposed for 
a hot argument " In that case — with permission — Fll with- 
draw to my veranda, and, in that — (he struck a light) — 
peaceful — (here he took a suckV-shade " 

" You will meditate on the charms of Ina Klosking." 

Vizard received this poisoned arrow in the small of the 
back as he was sauntering out He turned swiftly as if a 
man had struck him, and for a single moment he looked 
downright terrible, and wonderfully unlike the easy-going 
Harrington Vizard. But he soon recovered himself " What ! 
you listen, do you ? " said he ; and turned contemptuously on 
his heel without another word. 

There was an uneasy, chilling pause. Miss Maitland would 
have given something to withdraw her last shot Fanny was 
very uncomfortable and fixed her eyes on the table. Zoe, 
deeply shocked at Seveme's deceit, was now amazed and 
puzzled about her brother. " Ina Klosking ! " inquired she ; 
"who is that?" 

" Ask Mr. Seveme," said Miss Maitland sturdily. 

Now Mr. Seveme was sitting silent, but with restless eyes 
meditating how he should get over that figment of his about 
the sick ^end. 

72 



A WOMAN-HATER 

Zoe turned roand on him^ fixed her gloriaus eyes full upon 
his face^ and said rather imperiously^ ^' Mr. Seveme^ who is 
InaKlosking?" 

Mr. Seveme looked up blankly in her face and said 
nothing. 

She coloured at not being answered, and repeated her 
question (all this time Fanny's eyes were fixed on the young 
man even more keenly than Zoe's\ " Who — and what — is Ina 
Kk>sking?" 

" She is a public singer." 

" Do you know her ? " 

^' Yes ; I heard her sing at Vienna." 

" Yes, yes ; but do you know her to speak to ? " 

He considered half a moment, and then said he had not 
that honour. "But/* said he, rather hurriedly, ^'somebody 
or other told me she had come out at the opera here and 
made a hit." 

"What, inSiebel?" 

" I don't know : but I saw large bills out with her name. 
She made her d^bui in Gounod's ' Faust' " 

" It is my Siebel ! " cried Zoe rapturously. " Why, aunt, 
no wonder Harrington admires her. For my part, I adore 
her." 

" You, child ! That is quite a different matter." 

" No, it is not He is like me ; he has only seen her once, 
as I have, and on the stage." 

" Fiddle-de-dee. I tell you he is in love with her, over 
head and ears ; he is wcmderfully inflammable for a woman- 
hater. Ask Mr. Seveme ; he knows." 

*' Mr. Seveme, is my brother in love with that lady ? " 

Seveme's turn had come ; that able young man saw his 
chance, and did as good a bit of acting as ever was extem- 
porised even by an Italian mime. 

''Miss Vixard," said he, fixing his hazel eyes on her for 
the first time, in a way that made her feel his power, 
"what passed in confidence between two friends ought to 
be sacred. Don't — ^you — think so?" (The girl quivered, 
remembering the secret he had confessed to her.) "Miss 
Maitland has done your brother and me the honour to listen 
to our secrets. She shall repeat them, if she thinks it deli* 
cate; but I shall not without Vizard's consent; and, more 
than that, the conversation seems to me to be taking the 
torn of casting blame, and ridicule, and I don't know what, 
on the best-hearted, kindest-hearted, truest-hearted, noblest 
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and manliest man I know. I decline to take any fmther 
share in it" 

With these last words in his mouth, he stuck his hands 
defiantly into his pockets^ and stalked out into the veranda, 
looking every inch a man. 

Zoe folded her arms and gazed after him with undisguised 
admiration. How well everything he did became him ! his 
firing up — his brusquerie — the very movements of his body, 
all so piquant, charming, and unwomanly. As he vanished 
from her admiring eyes, she turned, with flaming cheeks, on 
Miss Maitland and said, '' Well, aunt, you have driven them 
both out at the window ; now, say something pretty to Fanny 
and me, and drive us out at the door." 

Miss Maitland hung her head ; she saw she had them all 
against her but Fanny, and Fanny was a trimmer. She said 
sorrowfully, " No, Zoe. I feel how unattractive I have made 
the room. I have driven away the gods of your idolatry — 
they are only idols of clay ; but that you can't believe. I 
will banish nobody else, except a cross-grained but respect- 
able old woman, who is too experienced, and too much 
soured by it, to please young people when things are going 
wrong.*' 

With this she took her bed-candle and retired. 

Zoe had an inward struggle. As Miss Maitland opened 
her bedroom door, she called to her, " Aunt ! one word. Was 
it you that ordered the fire in my bedroom } " 

Now, if she had received the answer she expected, she 
meant to say, " Then please let me forget everything else 
you have said or done to-day." But Miss Maitland stared a 
little, and said, *' Fire in your bedroom ; no." 

'^ Oh ! — ^then I have nothing to tha^ you for this day," 
said Zoe, with all the hardness of youth ; though, as a general 
rule, she had not her share of it. 

The old lady winced visibly, but she made a creditable 
answer. "Then, my dear, you shall have my prayers this 
night ; and it does not matter much whether you thank me 
for them or not" 

As she disappeared Zoe flung herself wearily on a couch 
and very soon began to cry. Fanny ran to her, and nestled 
close to her, and the two had a rock together, Zoe crying 
and Fanny coaxing and comforting. 

''Ah I" sighed Zoe; 'Hhis was the happiest day of my 
life; and see how it ends! Quarrelling and deceit; the 
one I hate, the other I despise. No, never again^ until I 
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have said my prayers^ and am just going to sleeps will I cry, 
* O glome felice ! ' as I did this afternoon^ when the rain was 
pouring on me ; but my heart was all in a glow/' 

These pretty little lamentations of youth were interrupted 
by Mr. Seveme slipping away from his friend^ to try and 
recover lost ground. 

He was coolly received by Zoe ; then he looked dismayed^ 
but affected not to understand ; then Zoe pinched Fanny, 
which meant, " I don't choose to put him on his defence ; but 
I am dying to hear if he has anything to say." Thereupon 
Fanny obeyed that significant pinch, and said, '' Mr. Seveme, 
my cousin is not a woman of the world ; she is a country girl, 
with old-fashioned romantic notions that a man should be 
above telling fibs ; I have known her longer than you, and I 
see she can't understand your passing off the gambling-table 
for a sick friend." 

^' Why, I never did," said he, as bold as brass. 

" Mr. Seveme ! " 

'' Miss Dover ! My sick friend was at 'The Golden Star,' 
that's a small hotel in a different direction from the Kursaal. 
I was there from seven o'clock till nine. You ask the waiter 
if you don't believe me." 

Fanny giggled at this inadvertent speech ; but Zoe's feel- 
ings were too deeply engaged to shoot fim flying. '^ Fanny," 
cried she eagerly, *' I heard him tell the coachman to drive 
him to that very place, 'The Golden Stor.' " 

'' Really ?" said Fanny mystified. 

''Indeed I did, dear. I remember 'The Golden Star* 
distinctly." 

" Ladies, I was there till nine o'clock. Then I started for 
the theatre. Unfortunately the theatre is attached to the 
Kursaal. I thought I would just look in for a few minutes. 
In &ct I don't think I was there half an hour. But Miss 
Maitland is quite right in one thing. I lost more than two 
hundred pounds, all through playing on a false system. Of 
course I know I had no business to go there at all, when I 
might have been by your side." 

" And heard La Klosking " 

" It was devilish bad taste, and you may well be surprised 
and offended." 

" No, no ; not at that," said Zoe. 

" But hang it all ! don't make a fellow worse than he is. 
Why should I invent a sick friend ? I suppose I have a right 
to go to the Kursaal if I choose. At any rate I mean to go 
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to-morrow afternoon and win a pot of money. Hinder me 
who can." 

Zoe beamed with pleasure. ''That spiteful old woman ! I 
am ashamed of myself. Of course you haoe. It becomes a 
man to s&yje veux; and it becomes a woman to peld. For- 
^ve our unworthy doubts. We will all go to the Kursaai 
to-morrow." 

The reconciliation was complete ; and to add to Zoe's 
happiness, she made a little discovery. Rosa came in to see if 
she wanted an3rthing. That, you must know, was Rosa's way 
of sapng, '' It is very late. Fm tired ; so the sooner you go 
to bed the better." And Zoe was by nature so considerate, 
that she often went to bed more for Rosa's convenience than 
her own inclination. 

But this time she said sharply, " Yes, I do. I want to 
know who had my fire lighted for me in the middle of 
summer." 

" Why, squire, to be sure," said Rosa. 

" What ! 17^ brother ? " 

''Yes, miss; and seen to it all hisself: leastways I found 
the things properly muddled. 'Twas to be seen a man had 
been at 'em." 

Rosa retired, leaving Zoe's face a picture. 

Just then Vizard put his head cautiously in at the window 
and said, in a comic whisper, " Is she gone ? " 

" Yes, she is gone," cried Zoe, " and you are wanted in 
her place." She ran to meet him. "Who ordered a fire 
in my room and muddled all my things?" said she 
severely. 

"I did. What of that .?»" 

" Oh, nothing ; only now I know who is my friend. Young 
people, here's a lesson for you. When a lady is out in the 
rain, don't prepare a lecture for her, like Aunt Maitland, but 
light her a fire, like this dear old duck of a woman-hating 
impostor. Kiss me ! " (violently.) 

" There— pest" 

"That is not enough, nor half There, and there, and 
there, and there, and there, and there." 

" Now, look here, my young friend," said Vizard, hold- 
ing her lovely head by both ears ; " you are exciting yourself 
about nothing, and that will end in one of your headaches. 
So just take your candle and go to bed, like a good little 
girl." 
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''Must I? Well^ then, I will Good-bye, tyrant dear. 
Oh, how I love you ! Come, Fanny." 

She gave her hand shyly to Seveme, and soon they were 
both in Zoe's room. 

Rosa was dismissed, and they had their ehat ; but it was 
nearly all on one side. Fanny had plenty to say, but did 
not say it. She had not the heart to cloud that beaming 
face again so soon ; she temporised. Zoe pressed her with 
questions too ; but she slurred things. Zoe asked her why 
Miss Maitland was so bitter against poor Mr. Seveme. 
Fanny said, in an off-hand way, '^Oh, it is only on your 
account she objects to him." 

'' And what are her objections ? " 

" Oh, only grammatical ones, dear. She says his antecedents 
are obscure, and his rekUives unknown : ha, ha, ha ! " Fanny 
laughed, but Zoe did not see the fun. Then Fanny stroked 
her down. 

" Never mind that old woman. I shall interfere properly 
if I see you in danger: it was monstrous her making an 
esclandre at the very dinner-table, and spoiling your happy 
day." 

"But she hasn't," cried Zoe eagerly. "'All's well that 
ends well.' I am happy — oh, so happy ! You love me. 
Harrington loves me. He loves me. What more can any 
woman ask for than to be amaia bene f " 

This was the last word between Zoe and Fanny upon St. 
Brooch's day. 

As Fanny went to her own room the vigilant Maitland 
opened her door that looked upon the corridor and beckoned 
her in. « Well," said she, " did you speak to Zoe ? " 

"Just a word before dinner. Aunt, she came in wet 
to the skin, and in higher spirits than Rosa ever knew 
her." 

Aunt groaned. 

"And what do you tliink ! Her spoiled dress, she ordered 
it to be ironed and put by. It is a case" 

Next day they aU met at a late breakfast, and good- 
humour was the order of the day. 

This encouraged Zoe to throw out a feeler about the gam- 
bling-tables. Then Fanny said it must be nice to gamble, 
because it was so naughty. "In a long experience," said 
Miss Dover, with a sigh, " I have found that whatever is nice 
is naughty, and whatever is naughty is nice." 
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*' There's a short code of morals/' observed Vizard, '^for 
the use of seminaries. Now let us hear Seveme ; he knows 
all the defences of gambling Imiacy has discovered." 

Seveme, thus appealed to, said play was like other things, 
bad only when carried to excess. *' At Homburg, where the 
play is fair, what harm can there be in devoting two or three 
hours of a long day to trerUe et quaranie ? The play exercises 
memory, judgment, gang froid, and other good qualities of 
the mind ; above all, it is on the square. Now, buying and 
selling shares without delivery — bulling, and bearing, and 
rigging, and Stock Exchange speculations in general — are 
just as much gambling ; but with cards all marked, and dice 
loaded — and a fair player has no chance. The world," said 
this youthful philosopher, " is taken in by words. The truth 
is, that gambling with cards is fair, and gambling without 
cards a swindle." 

" He is hard upon the City," said Vizard ; *' but no 
matter. Proceed, young man. Develop your code of morals 
for the amusement of mankind, while duller spirits inflict 
instruction." 

"You have got my opinion," said Seveme; "oblige us 
with yours." 

" No ; mine would not be popular just now : I reserve it 
till we are there, and can see the lunatics at work." 

" Oh, then we are to go ! " cried Fanny. « Oh, be joyful ! " 

"That depends on Miss Maitland. It is not in my 
department." 

Instantly four bright eyes were turned piteously on the 
awful Maitland. 

"Oh, aunt," said Zoe pleadingly, "do you think there 
would be any great harm in our — just for once in a way ? " 

"My dear," said Miss Maitland solemnly, "I cannot say 
that I approve of public gambling in general. But at Hom* 
burg the company is select. I have seen a German prince, a 
Russian prince, and two English countesses, the very ^lite of 
London society, seated at the same table in the Kursaal. I 
think, therefore, there can be no harm in your going, under 
the conduct of older persons — ^myself, for example, and your 
brother." 

" Code three," suggested Vizard — " the chaperonian 
code." 

" And a very good one, too," said Zoe. " But, aunt, must 
we look on, or may we play, just a little, little ? " 

" My dear, there can be no great harm in playing a little, 
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in good company — ^if you play with your own money/' She 
must have one dig at Seveme. 

"I shan't play very deep, then/' said Fanny; ''for I have 
got no money hardly." 

Vizard came to Uie front like a man. " No more should 
I," said he, "but for Herries & Co. As it is, I am a Crassna, 
and I shall stand £100, which you three ladies must divide ; 
and between you^ no doubt, you will break the bank." 

Acclamations greeted this piece of misogyny. When they 
had subsided^ Seveme was called on to explain the game, 
and show the young ladies how to win a fortune with 
£SS, 6s. 8d. 

The table was partly cleared, two packs of cards sent for, 
and the professor lectured. "This," said he, "is the cream 
of the game. Six packs are properly shuffled and properly 
cut; the players put their money on black or red, which is 
the main event, and is settled thus: The dealer deals the 
cards in two rows. He deals the Jirst row for black, and 
stops the moment the cards pass thirty. That deal de- 
termines how near noir can get to thirty-one." 

Seveme then dealt for noir, and the cards came as fol- 
lows: — 

Queen of Hearts — four of Clubs — ten of Spades — nine of 
Diamonds : total, 33. 

He then dealt for red : — 

Knave of Clubs — Ace of Diamonds — two of Spades — King 
of Spades — nine of Hearts : total, 32. 

" Red wins, because the cards dealt for red come nearest 
thirty-one. Besides that," said he, "you can bet on the 
colour or against it The actual colour of the first card the 
player turns up on the black line must be black or red. 
Whichever happens to be it is called ' the colour.' Say it is 
red, then, if the black line of cards wins, colour loses. Now 
I will deal again for both events.'* 

" I deal for noirr 

" Nine of Diamonds. Red, then, is the actual colour turned 
up on the black line. Do you bet for it, or against it ?" 

" I bet for it," cried Zoe. " It's my favourite colour." 

" And what do you say on the main event ? " 

"Oh, red on that too." 

" Very good. I go on dealing for noir. Queen of Diamonds, 
three of Spades, Knave of Hearts — thirty-twa That looks 
ugly for your two events, black coming so near as thirty -two, 
Now for red. Four of Hearts, Knave of Spades, seven of 
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Dkmoiids. Queen of Clubs — thirty-one, by Jove ! Rouge 
gagne et couleur. There is nothing like courage. You have 
won both events." 

" Oh, what a nice game ! " cried Zoe. 

He then continued to deal, and they all betted on the 
main event and the colour, staking fabulous sums, till at last 
both numbers came up thirty-one. 

Thereupon Seveme informed them that half the stakes 
belonged to him. That was the trifling advantage accorded 
to the bank. 

"Which trifling advantage," said Vizard, *^has enriched 
the man-eating company and their prince, and built the 
Kursaal, and will clean you all out if you play long enough." 

" That," said Seveme, '* I deny ; it is more than balanced 
by the right the players have of doubling till they gain, and 
by the maturity of the chances. I will explain this to the 
ladies : you see experience proves that neither red nor black 
can come up more than nine times running. When, there- 
fore, either colour has come up four times, you can put a 
moderate stake on the other colour, and double on it till it 
must come by the laws of nature. Say red has turned four 
times. You put a napoleon on black ; red gains. You lose 
a napoleon. You don't remove it, but double on it. The 
chances are now five to one you gain : but if you lose, you 
double on the same, and when you have got to sixteen napo- 
leons the colour must change; uniformity has reached its 
physical limit That is called the maturity of the chances, 
begin as unluckily as possible with five francs, and lose. If 
you have to double eight times before you win it only comes 
to 1280 francs. Given, therefore, a man to whom fifty napo- 
leons are no more thaji five francs to us, he can never lose 
if he doubles, like a Trojan, till the chances are mature. 
This is called ^ the Martingale : ' but observe, it only secures 
against loss. Heavy gains are made by doubling judiciously 
on the nmndng colour, or by simply betting on short runs of 
it. When red comes up, back red, and double twice on it 
Thus you profit by the remarkable and observed fact that 
the colours do not, as a rule, alternate, but reach ultimate 
equality by avoiding alternation, and making short runs, 
with occasional long runs ; the latter are rare, and must be 
watched with a view to the balancing run of the other 
colour. This is my system." 

"And you really think you have invented it?" asked 
Vizard. 
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'' I am not so conoeitecL My system was communicated to 
me^ in the Kmrsaal itself-— by an old gentleman." 

'' An old gentleman, or the?" 

«Oh, Hairingtoi !" cried Zoe ; '' fie ! " 

'^ My wit is appreciated at its value. Proceed^ Ned." 

Seveme told him^ a little defiantly^ it was an old gentleman, 
with a noble head, a silvery beard, and the most benevolent 
countenance he ever saw. 

^'Curious place for his reverence to be in/' hazarded 
Vizard. 

" He saw me betting, first on the black, then on the red, 
till I was cleaned out, and then he beckoned me." 

** Not a man of premature advice, though." 

'^ He told me he had observed my play. I had been relying 
on the alternations of the colours, which alternation chance 
persistently avoids, and arrives at equality by runs. He then 
gave me a better system." 

*' And having expounded his system he illustrated it. Tell 
the truth now ; he sat down and lost the coat off his back. 
It followed his family acres." 

^' You are quite wrong again. He never plays. He has 
heart disease, and his physician has forbidden him all excite- 
ment" 

"His nation?" 

" Humph ! French." 

^'Ah! the nation that produced ' Le pkUosophe sans le 
savoir,' And now it has added, ^ Le pkUosophe sans le vouloir/ 
and you have stumbled on him. What a life for an aged 
man I Foriunatus ille senex qui ludicola tdvU, Tantalus hand- 
cuffed, and glowering over a gambling-table ; a hell in a 
hell." 

"Oh, Harrmgton!" 

" Exclamations not allowed in sober argument, Zoe. Come, 
Ned, it is not heart disease, it is purse disease. Just do me 
a fiftvour. Here are five sovereigns ; give those to the old 
beggar and let him risk them." 

" I could hardly take such a hberty with an old gentleman 
of lus age and appwirance — a man of honour too, and high 
sentiments. Why, I'd bet seven to four he is one of Napo- 
leon's old soldiers." 

The ladies sided unanimously with Seveme. " What I offer 
a vieux de f Empire &ve pounds ? Oh &e.*' 

" Fid<Ue-de-dee ! " said the indomitable Vizard. " Besides, 
Ned will do it vrith his usual grace. He will approach the 
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son of Mars with that feigned humility which sits so well 
on youth, and ask him as a personal favour to invest five 
pounds for him at rouge et noir. The old soldier will stiffen 
into double dignity at first, then give him a low wink, and 
end by sitting down and gambling. He will be cautious 
at starting, as one who opens trenches for the siege of 
Mammon; but soon the veteran will get heated and give 
battle; he will fancy himself at Jena, since the croupiers 
are Prussians. If he loses you cut him dead, being a 
humdrum Englishman ; and if he wins he cuts you and 
pockets the cash, being a Frenchman that talks senti- 
ment.' 

This sally provoked a laugh, in which Seveme joined, and 
said, " Really, for a landed proprietor, you know a thing or 
two." He consented at last, with some reluctance, to take 
the money; and none of the persons present doubted that 
he would execute the commission with a grace and delicacy 
all his own. Nevertheless, to run forward a little with the 
narrative, I must tell you that he never did hand that five 
pounds to the venerable sire ; a little thing prevented him — 
the old man wasn't bom yet. 

" And now," said Vizard, " it is our last day in Homburg. 
You are all going to gratify your mania — lunacy is contagious ; 
suppose I gratify mine." 

'' Do, dear," said Zoe ; ''and what is it ? " 

" I like your asking that, when it was publicly announced 
last night, and I fled discomfited to my balcony, and in 
my confusion lighted a cigar. My mania is — ^the Klos- 
king." 

" That is not a mania; it is good taste. She is admirable." 

'' Yes, in an opera ; but I want to know how she looks and 
talks in a room, and that is insane of me." 

" Then so you shall, insane or not. I will call on her this 
morning and take you in my hand." 

" What an ample palm ; and what juvenile audacity 1 Zoe, 
you take my breath away." 

" No audacity at all. I am sure of my welcome. How 
often must I tell you that we have mesmerised each other, 
that lady and I, and are only waiting an opportunity to rush 
into each other's arms ! It began with her singling me out 
at the opera. But I daresay ^at was owing, aiJirH, only to 
my being in full dress." 

'' No, no ; to your being, like Agamemnon, a head taller 
than all the other Greeks." 
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" Harrington ! I am not a Greek. I am a thorough 
English giri at heart, though I am as black as a coal." 

'' No apology needed in our present frame — you are all the 
more like the ace of spades." 

'' Do you want me to take you to the Klosking, sir ? Then 
you had better not make fun of me. I tell you she sang to 
me, and smiled on me, and curtsied to m^ / and now you have 
put it into my head, I mean to call upon her ; and I will take 
you with me. What I shall do, I shall send in my card. I 
shall be admitted, and you will wait outside. As soon as she 
sees me, she will run to me with both hands out, and say, in 
excellent French, ' How, Mademoiselle I you have deigned to 
remember me, and to honour me with a visit.' Then I shall 
say, in school-French, ^ Yes, Madame ; excuse the intrusion ; 
but I was so charmed with your performance. We leave 
Homburg to-morrow; and as, unfortunately for myself, I 
cannot have the pleasure of seeing you again upon the 

stage ' then I shall stop for her to interrupt me. Then she 

will interrupt me and say charming things, as only foreigners 
can ; and then I shall say, still in school-French, ' Madame, 
I am not alone. I have my brother with me. He adores 
music, and was as fSsiscinated with your Siebel as myself. 
May I present him ? ' Then she will say ' Oh yes, by all 
means:' and I shall introduce you. Then you can make 
love to her. That will be droll. Fanny, I'll tell you every 
word he says." 

''Make love to her!" cried Vizard. '*Is this your esti- 
mate of a brother's motives ? My object in visiting this 
lady is, not to feed my mania, but to cure it I have 
seen her on the stage, looking like the incarnation of a 
poet's dream. I am extasiS with her. Now let me catch 
ner en dishalnlli, with her porter on one side and her 
lover on the other : and so to Barfordshire, relieved of a 
fatal illusion." 

'' If that is your view I'll go by myself; for I know she is 
a noble woman, and as much a lady off the stage as on it 
But suppose she should talk that dreadful guttural German, 
with its ' ochs ' and its ' achs,' then, where shall we all be ? 
We must ask Mr. Seveme to go with us." 

'' A good idea ; no — a vile one. He is abominably hand- 
some, and has the gift of the gab — in German and other 
languages. He is sure to cut me out, the villain ! Lock him 
up, somebody, till we come back." 

'' Now, Harrington, don't be absurd. He must and shall 
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be of the party. I have my reasons. Mr. Seveme/' said she, 
turning on him with a blush and a divine smile^ '^ you will 
oblige me^ I am sure." 

Seveme's face turned as blank as a doll's^ and he said 
nothing one way or other. 

It was settled that they should all meet at the Kursaal at 
four^ to dine and play. But Zoe and her party would go on 
ahead by the one o'clock train ; and so she retired to put on 
her bonnet — a technical expression which implies a good 
deal. 

Fanny went with her^ and as events more exciting than 
the usual routine of their young lives were ahead, their 
tongues went a rare pace. But the only thing worth pre- 
senting to the reader came at the end^ after the said business 
of the toilet had been despatched. 

Zoe said^ ^'I must go now^ or I shall keep them wait- 

tag." 

" Only one, dear," said Fanny drily. 

"Why only one?" 

" Mr. Seveme will not go." 

" That he will : I made a point of it." 

'' You did, dear ; but still he will not go." 

There was something in this and in Fanny's tone that 
startled Zoe and puzzled her sorely. She turned round 
upon her, with flashing eye, and said, *^ No mysteries, please, 
dear. Why won't he go with me wherever I ask him to go ? 
or, rather, what makes you think he won't ? " 

Said Fanny thoughtfully, ''I could not tell you, all in 
a moment, why I feel so positive. One puts little things 
together that are nothing apart : one observes faces ; I do, 
at least. You don't seem to me to be so quick at that as 
most girls. But, Zoe, dear, you know very well one often 
knows a thing for certain, yet one doesn't know exactly what 
makes one know it" 

Now Zoe's amour propre was wounded by Fanny's sugges- 
tion that Seveme would not go to Homburg, or inde^ to 
the world's end with her ; so she drew herself up in her 
grand way, and folded her arms, and said a little haughtily, 
^' Then tell me what is it you know about him and me, with- 
out knowing how on earth you know it" 

The supercilious tone and grand manner nettled Fanny, 
and it wasn't " brooch-day : " she stood up to her lofty cousin 
like a little gamecock. ^'I know this," said she, with 
heightened cheek and flashing eyes, and a voice of steel ; 
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'' yon will never get Mr. Edward Sereme into one room with 
Zoe Vizard and Ina Klosking." 

Zoe Vizard tamed very pale, but her eyes flashed defiance 
on her friend. 

'' That I'll know/' said she in a deep voice, with a little 
gasp, bat a world of pride and resolution. 



CHAPTER VIII 

Thb ladies went down together and found Vizard ready. 
Mr. Seveme was not in the room. Zoe inquired after 
him. 

" Gone to get a sunshade," said Vizard. 

''There!" said Zoe to Fanny in a triumphant whisper. 
'' What is that for but to go with us ? " 

Fanny made no reply. 

They waited some time for Seveme and his sun- 
shade. 

At last Vizard looked at his watch and said they had only 
five minutes to spare. " Come down and look after him. He 
must be somewhere about" 

They went down and looked for him all over the Zeil. 
He was not to be seen. At last Vizard took out his watch 
and said, ^' It is some misunderstanding : we can't wait any 
longer." 

So he and Zoe went to the train. Neither said much 
on the way to Homburg; for they were both brooding. 
Vizard's good sense and right feeling were beginning to 
sting him a little for calling on the Klosking at all, and 
a great deal for using the enthusiasm of an inexperienced 
gin to obtain an introduction to a public singer. He sat 
moody in his comer taking himself to task. Zoe's thoughts 
ran in quite another channel ; but she was no easier in her 
mind. It really seemed as if Seveme had given her the 
slip. Probably he would explain his conduct; but then 
that Fanny should foretell he would avoid her company, 
rather than call on Mademoiselle Klosking, and that Fanny 
should be right, this made the thing serious, and galled 
Zoe to the quick. She was angry with Fanny for pro- 
phesying truly ; she was rather angry with Seveme for not 
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comings and more angry with him for making good Fanny's 
prediction. 

Zoe Vizard was a good girl, and a generous girl ; but she 
was not a humble girl : she had a great deal of pride and 
her share of vanity, and here both were galled. Besides 
that, it seemed to her most strange and disheartening that 
Fanny, who did not love Seveme, should be able to foretell 
his conduct better than she, who did love him ; such fore- 
sight looked like greater insight. All this humiliated and 
also puzzled her strangely ; and so she sat brooding as deeply 
as her brother. 

As for Vizard, by the time they got to Homburg he had 
made up his mind. As they got out of the train he said, 
** Look here ; I am ashamed of myself. I have a right to 
play the fool, alone; but I have no business to drag my 
sister into it We will go somewhere else. There are lots 
of things to see. I give up the Klosking." 

Zoe stared at him a moment, and then answered, with 
cold decision, " No, dear ; you must allow me to call on her 
now I am here. She won't bite me." 

''Well, but it is a strange thing to do." 

** What does that matter ? We are abroad." 

''Come, Zoe, I am much obliged to you; but give 
it up." 

"No, dear." 

Harrington smiled at her pretty peremptoriness and mis- 
understock it " This is carrying sisterly love a long way," 
said he. "I must try and rise to your level. I won't go 
with you." 

"Then I shall go alone." 
' " What if I forbid you. Miss ? " 

She tapped him on the cheek with her fingers. "Don't 
affect the tyrant, dear; you can't manage it Fanny said 
something that has mortified me. I shall go; you can do 
as you like. But — stop ; where does she live ? " 

"Suppose I decline to tell you? I am seized with a 
virtuous fit — a regular paroxysm." 

"Then I shall go to the opera and inquire. But" (coax* 
ingly) " you will tell me, dear." 

"There," said Harrington, "you wicked, tempting girl, my 
sham virtue has oozed away and my real mania triumphs. 
She lives at ' The Golden Star.' I was weak enough to send 
Harris in last night to learn." 

Zoe smiled. 
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He hailed a conveyance; and they started at once for 
''The Golden Star." 

"Z^oe," said Harrington gravely^ '^ something tells me I 
am going to meet my fate." 

** All the better/' said Zoe ; " I wish you to meet your 
fate. My love for my brother is not selfish. I am 
sure she is a good woman. Perhaps I may find out some- 
thing." 

''About what?" 

"Oh, never mind." 



CHAPTER IX 

All this time Ina Klosking was rehearsing at the theatre, 
quite unconscious of the impending visit. A royal personage 
had commanded 'II Barbiere/ the part of Rosina to be 
restored to the original key. It was written for a contralto^ 
but transposed by Uie influence of Grisi. 

Having no performance that night they began to rehearse 
rather later than usual, and did not leave oif till a quarter 
to four o'clock. Ina, who suffered a good deal at rehearsals 
from the inaccuracy and apathy of the people, went home 
fiigged and with her throat parched* 

She ordered a cutlet, with potato chips, and lay down on 
the sofa. While she was reposing came Jose[^ Ashmead 
to cheer her, with good photographs of her taken the day 
before. She smiled gratefully at his zeal. He also re- 
minded her that he h^ orders to take her to the Kursaal : 
he said the tables would be well filled fronll five o'clock till 
quite late, there being no other entertainment on foot that 
evening. 

Ina thanked him, and said she would not miss going on 
any account ; but she was rather fatigued and faint 

" Oh, I'll wait for you as long as you like," said Ashmead 
kindly. 

" No, my good comrade," said Ina. " I will ask you to go 
to the manager and get me a little money, and then to the 
Kursaal and secure me a place at th^ tab^e in the largest 
room. There I will join you. If ^ is i:iot there — and I am 
not so mad as to think he will be there — I shall risk a few 
pieces myself to be nearer him in mind." 

This amazed Ashmead ; it was so unlike her. '' You arq 
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joking/' said he. ''Why, if jou lose five napoleons at play 
it will be your death ; you will grizzle so." 

" Yes ; but I shall not lose. I am too unlucky in love to 
lose at cards. I mean to play this afternoon; and never 
again in all my life. Sir, I am resolved." 

** Oh, if you are resolved there is no more to be said. I 
won't run my head against a brick waU." 

Ina, being half a foreigner, thought this rather brusque. 
She looked at him askant and said quietly, " Others besides 
me can be stubborn, and get their own way while speaking 
the language of submission. Not I invented volition." 

With this flea in his ear the faithful Joseph went off 
chuckling, and obtained an advance from the manager, and 
then proceeded to the principal gaming-table, and, after 
waiting some time, secured a chair, which he kept for his 
chief. 

An hour went by ; an hour and a half. He was obliged, 
for very shame, to bet This he did, five firancs at a time ; 
and his risk was so small, and his luck so even, that by 
degrees he was drawn into conversation with his neighbour, 
a young swell who was watching the run of the colours, and 
betting in silver, and pricking a card, preparatory to going 
in for a great coup. Meantime he favouned Mr. Aslmiead 
with his theory of chances; and Ashmead listened very 
politely to every word, because he was rather proud of the 
other's notice — he was so handsome, well dressed, and well 
spoken. 

Meantime Ina Klosking snatched a few minutes' sleep, as 
most artists can in the afternoon, and was awakened by the 
servant bringing in her frugal repast, a cutlet and a pint of 
Bordeaux. 

On her plate he brought her a large card, on which was 
printed ''Miss Zoe Vizani." This led to inquiries, and he 
told her a lady of superlative beauty had called and left 
that card. Ina asked for a description. 

''Ah, madame," said Karl, "do not expect details from 
me. I was too dazzled and struck by lightning to make 
an inventory of her charms." 

" At least you can tell me was she dark or fair." 

"Madame, she was dark as night; but glorious as the 
sun. Her earthly abode is the ' Russie,' at Frankfort ; blest 
hotel!" 

"Did she tell you so?" 
' "Indirectly. She wrote on the card with the smallest 
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pencil I have hitherto witnessed : the letters are faint, the 
pencil being inferior to the case^ which was golden. Never- 
theless^ as one is naturally curious to learn whence a bright 
vision has emerged, I permitted myself to ddbipher." 

''Your curiosity was natural," said Ina drily. ''I will 
detain you with no more questions." 

She put the card carefully away, and ate her modest 
repast. Then she made her afternoon toilet, and walked 
slowly and pensively to the Kursaal. 

Nothing there was new to her, except to be going ^to the 
table without the man on whom it was her misfortune to 
have wasted her heart of gold. 

I think, therefore, it would be better for me to enter the 
place in company with our novices; and indeed we must, 
or we shall derange the true order of time and sequence of 
incidents: for, please observe, all the English ladies of 
our story met at the Kursaal while Ina was reposing on 
her sofa. 

The first comers were Zoe and Harrington. They entered 
the noble hall, inscribed their names, and by that simple 
ceremony were members of a club, compared with which 
the greatest clubs in London are petty things : a dub with 
spacious dining-rooms, ball-rooms, concert-rooms, gambling- 
rooms, theatre, and delicious gardens. The building that 
combined so many rich treats was colossal in size, and 
glorious with rich colours and gold laid on with oriental 
profusion, and sometimes with oriental taste. 

Harrington took his sister through the drawing-rooms 
first; and she admired the unusual loftiness of the rooms^ 
the blaze of white and gold, and of celadon green and gold, 
and the great Russian lustres, and the mighty mirrors. But 
when they got to the dining-room she was enchanted. That 
lofty and magnificent salon, with its daring mixture of red 
and black, and green and blue, all melted into harmony by 
the rivers of gold that ran boldly among them, went to her 
very heart. A Greek is half an oriental ; and Zoe had what 
may be caUed the courage of colour. ''Glorious!" she 
cried, and clasped her himds. "And, see! what a back- 
ground to the emerald grass outside, and the ruby flowers ! 
They seem to come into the room through those monster 
windows." 

"Splendid!" said Harrington, to whom all this was lite- 
rally Greek. " I'm so excited I'll order dinner." 

" Dinner I *' said Zoe disdainfully ; and sat down and eyed 
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the Mauresque walls around her, and the beauties of nature 
outside^ and brought them together in one picture. 

Harrington was a long time in conclave with M. Chevet. 
Then Zoe became impatient. 

"Oh, do leave off ordering dinner," said she, "and take 
me out to that other paradise." 

The Chevet shrugged his shoulders with pity. Vizard 
shrugged his too to soothe him: and after a few more 
hurried words, took the lover of colour into the garden. It 
was delicious, with green slopes, and rich foliage, and 
flowers, and enlivened by bright silk dresses, sparkling fitfully 
among the green leaves, or flaming out boldly in the sun ; 
and as luck would have it, before Zoe had taken ten steps 
upon the green sward, the band of fifty musicians struck up, 
and played as fifty men rarely play together out of Germany. 

Zoe was enchanted. She walked on air, and beamed as 
bright as any flower in the place. 

After her first ejaculation at the sudden music, she did not 
speak for a good while ; her content was so great At last 
she said, " And do they leave this paradise to gamble in a 
room?" 

"Leave it? They shun it The gamblers despise the 
flowers." 

"How perverse people are! Excitement! Who wants 
any more than this ? " 

" Zoe," said Vizard, " innocent excitement can never com- 
pete with vicious." 

" What ! is it really wicked to play ? " 

" I don't know about wicked : you girls always run to the 
biggest word. But if avarice is a vice, gambling cannot be 
virtuous; for the root of gambling is mere avarice, weak 
avarice. Come, my young friend, as tve're quite alone, Til 
drop Thersites and talk sense to you for once. Child, there 
are two roads to wealth: one is by the way of industry, 
skill, vigilance, and self-denial ; and these are virtues, though 
sometimes they go with tricks of trade, hardness of heart, 
and taking advantage of misfortune, to buy cheap and sell 
dear. The other roaid to wealth is by bold speculation, with 
risk of proportionate loss ; in short, by gambling with cards, 
or without them. Now look into the mind of the gambler ; 
he wants to make money, contrary to nature, and unjustly. 
He wants to be rewarded without merit, to make a fortune 
in a moment, and without industry, vigilance, true skill, or 
self-denial; 'a penny saved is a penny gained,' does not 
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enter his creed. Strip the thing of its disguise, it is avarice, 
sordid avarice: and I call it weak avarice; because the 
gambler relies on chance alone, yet accepts uneven chances, 
and hopes that Fortune will be as much in love with him 
as he is with himself. What silly egotism! You admire 
the Kursaa), and you are right Then do just ask yourself 
why is there nothing to pay for so many expensive enjoy* 
ments, and very little to pay for concerts and balls; low prices 
at the opera, which never pays its own expenses ; even Chevet's 
dinners are reasonable if you avoid his sham Johannisberg. 
All these cheap delights — ^the gold, the colours, the gaiden, 
the music, the lights — are paid for by the losses of feeble- 
minded Avarice. But, there— I said idl this to Ned Seveme, 
and I might as well have preached sense to the wind." 

" Harrington, I will not play. I am much happier walking 
with my good Imther * 

" Faute de mieux." 

Zoe blushed, but would not hear — ^''and it is so good of 
you to make a friend of me, and talk sense. Oh . — ^see 1 — 
a lady with two blues ! — Come and look at her." 

Before they had taken five steps, Zoe stopped short and 
said, '' It is Fanny Dover, I declare. She has not seen us yet. 
She is short-sighted. Come here." And the impetuous 
maid dragged him off behind a tuft of foliage. 

Whence had got him there she said hotly that it was 
too bad. 

'' Oh, is it ? " said he very calmly. " What ? " 

"Why, don't you see what she has done? You, so 
sensible, to be so slow about women's ways; and you are 
always pretending to know them. Why, she has gone and 
bought that costume with the money you gave her to 
play with." 

"Sensible girl!" 

" Dishonest girl I / call her." 

"There you go to your big words. No, no. A little 
money was given her for a bad purpose. She has used it 
for a frivolous one. That is 'a step in the right direction ' — 
jargon of the day." 

"But to receive money for one purpose and apply it to 
another, is, — what do you call it — chose f — dStoumemerU de 
fonds — what is the English word ? I've been abroad till I've 
forgotten English ; oh, I know — embezzlement." 

" Well, that is a big word for a small transaction ; you have 
not dug in the mine of the vernacular for nothing." 
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'^ Hanington, if you don't mind^ I do : so please come, 
ril talk to her." " 

'' Stop a moment/' said Visaid, very gravely. " You will 
not say one word to her." 

" And why not, pray ? " 

" Because it would be unworthy of us, and cruel to her : 
barbarously cruel. What! call her to account before that 
old woman and me ? " 

''Why not? She is flaunting her blues before you two, 
and plenty more." 

''Feminine logic,. Zoe. The point is this — she is poor. 
You must know that This comes of poverty and love of 
dress; not of dishonesty and love of dress: and just ask your- 
self, is there a creature that ought to be pitied more and 
handled more delicately than a poor lady f Why, you would 
make her writhe with shame and distress. Well, I do think 
there is not a single wild animal so cruel to another wild 
animal as a woman is to a woman. You are cruel to one 
another by instinct But I appeal to your reason — if you 
have any." 

Zoe's eyes filled. "You are right," said she humbly. 
"Thank you for thinking for me. I will not say a word 
to her before you." 

"That is a good girl. But, come now, why say a word 
at all?" 

" Oh, it is no use your demanding impossibilities, dear ; I 
could no more help speaking to her than I could fly; and 
don't go fancying she will care a pin what I say, if I don't 
say it before a gentleman." 

Having given him this piece of information, she left her 
ambush and proceeded to meet the all unconscious blue girl ; 
but, even as they went, Vizard returned to his normal con- 
dition, and doled out, rather indolently, that they were out 
on pleasure, and might possibly miss the object of the excur- 
sion if they were to encourage a habit of getting into rages 
about nothing. 

Zoe was better than her word. She met Fanny with open 
admiration : to be sure, she knew that apathy, or even tran- 
quillity, on first meeting the Blues, would be instantly set 
down to envy. 

" And where did you get it, dear ? " 

" At quite a small shop." 

"French?" 

"Oh no; I think she was an Austrian. This is not a 
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French mixture : loud, discordant colours, that is the Frenc]pi 
taste." 

''Here is heresy," said Vizard. "Why, I thought the 
French beat the world, in dress." 

'' Yes, dear," said Zoe, ** in form and pattern : but Fanny 
is right ; they make mistakes in colour. They are terribly 
a£raid of scarlet ; but they are afraid of nothing else : and 
many of their mixtures are as discordant to the eye as 
Wagner s music to the ear. Now, after all, scarlet is 
the king of colours ; and there is no harm in King Scarlet 
if you treat him with respect, and put a modest subject 
next to him." 

" Gipsy locks, for instance," suggested Fanny silly. 

Miss Maitland owned herself puzzled. '^ In my day," said 
she, " no one ever thought of putting blue upon blue ; but 
really, somehow, it looks welL" 

" May I tell you why, aunt ? — ^because the dressmaker had 
a real eye, and has chosen the right tints of blue. It is all 
nonsense about one colour not going with another. Nature 
defies that; and how? by choosing the very tvids of each 
colour that will go together. The sweetest room I ever saw 
was painted by a great artist; and, do you know, he had 
coloured the ceiling blue and the walls green : and I assure 
you the effect was heavenly: but then he had chosen the 
exact tints of green and blue that would go together. The 
draperies were between crimson and maroon. But there's 
another thing in Fanny's dress ; it is velvet. Now blue 
velvet is blue to the mind; but it is not blue to the eye. 
You try and paint blue velvet; you will be surprised how 
much white you must lay on. The high lights of all velvets 
are white. This white helps to blend the two tints of blue." 

''This is very instructive," said Vizard; "I was not aware 
I had a sister, youthful, but profound. Let us go in and 
dine." 

Fanny demurred. She said she believed Miss Maitland 
wished to take one turn round the grounds first. 

Miss Maitland stared, but assented in a mechanical way ; 
and they commenced their promenade. 

Zoe hung back and beckoned her brother. '' Miss Mait- 
land 1 " said she, with such an air. **Sht wants to show her 
blues to all the world and his wife." 

''Very natural," said Vizard "So would you if you were 
in a scarlet gown with a crimson cloak." 

Zoe laughed heartily at this, and forgave Fanny her new 
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dress: but she had a worse bone than that to pick with 
her. 

It was a short but agreeable promenade to Zoe ; for now 
they were alone^ her brother, instead of sneering, compli- 
mented her. 

** Never you mind my impertinence/' said he ; " the tnith 
is, I am proud of you. You are an observer." 

" Me ? Oh— in colour." 

"Never mind: an observer is an observer; and genuine 
observation is not so common. Men see and hear with their 
prejudices and not their senses. Now we are going to those 
gaming-tables. At first, of course, you will play; but as 
soon as ever you are cleaned out, observe ! Let nothing 
escape that woman's eye of yours : and so we'll get something 
for our money." 

*' Harrington," said the girl proudly, " I will be all eye and 
ear." 

Soon after this they went in to dinner. Zoe cast her eyes 
round for Severne, and was manifestly disappointed at his not 
meeting them even there. 

As for Fanny she had attracted wonderful attention in the 
garden, and was elated ; her conscience did not prick her 
in the least for such a trifle as dSioumemerU defonds: and 
public admiration did not improve her. She was sprightly 
and talkative as usual ; but now she was also a trifle brasen 
and pert all round. 

And so the dinner passed, and they proceeded to the 
gaming-tables. 

Miss Maitland and Zoe led. Fanny and Harrington 
followed : for Miss Dover, elated by the blues — though, by- 
the-by, one hears of them as depressing — and encouraged 
by admiration and Chevet's violet-perfumed St. Peray, took 
Harrington's arm really as if it belonged to her. 

They went into the library first, and after a careless inspec- 
tion, came to the great attraction of the place. They entered 
one of the gambling-rooms. 

The first impression was disappointing. There were two 
very long tables, rounded oif at the ends : one for trente et 
quarante and one for roulette. At each table were seated a 
number of persons, and others standing behind them. Amongst 
the persons seated were the dealer, or, in rauUUe, the spinner. 
These oflicials sat in the centre, flanked on each dde by 
croupiers with rakes ; but at each end of the table there ' 
also a croupier with his rake. 
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The rest were players or lookers-on ; most of whom, by 
well-known gradations of curiosity and weakness, to describe 
which minutely would be to write a little comedy that others 
have already written, were drawn into playing at last So 
fidgets the moth before the candle before he makes up, what 
no doubt, the poor little soul calls his mind. 

Our little party stopped first at irente et quarante, and Zoe 
commenced her observations. Instead of the wild excite- 
ment she had heard of, there was a subdued air, a forced 
quiet, especially among the seated players. A stem eti- 
quette presided, and the gamblers shrouded themselves in 
well-bred stoicism — losing without open distress or ire, 
winning without open exulation. The old hands, especially, 
began play with a padlock on the tongue and a mask upon 
the face. There are masks, however, that do not hide the 
eye ; and Miss Vizard caught some flashes that escaped the 
masks even then at the commencement of the play. Still, 
external stoicism prevailed, on the whole, and had a fixed 
example in the iaiUeur and the croupiers : playing many hours 
every day in the year but Good Friday, and always with other 
people's money, these men had parted with passion, and 
almost with sensation; they had become skilful automata, 
chanting a stave, and raking up or scattering haycocks of 
gold which to them were counters. 

It was with the monotonous voice of an automaton they 
intoned — 

" Faites votre jeu. Messieurs." 

Then, after a pause of ten seconds— 

" Le jeu est fiiit." 

Then, after two seconds — 

" Rien ne va plus." 

Then mumble — ^mumble — mumble. 

Then, '' Rouge perd et couleur," or whatever might be the 
result. 

Then the croupiers first raked in the players' losses with 
vast expedition; next they chucked the precise amount of 
the winnings on to each stake with unerring dexterity and 
the indifierence of machines, and the chant recommenced, 
" Faites votre jeu. Messieurs." 

Pause, ten seconds. 

''Lejeu est fait" 

Pause, two seconds. 

*' Rien ne va plus." 

The taUieur dealt, and the croupier intoned^ '' Rouge gagne 
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et OQuIeur perd ; " the mechanical raking and dexterous 
chucking followed. 

This with a low buzzing^ and the deadened jingle of gold 
upon green clothe and the light grating of the croupiers' rakes 
was the first impression upon Zoe's senses; but the mere 
game did not monopolise her attention many seconds. There 
were other things better worth noting: the great varieties 
of human type that a single passion had brought together 
in a small German town. Her ear was regaled with such a 
polyglot murmur as she had read of in Genesis^ but had never 
witnessed before. 

Here were the sharp Tuscan and the mellow Roman ; the 
sibilation of England, the brogue of Ireland, the Shibboleth 
of the Minories, the twang of certain American States, the 
guttural expectoration of Germany, the nasal emphasis of 
France, and even the modulated Hindostanee, and iJie sonor- 
ous Spanish all mingling. 

The types of face were as various as the tongues. 

Here was the green-eyed Tartar, the black-eyed Italian, 
and the grey-eyed Saxon ; faces all cheek-bones, and faces no 
cheek-b<mes ; the red Arabian, the fair Dane, and the dark 
Hindoo. 

Her woman's eye seized another phenomenon — the hands. 
Not nations only, but varieties of the animal kingdom were 
represented. Here were the white hands of fair women, and 
the red paws of obese shopkeepers, and the yellow, bird-like 
claws of old withered gamesters, all stretched out, side by 
side, in strange contrast, to place the stakes or scratch in the 
winnings ; and often the winners put their palms and paws 
on their heap of gold, just as a dog does on a bone when other 
dogs are nigh. 

But what Zoe's eye rested on longest was the costume and 
deportment of the ladies. A few were in good taste ; others 
aimed at a greater variety of beautiful colours, than the 
fair have up to this date succeeded in combining, without 
inflicting more pain on the beholders than a beneficent 
Creator— so far as we can judge by His own system of 
colour — ^intended the cultivated eye to suffer. Example — 
as the old writers used to say — one lady fired the air in 
primrose satin with red velvet trimming. This mild mixture 
reappeared on her head in a primrose hat with a red feather. 
A gold chain, so big that it would have done for a felon 
instead of a fool, encircled her neck, and was weighted with 
innumerable lockets, which in size and inventive taste re- 
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sembled a poached egg, and betrayed the insular goldsmith. 
A train three yards Jong completed this gorgeous figure. 
She had commenced life a shrimp-girl^ and pushed a dredge 
before her instead of pulling a silken besom after her. 
Another stately queen (with an " a ") heated the atmosphere 
with a burnous of that colour the French call Jlamme ienfeff 
and cooled it with a green bonnet A thiid appeared to 
have been struck with the beauty of a painter's pidette, and 
the skill with which its colours mix before the brush spoils 
them. Green body^ violet skirts^ rose-coloured trimmings, 
purple sleeves, light-green boots, lavender gloves. A shawl 
all gauze and gold, flounced like a petticoat; a bonnet so 
small and red feather so enormous and all-predominant, 
that a peacock seemed to be sitting on a hedge sparrow's 
nest. 

Zoe suspected these polychromatic ladies at a glance, and 
observed their manners in a mistrustful spirit, carefully. 
She was little surprised, though a good deal shocked, to 
find that some of them seemed familiar, and almost jocular, 
with the croupiers; and that, although they did not talk 
loud, being kept in order by the general etiquette, they 
rustled, and fidgeted, and played in a devil-may-care sort 
of manner. This was in great measure accounted for by 
the circumstance that they were losing other people's 
money. At all events, they often turned their heaids over 
their shoulders, and applied for fresh funds to their male 
companions. 

Zoe blushed at all this and said to Visard, " I should like 
to see the other rooms." She whispered to Miss Maitland, 
" Surely they are not veiy select in Uiis one." 

'' Lead on," said Vizard ; '^ that is the way." 

Fanny had not parted with his arm all this time. As they 
followed the others he said, '^ But she will find it is all the 
same thing." 

Fanny laughed in his face. ^' Don't you see f Cest la 
chasse au Seveme qui commence." 

" En voila un S^v^re," replied he. 

She was mute. She had not learned that sort of French 
in her finishing school. I forgive it. 

The next room was the same thing over again. 

Zoe stood a moment and drank everything in, then turned 
to Vizard, blushed, and said, '^ May we play a little now ? " 

"Why, of course." 

" Fanny 1" 
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" No ; you begin, dear. We will stand by and wish you 
success." 

''You are a coward," said Zoe loftily; and went to the 
table with more changes of colour than veteran lancers 
betray in charging in&ntry. It was the roulette table she 
chose. That seems a law of her sex. The true solution 
is not so profound as some that have been offered. It is 
this : trente et quarante is not only unintelligible but unin- 
teresting. At roulette there is a pictorial object and dramatic 
incident; the board, the turning of the moulinet, and the 
swift revolutions of an ivory ball, its lowered speed, its 
irregular bounds, and its final settlement in one of the many 
holes, numbered and coloured. Here the female under- 
standing sees something it can grasp, and, above all, the 
female eye catches something pictorial and amusing outside 
the loss or gain ; and so she goes, by her nature, to roulette, 
which is a greater swindle than the other. 

Zoe staked five pounds on No. 21 for an excellent reason ; 
she was in her twenty-first year. The ball was so illogical as 
to go into No. S, and she lost She stood by her number 
and lost again. She lost thirteen times in succession. 

The fourteenth time the ball rolled into 21, and the 
croupier handed her thirty-five times her stake, and a lot 
more for colour. 

Her eye flashed, and her cheek flushed, and I suppose 
she was tempted to bet more heavily, for she said, ''No; 
that will never happen to me again, I know:" and she 
arose, the richer by seveml napoleons, and said, ''Now let 
us go to another." 

" Humph ! " said Vizard. " What an extraordinary girl ! 
She will give the devil more trouble than most of you. 
Here's precocious prudence." 

Fanny laughed in his &ce. "C'est la chasse qui recom- 
mence," said she. 

I ought to explain that when she was in England she 
did not interlard her discourse with French scraps. She 
was not so ill-bred. But abroad she had got into a way of it 
through being often compelled to speak French. 

Vizard appreciated the sagacity of the remark, but he 
did not like the lady any the better for it He meditated 
in silence. He remembered that, when they were in the 
garden, Zoe had hung behind, and interpreted Fanny ill- 
naturedly ; and here was Fanny at the same game, literally 
|>ackbiting, or back-nibbling at all events. Said he to him- 
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self, ^* And these two are friends ! female friends." And he 
nursed his misogyny in silence. 

They came into a very noble room, the largest of all, with 
enormous mirrors down to the ground, and a ceiling biasing 
with gold, and the air glittering with lustres. Two very 
large tables, and a distinguished company at each, especially 
at the iretite et quarante. 

Before our little party had taken six steps into the room 
Zoe stood like a pointer ; and Fanny backed. Should these 
terms seem disrespectful let Fanny bear the blame. It is 
her application of the word ^^chasse" that drew down the 
simile. 

Yes, there sat Ned Seveme, talking familiarly to Joseph 
Ashmead, and preparing to ^'put the pot on," as he 
called it 

Now Zoe was so far gone that the very sight of Seveme was 
a balsam to her. She had a little bone to pick with him ; and 
when he was out of sight, the bone seemed pretty large. But 
when she saw his adorable face, unconscious, as it seemed, 
of wrong, the bone faded, and the face shone. 

Her own face cleared at the sight of him : she turned back 
to Fanny and Vizard, arch and smiling, and put her finger 
to her mouth, as much as to say, *' Let us have some fun. We 
have caught our truant : let us watch him, unseen, a little 
before we burst on him." 

Vizard enjoyed this and encouraged her with a nod. 

The consequence was that Zoe dropped Miss Maitland's 
arm, who took that opportunity to turn up her nose — and 
began to creep up like a young cat after a bird; taking a 
step and then pausing ; then another step and a long pause ; 
and still with her eye fixed on Seveme. He did not see her 
nor her companions, partly because they were not in front 
of him, but approaching at a sharp angle, and also because 
he was just then beginning to bet heavily on his system. 
By this means two progressive events went on contempor- 
aneously : the arch but cat-like advance of Zoe with pauses, 
and the betting of Seveme, in which he gave himself the 
benefit of his system. 

iVbir, having been the last to win, he went against the alter- 
nation and put £50 on nocr. Red won. Then, trae to his 
system, he doubled on the winning colour. £100 on red. 
Black won. He doubled on black and red won ; and there 
was £400 of his £500 gone in five minutes. 

On this proof that the likeliest thing to happen — viz., 
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alternation of the colour — does jome^tmet happen, Seveme lost 
heart. 

He turned to Ashmead with all the superstition of a gam- 
bler, '' For God's sake, bet for me ! " said he. He dntched 
his own hair convulsively in a struggle with his mania, and 
prevailed so fisr as to thrust £50 into his own pocket to live 
on, and gave Ashmead five tens. 

''Well, but," said Ashmead, ''you must tell me what to 
da" 

" No, no. Bet your own way for me** 

He had hardly uttered these words when he seemed to 
glare across the table at the great mirror, and suddenly put- 
ting his handkerchief to his mouth, he made a bolt sideways, 
plunged amidst the bystanders, and emerged only to dash 
into a room at the side. 

As he disappeared a lady csme dowly and pensively for- 
ward from the outer door: lifted her eyes as she neared the 
table, saw a vacant chair and glided into it, revealing, to 
Zoe Vizard and her party, a noble face, not so splendid and 
animated as on the stage, for its expression was slumbering ; 
still it was the face of Ina Klosking. 

No transformation trick was ever done more neatly and 
smoothly than this, in which, nevertheless, the performers 
acted without concert 

Seveme fled out, and the Klosking came slowly in; yet no 
one had time to take the seat, she glided into it so soon 
after Seveme had vacated it 

Zoe Vizard and her ftiends stared after the flying Seveme ; 
then stared at the new-comer ; and then turned round and 
stared at each other in mutual amazement and inquiiy. 

What was the meaning of this double incident, that re- 
sembled a conjurer's trick ? 

Having looked at her companions, and seen only her own 
surprise reflected, Zoe Vizard fixed her eyes, like burning- 
glasses, upon Ina Klosking. 

Then that lady thickened the mystery. She seemed very 
fiuniliar with the man Seveme had been so familiar with. 

That man contributed his share to the multiplying mystery. 
He had a muddy complexion, hair the colour of dirt, a long 
nose, a hatchet &ce, mean little eyes, and was evidently not a 
gentleman : he wore a brown velveteen shooting-coat, with a 
magenta tie that gave Zoe a pain in the eye. She had already 
felt sorry to see her Seveme was acquainted with such a 
man ; he seemed to her the ne plus ultra of vulgarity ; and 
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now, behold^ the artist, the woman she had so admired^ was 
equally familiar with the same objectionable person. 

To appreciate the hopeless puzzle of Zoe Vizard the reader 
must be on his guard against his own knowledge. He knows 
that Seveme and Ashmead were two Bohemians^ who had 
struck up acquaintance, all in a minute, that very evening. 
But Zoe had not this knowledge ; and she could not possibly 
divine it The whole thing was presented to her senses thus 
— a vulgar man, with a brown velveteen shooting-coat and 
a red-hot tie, was a mutual fHend of the gentlemanly Seveme 
and the dignified Klosking. Seveme left the mutual friend ; 
Mademoiselle Klosking joined the mutual friend ; and there 
she sat where Seveme had sat a moment ago, by the side of 
their mutual friend. 

All manner of thoughts and surmises thronged upon Zoe 
Vizard ; but each way of accounting for the mystery contra- 
dicted some plain fact or other : so she was driven at last to 
a woman's remedy. She would wait and watch. Seveme 
would probably come back and somehow furnish the key; 
meantime her eye was not likely to leave the Klosking, nor 
her ear to miss a syllable the Klosking might utter. 

She whispered to Vizard in a very peculiar tone, " I will 
play at this table," and stepped up to it with the word. 

The duration of such beauty as Zoe's is proverbially 
limited ; but the limit to its power, while it does last, has not 
yet been discovered. It is a fact that, as soon as she came 
close to the table, two male gamblers looked up, saw her, 
wondered at her, and actually jumped up and offered their 
seats : she made a courteous inclination of the head, and 
installed Miss Maitland in one seat without reserve. She 
put a little gold on the table, and asked Miss Maitland, in a 
whisper, to play for her. She herself had neither eye nor ear 
except for Ina Klosking. That lady was having a discussion, 
sotto voce, with Ashmead ; and if she had been one of your 
mumblers, whose name is legion, even Zoe's swift ear could 
have caught little or nothing. But when a voice has volume^ 
and the great habit of articulation has been brought to per- 
fection, the word^ travel surprisingly. 

Zoe heard the lady say to Ashmead, scarcely above her 
breath, "Well, but if he requested you to bet for him how 
can he blame you ? " 

Zoe could not catch Ashmead's reply, but it was accom- 
panied by a shake of the head : so she understood him to 
object. 
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Then after a little more discussioDj Ina Klosking said, 
" What money have you of mine ? " 

Ashmead produced some notes. 

"Very well," said the Klosking. "Now I shall teke my 
twenty-five pounds, and twenty-five pounds of his, and play. 
When he returns we shall, at all events, have twenty-five 
pounds safe for him. I take the responsibility." 

" Oh," thought Zoe, " then he u coming back. Ah, I shall 
see what all this means." She felt sick at heart. 

Zoe Vizard was on the other side, but not opposite 
Mademoiselle Klosking; she was considerably to the right 
hand, and as the new-comer was much occupied, just at first, 
with Ashmead, who sat on her left, Zoe had time to dissect 
her, which she did without mercy. Well, her costume was 
beautifully made, and fitted on a symmetrical figure; but 
as to colour, it was neutral — a warm French grey — and 
neither courted admiration nor risked censure ; it was un- 
pretending. Her lace collar was valuable, but not striking. 
Her hair was beautiful, both in gloss and colour, and beauti- 
fully, but neatly arranged. Her gloves and wristbands were 
perfect 

As every woman aims at appearance, openly or secretly, 
and every other woman knows she does, Zoe did not look 
at this meek dress with male simplicity, unsuspidous of 
design, but asked herself what was the leading motive ; and 
the question was no sooner asked than answered. " She has 
dressed for her golden hair and her white throat. Her hair, 
her deep grey eyes, and her skin, are just like a flower : she 
has dressed herself as the modest stalk. She is an artist." 

At the same table were a Russian Princess, an English 
Countess, and a Bavarian Duchess, all well dressed upon 
the whole; but their dresses show^ ofi* their dresses; the 
Klosking's showed off herself. And there was a native 
dignity, and, above all, a wonderful seemliness about the 
Klosking that inspired respect Dress and deportment were 
all of a piece — decent and deep. 

While Zoe was picking her to pieces, Ina, having settled 
matters vrith Ashmead, looked up, and of course took in 
every other woman who was in sight at a single sweep. 
She recognised Zoe directly, with a flush of pleasure; 
a sweet, bright expression broke over her face, and she 
bowed to her with a respectful cordiality that was capti- 
vating. Zoe yielded to the charm of manner, and bowed 
and smiled in return, though, till that moment, she had 

102 



A WOMAN-HATER 

been knitting her black brows at her in wonder and vague 
suspicion. 

Ina trifled with her game at first. Ashmead was still 
talking to her of the young swell and his system. He explained 
it to her and how it had £Euled. " Not but what^" said he^ 
'^ there is a great deal in it most evenings. But to-day there 
are no runs ; it is all turn and turn about. If it would rain 
now^ you would see a change." 

" Well/' said Ina^ ^^ I will bet a few pounds on red^ then 
on blacky till these runs begin." 

During the above conversation, of which Zoe caught little, 
because Ashmead was the chief speaker, she cast her eyes all 
round the table and saw a curious assemblage of figures. 

There was a solemn Turk melting his piastres with admir- 
able gravity ; there was the Russian Princess ; and there was 
a lady, dressed in loud, inomgruous colours, such as once 
drew from a horrified modiste the cry, '^Ah, Dieu! quelle 
immorality 1 ! " and that's a fact There was a Popish priest 
looking sheepish as he staked his silver; and an Anglican 
rector betting fivers, and as nonchalant, in the blest absence 
of his flock and the Baptist minister, as if he was playing at 
whist with the old Bishop of Norwich, who played a nightly 
rubber in my father's day — and a very bad one. There was 
a French Count, nearly six feet high, to whom the word 
''old" would have been unjust: he was antique, and had 
turned into bones and leather ; but the hair on that dilapi- 
dated trunk was its own ; and Zoe preferred him much to 
the lusty old English beau beside him, with ivory teeth and 
ebon locks that cost a pretty penny. 

There was a fat, livid Neapolitan, betting heavily ; there 
was a Creole lady, with a fine oval face rather sallow, and eyes 
and hair as black as Zoe's own. Indeed the Creole excelled 
her by the addition of a little black firinge upon her upper 
lip, that, prejudice apart, became her very welL Her front 
hair was confined by two gold threads, a little way apart, on 
which were fixed a singular ornament, the vivid eyes of a 
peacock's tail set close together all round. It was glorious, 
regal. The hussy should have been the Queen of Sheba 
receiving Solomon, and showing her peacock's eyes against 
his crown jewels. Like the lilies of the field, these products 
of nature are bad to beat, as we say on Yorkshire turf. 

Indeed that frontlet was so beautiful and well placed, it 
drew forth glances of marked disdain from every lady within 
sight of it, Zoe excepted; She was placable. This was a 
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lesson in colour ; and she managed to forgive the teacher in 
consideration of the lesson. 

Amidst the gaudier birds there was a dove — a young lady^ 
well-dressed^ with Quaker-like simplicity, in grey silk dress 
with no trimmings, a white silk bonnet and veil. Her face 
was full of virtues. Meeting her elsewhere, you would say, 
'^ That is a good wife, a good daughter, and the making of a 
good mother." Her expression at the table was thoughtful 
and a little anxious ; but every now and then she turned her 
head to look for her husband, and gave him so sweet a smile 
of conjugal sympathy and affection as made Zoe almost pray 
they might win. The husband was an officer, a veteran^ 
with grizzled hair and moustache, a colonel who had com- 
manded a brigade in action, but could only love and spoil 
his wife. He ought to have been her fether, her friend, her 
commander, and marched her out of that *' Curse-all " to the 
top of Cader Idris, if need was. Instead of that he stood 
behind her chair like a lackey all day : for this dove was as 
desperate a gambler as any in Europe ; it was not that she 
bet very heavily, but that she bet every day and all day. 
She began in the afternoon and played till midnight if there 
was a table going. She knew no day of religion — ^no day 
of rest She won and she lost: her own fortune and her 
husband's stood the money drain ; but how about the golden 
hours? She was losing her youth and wasting her soul. 
Yet the Administration gave her a warning; they did not 
allow the irretrievable hours to be stolen from her with a 
noiseless hand. At All Soul's College, Oxford, in the first 
quadrangle, grave, thoughtful men raised to the top storey, 
two hundred years ago, a grand sundial, the largest, perhaps, 
and noblest in the kingdom. They set it on the fkce of the 
Quad, and wrote over the long pointers, in large letters of 
gold, these words, *' Pereunt et imputantur," which refer to 
the hours indicated below, and mean literally, " They perish, 
and go down to our account " ; but really imply a little more 
— viz., that "they are wasted and go to our debit" These 
are true words, and big words, bigger than any Royal Com- 
missioner has uttered up to date, and reach the mind through 
the senses, and have warned the scholars of many a genera- 
tion not to throw away the seed-time of their youth, which 
never can come twice to any man. Well, the Administration 
of the Kursaal conveyed to that lost English dove and others 
a note of warning, which struck the senses, as does the im- 
mortal warning emblazoned on the fair brow of that beautiful 
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college; only, in the Kursaal the warning struck the ear, 
not the eye. They provided French clocks with a singularly 
clear metallic striking tick ; their blows upon the life of Time 
rang sharp above the chant, the mumble, and the jingle. 
These clocks seemed to ciy aloud, and say of the hours, 
whose waste they recorded, " Pere-unt-et-impu-tantur, pere- 
unt-et-impu-tantur." 

Reckless of this protest the waves of play rolled on, and 
ere long, sucked all our characters, but Vizard, into the 
vortex. Zoe hazarded a sovereign on red, and won ; then 
two on black, and won; then four on red, and won. She 
was launched, and Fanny too. They got excited and bet 
higher; the croupiers pelted them with golden coins, and 
they began to pant and flush, and their eyes to gleam. The 
old gamblers' eyes seem to have lost this power — they have 
grown fishy; but the eyes of these female novices were a 
sight. Fanny's, being light grey, gleamed like a panther's 
whose prey is within leap. Zoe's dark orbs could not re- 
semble any wild beast's ; but they glowed with unholy fire : 
and, indeed, all down the table was now seen that which 
no painter can convey — for his beautiful, but contracted 
art confines him to a moment of time — and writers have 
strangely neglected to notice — viz., the progress of the 
countenance under play. Many of the masks melted as if 
they had been of wax, and the natural expressions forced 
their way ; some got flushed with triumph, others wild and 
haggard with their losses. One ghastly glaring loser sat 
quite quiet when his all was gone ; but clenched his hands 
so that the nails ran into the flesh, and blood trickled: 
discovering which, a friend dragged him ofi* like something 
dead. Nobody minded. 

The fiftt old beau got worried by his teeth, and pulled them 
out in a pet and pocketed them. 

Miss Maitland, who had begun with her grey hair in neat 
little curls, deranged one so with convulsive hand, that it 
came all down her cheek, and looked most rakish and un- 
becoming. Even Zoe and Fanny had turned from lambs to 
leopardesses. Patches of red on each cheek and eyes like 
red-hot coals. 

The colours had begun to run, and at first the players lost 
largely to the bank, with one exception. 

Ina Klosking discerned the change, and backed the winning 
colour, then doubled on it twice. She did this so luckily 
three or four times that, though her single stake was, at first, 
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only £40^ gold seemed to grow around her ; and even notes 
to rise and make a cushion. She^ too^ was excited^ though 
not openly ; her gloves were off, and her own lovely hand^ 
the whitest in the room, placed the stakes. You might 
see a red spot on her cheek-bone, and a strange glint in 
her deep eye ; but she could not do anything that was not 
seemly. 

She played calmly, boldly, on the system that had cleared 
out Ned "S^yeme, and she won heavily, because she was in 
luck. It was her hour and her vein. 

By this time Zoe and Faimy were cleaned out ; and looked 
in amazement at the Klosking, and wondered how she 
did it. 

Miss Maitland at her last sovereign, began to lean on the 
victorious Klosking, and bet as she did : her pile increased. 
The dove caught sight of her game and backed her luck. 
The Creole backed her heavily. 

Presently there was an extraordinary run on black. 
Numbers were caught. The Klosking won three times 
and lost three times : but the bets she won were double 
bets, and those she lost were single. 

Then came a refait, and the bank swept off half her stake ; 
but even here she was lucky. She had only £40 on. 

By-and-by came the event of the night. Black had, for 
some time, appeared to rule the roost, and thrust red off the 
tabled and the Klosking lost £200. 

The Klosking put £200 on red ; it won. She doubled : 
red won. She left the £400 — the maximum. Tliere was a 
dead silence. The creole lady put the maximum on red, 
£400. Red won. Ina Klosking looked a Httle pale : but, 
driven by some unaccountable impulse, she played the maxi- 
mum again. So did the creole. Red won. The automata 
chucked £1200 to the Klosking, and £800 to the other 
lady. Ina betted £40 on black. Red won again. She put 
£200 on black : black won. She doubled : black won again. 
She played the maximum : black won. Maximum again : 
black won. 

The Creole and others stood with her in that last run, and 
the money was chucked. But the settlement was followed 
by a short whisper, and a croupier, in a voice as mechanical 
as ever, chanted that the sum set apart for that table was 
exhausted for that day. 
. The Klosking and her backers had broken the bank. 
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CHAPTER X 

There was a buzsing and a thronging round the victorious 
player. 

ina rose, and with a delicate movement of her milk-white 
hand, turned the mountain of gold and column of notes to- 
wards Ashmead. ^* Make haste, please," she whispef ed ; then 
put on her gloves deliberately, while Ashmead shoved the 
gold and the notes anyhow into the inner pockets of his 
shooting-jacket, and buttoned it well up. 

"AUwu" said she calmly, and took his arm; but, as she 
moved away, she saw Zoe Vizard passing on the other side of 
the table. Their eyes met: she dropped Ashmead's arm, 
and made her a sweeping curtsey full of polite consideration, 
and a sort of courteous respect for the person saluted, 
coupled with a certain dignity ; and then she looked wistfully 
at her a moment I believe she would have spoken to her if 
she had been alone; but Miss Maitland and Fanny Dover 
had, both of them, a trick of putting on noli me tangere faces 
amongst strangers. It did not mean much; it is an unfor- 
tunate English habit : but it repels foreigners ; they neither 
do it nor understand it 

Those two &ces, not downright forbidding^ but uninviting, 
turned the scale ; and the Klosking, who was not a forward 
woman, did not yield to her inclination and speak to Zoe. 
She took Ashmead's arm again and moved away. 

Then Zoe turned back and beckoned Vizard. He joined 
her. « There she is," said Zoe : '' shall I speak to her ? " 

Would you believe it ? He thought a moment, and then 
said gloomily, "Well? — no. Half cured now. Seen the 
lover in time." So that opportunity was frittered away. 

Before the English party left the Kursaal, Zoe asked 
timidly if they ought not to make some inquiry about 
Mr. Seveme. He had been taken ill again. 

"Ay, taken ill, and gone to be cured at another table," 
said Vizard ironically. "Til make the tour and collar 
him." 

He went off in a hurry : Miss Maitland £M;ed a glass and 
proceeded to arrange her curL 

Fanny, though she had offered no opposition to Vizard's 
going, now seized Zoe's arm with unusnid energy, and almost 
dragged her aside. "The idea of sending Harrington on 
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that fool's errand ! " said she peevishly. " Why, Zoe ! where 
are your eyes ? " 

Zoe showed her by opening them wide. "What do you 
mean.^" 

" What — do — I — mean ? No matter. Mr. Seveme is not 
in this building, and you know it." 

" How can I know ? All is so mysterious/' faltered Zoe. 
*' How do you know ? " 

" Because — there— least said is soonest mended." 

^' Fanny, you are older than me, and ever so much cleverer. 
Tell me, or you are not my friend." 

" Wait till you get home, then. Here he is." 

Visard told them he had been through all the rooms : the 
only chance now was the dining-room. '' No," said Fanny, 
''we wish to get home ! we are rather tired." 

They went to the rail; and, at first. Vizard was rather 
talkative, making his comments an the players; but the 
ladies were taciturn, and brought him to a stand. "Ah," 
thouffht he, "nothing interests them now; Adonis is not 
here. ' So he retired within himself. 

When they reached the " Russie," he ordered a petti touper 
hi an hour, and invited the ladies. Meantime they retired ; 
Miss Maitland to her room, and Fanny, with Zoe, to hers. 
By this time Miss Dover had lost her alacrity, and would, 
I verily believe, have shunned a t^te-d-teie if she could ; but 
there was a slight paleness in Zoe's cheek, and a compression 
of the lips, which told her plainly that young lady meant 
to have it out with her. They both knew so well what was 
coming that Zoe merely waved her to a chair, and leaned 
herself against the bed, and said, " Now, Fanny." So Fanny 
was brought to bay. 

" Dear me," said she piteously, " I don't know what to do 
between you and Aunt Maitland. If I say all I think, I 
suppose you will hate me ; and, if I don't, I shall be told 
I'm wicked, and don't warn an orphan girL She flew at me 
like a bull-dog before your brother ; she said I was twenty- 
five, and I only own to twenty-three. And after all what 
could I say ? for I do feel I ought to give you the benefit 
of my experience, and make myself as disagreeable as sfie 
does. And I have given you a hint, and a pretty broad one ; 
but you want such plain speaking." 

"I do," said Zoe. "So please speak plainly — if you 
can." 

" Ah, you say that." 
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^ And I aiean it. Never mind consequences ; tell me the 
tmth." 

'' like a man, eh ? and get hated." 

*^ Men are well worth imitating, in some things. Tell me 
the truth, pleasant or not; and I shall always respect you." 

'' Bother respect. I am like the rest of us ; I want to he 
loved a little bit But there — I'm in for it I have said too 
much, or too little. I know that Well, Zoe, the long and 
the short is — ^you have a rival." 

Zoe turned rather pale, but was not so much shaken as 
Fanny expected. 

She received the blow in silence. But, after a while, she 
said, with some firmness, ^* Mademoiselle Klosking? " 

'' Oh, you are not quite blind, then." 

''And pray which does he prefer?" asked Zoe, a little 
proudl). 

" It is plain he likes you the best But why does he fear 
her so ? This is where yon seem all in the dark. He flew 
out of the opera lest she should see him." 

''Oh! Absunl!" 

'' He cut you and Vizard rather than call upon her with 
you." 

"And so he did." 

" He flew from the gambling-table the moment she entered 
the room." 

'^ Behind him. She came in behind him." 

''There was a large mirror in front of him." 

''Oh, Fanny ! oh !" and Zoe clasped her hands piteously. 
But she recovered herself and said, "After all, appearances 
are deceitful" 

"Not so deceitful as men," said Fanny sharply. 

But Zoe clung to her straw. "M^ht not two things 
happen together ? He is subject to blecMding at the nose. It 
is strange it should occur twice so ; but it is possible." 

"Zoe," said Fanny gravely, "he is not subject to bleeding 
at the nose." 

" Oh ! then — but how can you know that ? what right have 
you to say that ? " 

" I'll show you," said Fanny, and left the room. 

She soon came back, holding something behind her back. 
Even at the last moment she was half unwilling. However, 
i^e looked down and said, in a very peculiar tone, " Here is 
the handkerchief he put before his face at the opera ; there ! " 
and she threw it into Zoe's lap. 
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Zoe's nature revolted against evidence so obtained. She 
did not even take up the luuidkerchief. '' What ! " she cried ; 
*' you took it out of his pocket ? " 

«No." 

''Then you have been in his room and got it" 

" Nothing of the htnd / I sent Rosa." 

"My maid!" 

" Mine, for that job. I gave her half-a^crown, to borrow 
it for a pattern." 

Zoe seized the handkerchief and ran her eye over it in a 
moment. There was no trace of blood on it, and there were 
his initials, " E. S./' in the comer. Her woman's eye fastened 
instantly on these. ''Silk ? " said she, and held it up to the 
light "No. Hair!— golden hair. It ia hers!*' And she 
flung the handkerchief from her as if it was a viper, and 
even when on the ground eyed it with dilating orbs and a 
hostile horror. 

" La ! " said Fanny ; " fancy that ! You are not blind now. 
You have seen more than me. I made sure it was yellow silk." 

But this frivolous speech never even entered Zoe's ear. 
She was too deeply shocked. She went, feebly, and sat down 
in a chair, and covered her face with her hands. 

Fanny eyed her with pity. "There," said she, almost 
crying, " I never tell the truth but I bitterly repent it" 

Zoe took no notice of this droll apophthegm. Her hands 
began to work. "What shall I do? ' she said ; "what shall 
I do?" 

"Oh, don't go on like that, Zoe!" cried Fanny. "After 
all it is you he prefers. He ran away from her." 

" Ah, yes. But why ? — ^why ? What has he done ? " 

"Jilted her, I suppose. Aunt Maitland thinks he is after 
money : and, you know, you have got money." 

" Have I nothing else ?" said the proud beauty ; and lifted 
her bowed head for a moment 

" You have everything. But you should look things in the 
face. Is that singer an unattractive woman ? " 

" Oh, no ; but she is not poor. Her kind of talent is paid 
enormously." 

" That is true," said Fanny. " But perhaps she wastes it. 
She is a gambler like himself." 

" Let him go to her," said Zoe wildly. " I will share no 
man's heart" 

" He will never go to her, unless — well, unless we tell him 
that she has broken the bank with his money." 
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''If jou think so badly of him, tell him then, and 
let him go. Oh, I am wretched ! I am wretched ! " She 
lifted her hands in despair, and began to crj and sob 
bitterly. 

Fanny was melted at her distress, and kneeled to her, and 
cried with her. 

Not being a girl of steady principle, she went round with 
the wind. ''Dear Zoe," said she: ''it is deeper than I 
thought La ! if you love him, why torment yourself? " 

" No," said Zoe ; " it is deceit and mystery that torment 
me. Oh, what shall I do? what shall I do?" 

Fanny interpreted this vague exclamation of sorrow as 
asking advice and said, "I dare not advise you; I can 
only tell you what I should do in your place. I should 
make up my mind at once, whether I loved the man or 
only hked him. If I only liked him, I ■ would turn him up 
at once." 

" Turn him up ? what is that ? " 

"Turn him off, then. If I loved him, I would not let 
any other woman have the least little bit of a chance to 
get him. For instance, I would not let him know this old 
sweetheart of his has won three thousand pounds at least, 
for I noted her winnings. Diamond cut diamond, my dear. 
He is concealing from you something or other about him 
and this Klosking: hide you this one little thing about 
the Klosking from him — till you get my gentleman safe to 
England." 

" And this is love ! I call it warfare." 

" And love is warfare, three times out of four. Any way, 
it is for you to decide, Zoe. I do wish you had never seen the 
man. He is not what he seems. He is a poor adventurer^ 
and a bundle of deceit" 

" You are very hard on him. You don't know alL" 

" No, nor a quarter ; and you know less. There, dear, dry 
your eyes and fight against it. After all, you know, you are 
mistress of the situation. I'll settle it for you, which way 
you like." 

" You will ? Oh, Fanny, you are very good ! " 

" Say indulffent, please ; I'm not good, and never will be, 
if / can pombhf help. I despise good people ; they are as 
weak as water. But I do like you, Zoe Vizard, better than 
any other woman in the world. That is not saying very 
much : my taste is for men. I think them gods and devils 
compared with us; and I do admire gods and devils. No 
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matter^ dear. Kiss me and say^ ^ Fanny^ act for me,' and I'll 
do it." 

Zoe kissed her, and then, by a truly virginal impulse, hid 
her burning face in her hands, and said nothing at all. 

Fanny gave her plenty of time and then said kindly, 
''Well, dear?'' 

Then Zoe murmured, scarce audibly, '' Act — a# if— I loved 
him." 

And still she kept her &ce covered with her hands. 

Fanny was anything but surprised at this conclusion of 
the struggle. She said, with a certain alacrity, '' Very well, 
I will : so now bathe your eyes and come in to supper." 

" No, no ; please go and make an excuse for me." 

'' I shall do nothing of the kind. I won't be told by-4nd- 
by I have done wrong. I will do your business, but it shall 
be in your hearing* Then you can interfere if you choose. 
Only you had better not put your word in till you see what 
I am driving at" 

With a little more encouragement Zoe was prevailed on 
to sponge her tearful eyes, and compose herself and join 
Harrington at supper. 

Miss Maitland soon retired, pleading fatigue and packing ; 
and she had not been gone long when Fanny gave her 
friend a glance and began upon Harrington. 

*' You are very fond of Mr, Seveme, are you not ? " said 
she. 

" I am," said Vizard, stoutly preparing for battle. " You 
are not, perhaps." 

Fanny laughed at this prompt pugnacity. *' Oh yes, I am," 
said she : '^ devoted. But he has a weakness you must own. 
He is rather fond of gambling." 

*' He is, I am sorry to say. It is his one fault Most of 
us have two or three." 

*' Don't you think it would be a pity if he was to refuse 
to go with us to-morrow? was to prefer to stay here and 
gamble?" 

" No fear of that : he has given me his word of honour." 

" Still I think it would be hardly safe to tempt him. If 
you go and tell him that a friend of his won such a lot of 
money he will want to stop ; and if he does not stop, he will 
go away miserable. You know they began betting with his 
money, though they went on with their own." 

" Oh, did they ? What was his own money ? " 

" How much was it, Zoe ? " 
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" Fifty pounds." 

"Well/ said Vizard, "you must admit it is hard he should 
lose his own money. And yet I own I am most anxious to 
get him away fh>m this place. Indeed I have a project ; I 
want him to rusticate a few months at our place, while I set 
my lawyer to look into his affairs and see if his estate cannot 
be cleared. I'll be bound the farms are underlet What 
does the admirable Crichton know about such trifles ? " 

Fanny looked at Zoe, whose colour was rising high at all 
this. "Well/' said she, "when you gentlemen fall in love 
mih each other, you certainly are faithful creatures." 

" Because we can count on fidelity in return/' sidd Vizard. 
He thought a little and said, " Well, as to the other thing — 
you leave it to me. Let us understand one another. Nothing 
we saw at the gambling-table is to be mentioned by us ? " 

"No." 

"Crichton is to be taken to England for his good } " 

" Yes." 

"And I am to be grateful to you for your co-operation in 
this?" 

" You can, if you like." 

" And you will secure an agreeable companion for the rest 
of the tour, eh ? my diplomatic cousin, and my silent sister ? " 

" Yes ; but it is too bad of you to see through a poor girl, 
and her little game, like that. I own he is a charming 
companion." 

Fanny's cunning eyes twinkled, and Zoe blushed crimson 
to see her noble brother manipulated by this artful minx, and 
then flattered for his perspicacity. 

From that moment a revulsion took place in her mind, and 
pride fought furiously with love — for a time. 

This was soon made apparent to Fanny Dover. When 
they retired, Zoe looked very gloomy, so Fanny asked, rather 
sharply, " Well, what is the matter now ? didn't I do it 
cleverly ? " 

"Yes, yes, too cleverly. Oh, Fanny, I begin to revolt 
against myself." 

"This is nice/' said Fanny. "Go on, dear. It is just 
what I ought to have expected. You were there. You 
had only to interfere. You didn't. And now you are dis- 
contented." 

" Not with you. Spare me. You are not to blame ; and 
I am very unhappy. I am losing my self-respect. Oh, if this 
goes on, I shall hate him." 
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'^ Yes^ dear — for five minutes ; and then love him double. 
Come, don't deceive yourself, and don't torment yourself. 
All your trouble, we shall leave it behind us to-morrow, and 
every hour will take us further from it" 

With this practical view of matters she kissed Zoe and 
hurried to bed. 

But Zoe scarcely closed her eyes all night. 

Seveme did not reach the hotel till past eleven o'clock, and 
went straight to his own room. 



CHAPTER XI 

AsHMEAD accompanied Mademoiselle Klosking to her apart- 
ment. It was lighted, and the cloth laid for supper under 
the chandelier, a snow - white Hamburg damask. Ashmead 
took the winnings out of his pocket, and proudly piled the 
gold and crumpled notes in one prodigious mass upon the 
linen, that shone like satin, and made the gold look doubly 
inviting. Then he drew back and gloated on it. The 
Klosking, too, stood and eyed the pile of wealth with amaze- 
ment and a certain reverence. ^^Let me count it," said 
Ashmead. He did so> and it came to four thousand nine 
hundred and eighty-one pounds, English money. ''And to 
think," said he, '' if you had taken my advice you would not 
have a penny of this ! " 

" rU take your advice now," said she. '* I will never 
gamble again. ' 

*^ Well, take my advice and lock up the swag before a 
creature sees it Homburg is full of thieves." 

She complied, and took away the money in a napkin. 

Ashmead called after her to know might he order supper. 

" If you will be so kind." 

Ashmead rejoiced at this unguarded permission, and ordered 
a supper that made Karl stare. 

The Klosking returned in about half an hour, clad in a 
crisp peignoir, 

Ashmead confronted her. **l have ordered a bottle of 
champagne," said he. Her answer surprised him. ''You 
have done well. We must now begin to prove the truth 
of the old proveri^, 'Ce que vient par la fldte s'en va au 
tambour.' " 
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At supper Mr. Ashmead was the chief cLrmker^ and by a 
natural consequence, the chief speaker : he held out brilliant 
prospects; he favoured the Klosking with a discourse on 
advertising. No talent availed without it; large posters, 

Pictures, window-cards, &c. ; but as her talent was super- 
itive, he must now endeavour to keep up with it by in- 
vention in his line — ^the puff circumstantial, the puff poetic, 
the puff anecdotal, the puff controversial, all tending to 
blow the fame of the Klosking in every eye and ring it 
in every ear. "You take my advice," said he, '^and de- 
vote this money, every penny of it, to Publicity. Don't 
you touch a single shiner for anything that does not re- 
turn a hundred per cent. Publicity does, when the article 
is prime." 

" You forget," said she, ^^ this money does not all belong 
to me. Another can claim half; the gentleman with whom 
we are in partnership." 

Ashmead looked literally blue. '' Nonsense!" said he 
roughly ; " he can only claim his fifty pounds." 

" Nay, my friend. I took two equal sums — one was his, 
one mine." 

** That has nothing to do with it. He told me to bet for 
him ; I didn't — and I shall take him back his fifty pounds, 
and say so. I know where to find him." 

"Where?" 

" That is my business. Don't you go mad now and break 
my heart" 

" Well, my firiend, we will talk of it to-morrow morning. 
It certainly is not very clear; and perhaps, after I have 
prayed and slept, I may see more plainly what is right." 

Ashmead observed she was pale, and asked her, with con- 
cern, if she was ill. 

" No, not ill," said she, " but worn out My friend, I knew 
not at the time how great was my excitement ; but now I am 
conscious that this afternoon I have lived a week. My very 
knees give way under me." 

Upon this admission Ashmead hurried her to bed. 

She slept soundly for some hours; but, having once 
awakened, she fell into a half sleepless state, and was full of 
dreams and fancies. These preyed on her so, that she rose 
and despatched a servant to Ashmead, with a line in pencil, 
^Sg^g ^^^ to ^^^ <^ early breakfast with her, at nine 
o'clock. 

As soon as ever he came she began upon the topic of last 
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night. She hud thought it over, and said frankly she was 
not without hopes the gentleman, if he was really a gentle- 
man^ might be contented with something less than half. 
But she really did not see how she could refuse him some 
share of her ¥rinning8, should he demand it. ''Think of 
it," said she. ''The poor man loses — J&400, I think you 
said. Then he says, 'Bet you for me,' and goes away, 
trusting to your honour. His luck changes in my hands. 
Is he to lose all when he loses, and win nothing when he 
wins, merely because I am so fortunate as to win much? 
However, we shall hear what he says. You gave him your 
address." 

" I said I was at the ' Golden Star,' " growled Ashmead, 
in a tone that plainly showed he was vexed with himself 
for being so communicative. 

" Then he will pay us a visit as soon as he hears ; so I need 
give myself no further trouble." 

"Why should you? Wait till he comes," said crafty 
Ashmead. 

Ina Klosking coloured. She felt her friend was tempt- 
ing her; and felt she was not quite beyond the power of 
temptation. 

" What was he like ? " said she, to turn the conversation. 

" The handsomest young fellow I ever saw." 

" Young, of course ? " 

" Yes, quite a boy ; at least he looked a boy. To be sure 
his talk was not like a boy's; very precocious, I should 
say." 

" What a pity ! to begin gambling so young ! " 

" Oh, he is all right ; if he loses every farthing of his own 
he will marry money. Any woman would have him. You 
never saw such a curled darling." 

"Dark or fair?" 

" Fair. Pink and white like a girl : a hand like a lady." 
I "Indeed! Fine eyes?" 

"Splendid." 

"What colour?" 

" I don't know. Lord bless you ! a man does not examine 
another man's eyes, like you ladies. However, now I think 
of it, there was one curious thing I should know him by any- 
where." 

" And what was that ? " 

"Well, you see, his hair was brown; but just above the 
forehead he had one lock that was gold itself/' 
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While he said this the Klosking's face underwent the most 
rapid and striking changes ; and at last she sat looking at 
him wildly. 

It was some time before he noticed her, and then he was 
quite alarmed at her strange expression. '^What is the 
matter ? " said he. '' Are you ill ? " 

*' No^ no^ no ; only a little — ^astonished. Such a thing as 
that is very rare." 

"That it is. I never saw a case before." 

" Not one, in all your life ? " asked she eagerly. 

" Well, no ; not that I remember." 

" Excuse me a minute," said Ina Klosking, and went hur- 
riedly from the room. 

Ashmead thought her manner very strange, but concluded 
she was a little unhinged by yesterday's excitement. More- 
over, there faced him an omelet of enormous size, and 
savoury. He thought this worthy to divide a man's atten- 
tion even with a great creature's tantrums. He devoted 
himself to it, and it occupied him so agreeably that he did 
not observe the conduct of Mademoiselle Klosking on her 
return. She placed three photographs softly on the table, 
not very £Eur from him, and then resumed her seat ; but her 
eye never left him: and she gave monosyllabic and almost 
impatient replies to everything he mumbled with his mouth 
full of omelet. 

When he had done his omelet he noticed the photo- 
graphs. They were all coloured. He took one up. It was 
an elderly woman, sweet, venerable, and £ur-haired. He 
looked at Ina and at the photograph, and said, "This is 
your mother." 

" It is." 

" It is angehc — as might be expected." 

He took up another. 

" This is your brother, I suppose. Stop. Hullo ! — ^what 
is this ? Are my eyes making a fool of me ? " 

He held out the photograph at arm's length, and stared 
from it to her. "Why, madam," said he, in an awe-struck 
voice, "this is the gentleman — the player; I'd swear to 
him." 

Ina started from her seat while he spoke. " Ah ! " she 
cried, "I thought so — my Edward!" and sat down, trem- 
bling violently. 

Ashmead ran to her and sprinkled water in her face, for 
she seemed ready to faint; but she murmured "No, no," 
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and soon the colour rushed into her face, and she clasped 
her hands together and cried, *' I have found him ! " and 
the storm of varying emotions ended in tears that gave her 
relief. 

It was a long time before she spoke ; but when she did 
her spirit and her natural strength of character took the 
upper hand. '^ Where is he ? " said she firmly. 

" He told me he was at the ' Russie/ " 

" We will go there at once. When is the next train ? " 

Ashmead looked at his watch. '' In ten minutes. We can 
hardly do it" 

''Yes, we can. Order a carriage this instant. I will be 
ready in one minute." 

They caught the train and started. 

As they glided along, Ashmead begged her not to act too 
hurriedly, and expose herself to insult. 

'' Who will dare insult me ? " 

"Nobody, I hope. Still I cannot bear you to go into 
a strange hotel hunting this man. It is monstrous; but 
I'm afraid you will not be welcome. Something has just 
occurred to me ; the reason he ran off so sudden was he saw 
you coming. There was a mirror opposite. Ah, we need 
not have feared he would come back for his winnings. Idiot 
—villain!" 

''You stab me to the heart," said Ina. "He ran away 
at sight of me? Ah, Jesu, pity me! What have I done 
to him?" 

Honest Ashmead had much ado not to blubber at this 
patient cry of anguish, though the woman herself shed no 
tear just then. But his judgment was undimmed br passion, 
and he gave her the benefit "Take my advice,' said he, 
" and work it this way. Come in a close carriage to the side 
street that is nearest the ' Russie.' Fll go in to the hotel, 
and ask for him by his name — ^what is his name ? " 

" Mr. Edward Seveme." 

" And say that I was afraid to stake his money ; but a 
friend of mine, that is a bold player, undertook it, and had 
a great run of luck. 'There is money owing you,' says I, 
'and my friend has brought it' Then he is sure to come. 
You will have your veil down, I'll open the carriage-door 
and tell him to jump in, and when you have got him you 
must make him hear reason. I'll give you a good chance — 
I'll shut the carriage-door." 
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CHAPTER XII 



Ina smOed at his ingenuity — her first smile that day. " You 
are indeed a friend/' said she. " He fears reproaches ; but 
when he finds he is welcome he will stay with me. And he 
shall have money to play with^ and amuse himself how he 
likes. I kept too tight a rein on him^ poor fellow. My good 
mother taught me prudence." 

''Yes; but/' said Ashmead^ ''you must promise me one 
thing — not to let him know how much money you have won, 
and not to go like a goose a^d give him a lot at once. It 
never pays to part with power in this wicked world. You 
give him twenty pounds a day to play with, whenever he is 
cleaned out. Then the money will last your time, and he 
will never leave you." 

"Oh, how cold-hearted and wise you are!" said she. 
" But such a humiliating position for Mm I " 

" Don't you be silly. You won't keep him any other way," 

" I will be as wise as I can," sighed Ina, " I have had a 
bitter lesson. Only bring him to me, and then who knows ? 
I am a change : my love may revive his, and none of these 
pitiable precautions may be needed. They would lower us 
both." 

Ashmead groaned aloud. " I see/' said he. " He'll soon 
clean you out. Ah, well ! he can't rob you of your voice, and 
he can't rob you of your Ashmead." 

They soon reached Frankfort. Ashmead put her into a 
carriage as agreed, and went to the '^ Russie." 

Ina sat, with her veil down, in the carriage, and waited 
Ashmead's return with Seveme. He was a long time coming. 
She began to doubt, and then to fear, and wonder why he 
was so long. 

At last he came in sight. 
' He was alone. 

As he drew nearer she saw his face was thoroughly down- 
cast. 

"My dear friend/' he faltered, "you are out of luck 
to-day." 

" He wiU not come with you ? " 

" Oh, he would come fast enough if he was there ; but he 
is gone." 
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" Gone ! To Hombuig ? " 

''No. Unfortunately he is gone to England. Went off 
by the fast train an hour ago." 

Ina fell back^ in silence^ just as if she had been struck in 
the face. 

" He is travelling with an English fSunUy^ and they have 
gone straight home. Here are their names. I looked in 
the visitors' book^ and talked to the servant, and all. Mr. 
Vizard, Miss Vizard " 

''Vizard.?" 

" Yes — Miss Maitland, Miss Dover. See^ I wrote them all 
down." 

" Oh, I am unfortunate ? Why was I ever bom ? " 

" Don't say that, don't say that It is annoying ; but we 
shall be able to trace him now. And, besides^ I see other 
ways of getting hold of him." 

Ina broke in upon his talk. "Take me to the nearest 
churchy" she cried. " Man's words are vain. Ah, Jesu, let 
meciy toThee!" 

He took her to the nearest church. She went in, and 
prayed for full two hours. She came out pale and listless, 
and Ashmead got her home how he could. Her very body 
seemed all crushed and limp. Ashmead left her, sad at heart 
himself. 

So long as she was in sight Ashmead could think only of 
her miseiy. But the moment she was out of sight he re- 
membered the theatre. She was announced for Rosina that 
very night. He saw trouble of all sorts before him. He ran 
to the theatre, in great alarm, and told the manager she was 
taken very ilL He must change the bill. 

"Impossible!" was the reply. "If she can't sing, I 
close." 

Ashmead went back to the "Star." 

Ina was in her bedroom. 

He sent in a line — "Can you sing to-night? If not he 
says he must close." 

The reply came back in rather a trembling hand. "I 
suffer too much by fidsehood to break faith myself. I shall 
pray till night : and then I shall sing. If I die on the stage, 
all the better for me." 

Was not this a great soul ? 
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CHAPTER XIU 

That same mornings our English party snatched a hasty 
breakfast in travelling attire. Seveme was not there; but 
sent word to Vizard he should be there in time. 

This filled the cup. Zoe's wounded pride had been rising 
higher and higher all the night, and she came down rather 
pde> from broken rest, and sternly resolved. She had a 
few serious words with Fanny, and sketched her out a little 
map of conduct, which showed that she had thought the 
matter well over. 

But het plan bade fiur to be deranged. Seveme was not 
at the station. Then came a change. Zoe was restless, and 
cast anxious glances. 

But at the second bell he darted into the carriage, as if 
he had just despatched some wonderful business to get there 
in time. Whilst the train was starting he busied himself in 
arranging his things ; but, once started, he put on his sunny 
look, and prepared to be, as usual, the life and soul of the 
party. 

But for once he met a frost. Zoe was wrapped in im- 
penetrable hauteur, and Fanny in potite indifference. Never 
was loss of favour more ably marked, without the least ill- 
breeding, and no good handle given to seek an explanation. 

No doubt a straightforward man, with justice on his side, 
would have asked them plump whether he had been so un- 
fortunate as to offend, and how; and this was what Zoe 
secretly wished, however she might seem to repel it. But 
Seveme was too crafty for that He had learned the art of 
waiting. 

After a few efforts at conversation, and smooth rebuffs, he 
put on a surprised, mortified, and sonowfril air, and awaited 
the attack, which he felt would come soon or late. 

This skilful inertia baflled the fair, in a man ; in a woman, 
they might have expected it ; and after a few hours, Zoe's 
patience began to wear out. 

The train stopped for twenty minutes, and even while they 
were snatching a little refreshment, the dark locks and the 
blonde came very close together; and Zoe, exasperated by 
her own wounded pride and the sullen torpor of her lover, 
gave Fanny fresh instructions, which nobody was better 
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qualified to carry out than that young lady, as nobody was 
better able to baffle female strategy than the gentleman. 

This time^ however, the ladies had certain advantages to 
balance his subtlety, and his habit of stating anything true or 
false that suited his immediate purpose. 

They opened very cat-like. Fanny affected to be outgrow- 
ing her ill-humour, and volunteered a civil word or two to 
Seveme. Thereupon Zoe turned sharply away from Fanny, 
as if she disapproved her conduct, and took a book. This 
was pretty sly, and done, I suppose, to remove all idea of 
concert between the fair assailants ; whereas it was a secret 
signal for the concert to come into operation, it being Fanny's 
part to play upon Seveme, and Zoe's to watch, from her 
comer, eveiy lineament of his face under fire. 

'^By the way, Mr. Seveme," said Fanny, apropos of a 
church on a hill they were admiring, ''did you get your 
winnings ? " 

" My winnings ! You are sarcastical.'' 

^' Am I ? Really I did not intend to be." 

"No, no; forgive me. But that did seem a little crueL 
Miss Dover, I was a heavy loser." 

" Not whilst we were there. The lady and gentleman who 
played with your money won, oh, such a deal ! " 

"The devil they did!" 

" Yes : did you not stay behind last night to get it ? We 
never saw you at the * Russie.' " 

" I was very ill." 

" Bleeding at the nose ? " 

" No ; that always relieves me when it comes. I am subject 
to fainting fits. Once I lay insensible so long they were going 
to bury me. Now do pray tell me what makes you fiincy any- 
body won a lot with my money." 

" Well, I will. You know you left fifty pounds for a fiiend 
to bet with." 

Seveme stared; but was too eager for information to 
question her how she knew this. "Yes, I did," said he. 

" And you really don't know what followed ? " 

" Good heavens ! how can I ? " 

" Well, then, as you ran out— to fisdnt. Mademoiselle Klos- 
king came in, just as she did at the opera, you know, the time 
before when you ran out — ^to bleed. She slipped into your 
chair the veiy moment you left it ; and your firiend with the 
flaming neck-tie told her you had set him to bet with your 
money. By-the-bye, Mr. Seveme, how on earth do you and 
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MademoiseUe Klosking, who have hoth so much taste in dress, 
come to have a mutual friend, vulgarity in person, with a 
velveteen coat and an impossible neck-tie ? " 

''What are you talking about. Miss Dover? I do just 
know Mademoiselle Klo^ing; I met her in society in 
Vienna two years ago ; and that cad I commissioned to bet 
for me, I never saw before in my life. You are keeping 
me on tenter-hooks. My money — my money — my money! 
If you have a heart in your bosom, tell me what became of 
my money." 

He was violent for the first time since they had known 
him, and his eyes flashed fire. 

''Well," said Fanny, beginning to be puzzled and rather 
frightenc^d, "this man, who you say was a new acquaint- 



" Whom I toy f Do you mean to tell me I am a liar ? " 
He fumbled eagerly in his breast pocket, and produced a 
card. "There," said he, "this is the card he gave me, ' Mr. 
Joseph Ashmead.' Now may this train dash over the next 
viaduct, and take you and Miss Vizard to heaven, and me to 
hel], if ever I saw Mr. Joseph Ashmead's face before. The 

MONEY ! — ^THE MONEY ! " 

He uttered this furiously; and it is a curious fact, but 
Zoe turned red, and Fanny pale. It was really in quite a 
cowed voice Miss Dover went on to say, " La ! don't fly out 
like that. Well, then, the man refused to bet with your 
money; so then Mademoiselle Klosking said she would; 
and she played — oh, how she did play ! She doubled, and 
doubled, and doubled, hundreds upon hundreds. She made 
a mountain of gold and a pyramid of bank-notes; and she 
never stopped tOl she broke the bank — ^there ! " 

" With my money ? " gasped Seveme. 

"Yes, with your money. Your friend with the loud tie 
pocketed it ; I beg your pardon, not your friend — only hers. 
Harrington says he is her cher ami," 

" The money is mine ! " he shrieked. " I don't care who 
played with it, it is mine. And the fellow had the impudence 
to send me back my £50 to the ' Russie.' " * 

" What ! you gave him your address ? " This with an in- 
voluntary glance of surprise at Zoe. 

"Of course. Do you think I leave a man £.50 to play 
with and don't give him my address? He has won thou- 

• I think I see Visard's hand in this. 
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sands with my money^ and sent me back my fifty^ for a blind, 
the thief!" 

"Well, really it is too bad," said Fanny. "But there— 
Tm afraid you must make the best of it. Of course their 
sending back your £50 shows they mean to keep their 
winnings." 

"You talk like a woman/' said he; then, grinding his 
teeth, and stretching out a long muscular arm, he said, " I'll 
take the blackguard by the throat and tear it out of him, 
though I tear his life out along with it" 

AU this time Zoe had been looking at him with concern 
and even with admiration. He seemed more beautiful than 
ever, to her, under the influence of passion, and more of a 
man. 

"Mr. Seveme," said she, "be calm. Fanny has misled 
you without intending it She did not hear all that 
passed between those two; I did. The velveteen and 
neck-tie man refused to bet with your money. It was 
Mademoiselle Klosking who betted, and with her own 
money. She took £25 of her own, and £25 of yours, 
and won two or three hundred in a few moments. Surely, 
as a gentleman, you cannot ask a lady to do more than 
repay you your £25." 

Seveme was a little cowed by Zoe's interference. He 
stood his ground ; but sullenly instead of violently. 

" Miss Vizard, if I was weak enough to trust a lady with 
my money at a gambling-table I should expect foul play ; for 
I never knew a lady yet who would not cheat at canls, if she 
could. I trusted my money to a tradesman to bet with. If 
he takes a female partner, that is no business of mine ; he is 
responsible all the same, and I'll have my money." 

He jumped up at the word and looked out at the window: 
he even fumbled with the door, and tried to open it 

" You had better jump out," said Fanny. 

"And then they would keep my money for good. No," 
said he ; " I'll wait for the nearest station." He sank back 
into his seat, looking unutterable things. 

Fanny looked rather rueful at first; then she said spite- 
fully, "You must be very sure of your influence with your 
old sweetheart. You forget she has got another now: a 
tradesman, too. He will cling to the money, and make her 
cling to it Their sending the £50 shows that" 

Zoe's eyes were on him with microscopic power, and with 
all his self-conmiand she saw him wince and change colour, 
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and give other signs that this shaft had told in many 
ways. 

He shut his countenance the next moment; but it had 
opened, and Zoe was on fire with jealousy and suspicion. 

Fluctuating Fanny regretted Uie turn things had taken. 
She did not want to lose a pleasant male companion, and she 
felt sure Zoe would be unhappy, and cross to her, if he went 
"Surely, Mr. Seveme," she said, "you will not desert us, and 
go back for so small a chance. Why, we are a hundred and 
fifty miles from Homburg, and all the nearer to dear old 
England. There, there — we must be kinder to you, and 
make you forget this misfortune." 

Thus spoke the trimmer. The reply took her by surprise. 

"And whose finult is it that I am obliged to get out a 
hundred and fifty miles ftom Homburg? You knew all 
this. You could have got me a delay of a few hours to 
go and get my due. You know I am a poor man. With 
all your cleverness, you don't know what made me poor, 
or you would feel some remorse, perhaps; but you know 
I am poor when most I could wish I was rich. You have 
heard that old woman there fiing my poverty in my teeth ; 
yet you could keep this from me — just to assist a cheat 
and play upon the feelings of a friend. Now, what good 
has that done you, to inflict misery on me in sport, on a 
man who never gave you a moment's pain if he could help 
it?" 

Fanny looked ruefully this way and that, her fiice began 
to work, and she laid down her arms, if a lady can be said 
to do that, who lays down a strong weapon and takes up a 
stronger ; in other words, she burst out crying, and said no 
more. You see she was poor herself. 

Seveme took no notice of her; he was accustomed to 
make women cry. He thrust his head out of the window in 
hopes of seeing a station near, and his whole being was rest- 
less as if he would like to jump out. 

While he was in this condition of mind and body, the 
hand he had once kissed so tenderly, and shocked Miss 
Maitland, passed an envelope over his shoulder, with two 
lines written on it in pencil : 

"If you GO BACK TO HoMBURO, obllgC ME BY RBMAININO 

there." 

This demands an explanation, but it shall be brief. 
Fanny's shrewd hint, that the money could only be 
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Dbtained from Mademoiselle Klosking, had pierced 2^ 
through and through. Her mind grasped all that had 
happened, all that impended, and wisely declining to try 
and account for or reconcile all the jarring details, she 
settled, with a woman's broad instinct, that somehow or 
other his going back to Homburg meant going back to 
Mademoiselle Klosking. Whether that lady would buy him 
or not, she did not know. But going back to her meant 
going a journey to see a rival, with consequences illimitable. 

She had courage ; she had pride ; she had jealousy. She 
resolved to lose her lover, or have him all to herself. Share 
him she would not, nor even endure the torture of the doubt 

She -took an envelope out of her satchel, and with the 
pencil attached to her chatelaine, wrote the fatal words, *' If 
you go back to Homburg, oblige me by remaining there.'* 

At this moment she was not goaded by pique, nor any 
petty feeling. Indeed, his reproach to Fanny had touched 
her a little ; and it was with the tear in her eye she came to 
the resolution, and handed him that line, which told him she 
knew her value, and, cost what it might, would part with any 
man for ever rather than share him with the Klosking or any 
other woman. 

Seveme took the line, eyed it, realised it, fell back from 
the window, and dropped into his seat TYm gave Zoe a 
consoling sense of power. She had seen her lover raging 
and restless, and wanting to jump out, yet now beheld him 
literally felled with a word from her hand. 

He leaned his head in his hand in a sort of broken-down, 
collapsed, dogged way that moved her pity, though hardly 
her respect 

By-and-by it struck her as a very grave thing that he did 
not reply by word, nor even by look. He could decide with 
a glance, and why did he hesitate } Was he really balancing 
her against Mademoiselle Klosking weighted with a share 
of his winnings ? 

This doubt was wormwood to her pride and self-respect ; 
but his crushed attitude allayed in some degree the mere 
irritation his doubt caused. 

The minutes passed, and the miles: still that broken 
figure sat before her, with his face hidden by his white 
hand. 

Zoe's courage began to falter. Misgivings seized her. 
She had made that a matter of love which, after all, to a 
man, might be a i^ere matter of business. He was poor, 
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too, and she had thrust her jealousy between him and money. 
He might have his pride too, and rebel against her afiront. 

As for his thoughts, under that crushed exterior, which 
he put on for a blind, they were so deliberate and calcu- 
lating, that I shall not mix them on this page with that pure 
and generous creature's. Another time will do to reveal his 
sordid arithmetic. 

As for Zoe, she settled down into wishing, with all her 
heart, she had not submitted her lover so imperiously to a 
test the severity of which she now saw she had underrated. 

Presently the speed of the train began to slacken — all too 
soon. She now dreaded to learn her fiite. Was she, or was 
she not, worth a few thousand pounds ready money ? 

A signal-post was passed, proving that they were about to 
enter a station. Yet another. Now the wheels were hardly 
turning. Now the platform was visible. Yet he never moved 
his white, delicate, womanish fingers from his forehead, but 
remained still absorbed, and looked undecided. 

At last the motion entirely ceased. Then, as she turned 
her head to glean, if possible, the name of the place, he stole 
a furtive glance at her. She was pallid, agitated : he resolved 
upon his course. 

As soon as the train stopped he opened the door and 
jiunped out, without a word to Zoe, or even a look. 

2k>e turned pale as death. ^' I have lost him," said she. 

" No, no,'* cried Fanny. " See, he has not taken his cane 
and umbrella." 

^' They will not keep him from flying to his money and her," 
moaned Zoe. " Did you not see ? He never once looked at 
me. He could not. I am sick at heart" 

This set Fanny fluttering. *^ There, let me out to speak to 
him." 

*'Sit quiet," said Zoe sternly. 

" No, no. If you love him " 

" I do love him — passionately. And therefore I'll die rather 
than share him with any one." 

'^ But it is dreadful to be fixed here, and not allowed to 
move hand or foot." 

" It is the lot of women. Let me feel the hand of a friend, 
that is all ; for I am sick at heart." 

Fanny gave her hand, and all the sympathy her shallow 
nature had to bestow. 

Zoe sat motionless, gripping her friend's hand almost con- 
vulsively, a statue of female fortitude. 
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This suspense could not last long. The officials ordered 
the travellers to the carriages; doors were opened and 
slammed ; the engine gave a snort, and only at that moment 
did Mr. Edward Seveme tear the door open and bolt into the 
carriage. 

Oh^ it was pitiable but lovely to see the blood rush into 
Zoe's face, and the fire into her eye, and the sweet mouth 
expand in a smile of joy and triumph. 

She sat a moment, almost paralysed with pleasure, and then 
cast her eyes down, lest their fire should proclaim her feelings 
too plainly. 

As for Seveme, he only glanced at her as he came in, 
and then shunned her eye. He presented to her the grave, 
resolved countenance of a man who has been forced to a 
decision, but means to abide by it. 

In reality he was delighted at the turn things had taken. 
The money was not necessarily lost, since he knew where it 
was; and Zoe had compromised herself beyond retreating. 
He intended to wear this anxious fiice a long while. But his 
artificial snow had to melt, so real a sun shone full on it. The 
moment he looked full at Zoe, she repaid him with such a 
point-blank beam of glorious tenderness and gratitude, as 
made him thrill with passion as well as triumph. He felt her 
whole heart was his, and from that hour his poverty would 
never be allowed to weigh with her. He cleared up, and 
left off acting, because it was superfluous ; he had now only 
to bask in sunshine. Zoe, always tender, but coy till this 
moment, made love to him like a young goddess. Even 
Fanny yielded to the solid proof of sincerity he had given, 
and was downright affectionate. 

He was king. And from one gradation to another, they 
entered Cologne with Seveme seated between the two girls, 
each with a hand in his, and a great disposition to pet and 
spoil him. More than once, indeed, a delicate head just grazed 
each of his square shoulders ; but candour compels me to own 
that their fatigue, and the yawing of the carriage at the time, 
were more to blame than the tired girls ; for at the enormity 
there was a prompt retirement to a distance. Miss Maitland 
was in the next compartment &st asleep ; and Vizard, from 
the first, had preferred male companions and tobacco. 

At Cologne they visited the pride of Germany, that mighty 
cathedral which the middle ages projected, commenced, and 
left to decay of old age before completion, and our enterprising 
age will finish ; but went on the same day. 
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Before they reached England^ the love-making between 
Severne and Zoe^ though it never passed the bounds of good 
taste, was so apparent to any female eye, that Miss Maitland 
remonstrated severely with Fanny. 

But the trimmer was now won to the other side. She 
would not offend Aunt Maitland by owning her conversion. 
She said hypocritically, " I am afraid it is no use objecting 
at present, aunt The attachment is too strong on both 
sides. And whether he is poor or not, he has sacrificed 
his money to her feelings^ and so, now, she feels bound in 
honour. I know her ; she won't listen to a word now, aunt : 
why irritate her ? She would quarrel with both of us in a 
moment." 

'^ Poor girl ! " said Miss Maitland ; and took the hint. She 
had still an arrow in her quiver — Vizard. 

In mid-channel, ten miles south of Dover, she caught him 
in a lucid interval of non-smoke. She reminded him he had 
promised her to give Mr. Severne a hint about Zoe. 

^'Sol did," said he. 

" And have you ? " 

"Well, no; to tell the truth, I forgot." 

" Then please do it now ; for they are going on worse than 
ever." 

'' I'll warn the fool," said he. 

He did warn him, and in the following terms : 

" Look here, old fellow. I hear you are — hum — paying a 
good deal of attention to my sister Zoe." 

No answer. Severne on his guard. 

" Now you had better mind your eye. She is a very pretty 
girl, and you may find yourself entangled before you know 
where you are." 

Severne hung his head. "Of course I know it is great 
presumption in me." 

'' Presumption P^fiddlestick ! Such a man as you are 
ought not to be tied to any woman, or, if you must be, you 
ought not to go cheap. Mind, Zoe is a poor girl ; only ten 
thousand in the world. Flirt with who you like; there is 
no harm in that ; but don't get seriously entangled with any 
of them. Good sisters, and good daughters, and good flirts 
make bad wives." 

" Oh, then," said Severne, '' it is only on her account you 
object." 

" Well, principally. And I don't exactly object ; I warn. 
In the first place, as soon as ever we get into Barfordshirc 
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she will most likely jilt you. You may be only her Con- 
tinental lover. How can I tell, or you either f And if not, 
and you were to be weak enough to marry her, she would 
develop unexpected vices directly — they all do; and you 
are not rich enough to live in a house of your own, you 
would have to live in mine — a fine &te for a rising blade 
like you." 

" What a terrible prospect ! to be tied to the best friend 
in England, as well as the loveliest woman." 

"Oh, if that is the view you take," said Vizard, beaming 
with delight, " it is no use talking reason to ^ou." 

When they reached London, Vizard gave Miss Maitland 
an outline of this conversation ; and so far from seeing the 
humour of it — ^which, nevertheless, was pretty strong, and 
characteristic of the man and his one foible — she took the 
huff, and would not even stay to dinner at the hoteL She 
would go into her own county by the next train, bag and 
baggage. 

Mr. Seveme was the only one who offered to accompany 
her to the Great Western Railway. She declined. He 
insisted ; went with her ; got her ticket, numbered and 
arranged her packages, and saw her safely off, with an air of 
profound respect and admirably-feigned regret. 

That she was the dupe of his art may be doubted : that 
he lost nothing by it is certain. Men are not ruined by 
civility. As soon as she was seated she said, ''I beg, sir, 
you will waste no more time with me. Mr. Seveme, you 
have behaved to me like a gentleman, and that is very 
unusual in a man of your age now-a-days. I cannot alter 
my opinion about my niece and you ; but I am sorry you are 
a poor gentleman — ^much too poor to marry her — and I wish 
I could make you a rich one ; but I cannot. There is my 
hand." 

You should have seen the air of tender veneration with 
which the young Machiavel bowed over her hand, and even 
imprinted a light touch on it with his smooth lips. 

Then he retired, disconsolate, and once out of sight, 
whipped into a gin-palace and swallowed a quartern of neat 
brandy, to take the taste out of his mouth, as he pretended. 
" Go it, Ned," said he to hiniself ; "you can't afford to make 
enemies." 

The old lady went off bitter against the whole party except 
Mr, Seveme ; and he retired to his friends, disembarrassed of 
the one foe he had not turned into a downright friend, but 
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only disarmed. WeU does the great Voltaire recommend 
what he well calls *' le grand art de plaire." 

Vixaid sent Harris into Barfordshire to prepare for the 
comfort of the party^ and to light fires in all the bedrooms^ 
though it was summer^ and to see the beds, blankets, and 
sheets aired at the very fires of the very rooms they were to 
be used in. This sacred office he never trusted to a house- 
keeper : he used even to declare, as the result of experience, 
that it was beyond the intellect of any woman really to air 
mattresses, blankets, and sheets — all three. He had also a 
printed list he used to show about of five acquaintances, 
stout fellows all, whom *' little bits of women " (such was his 
phraseology) had laid low with damp beds, having crippled 
two for liife with rheumatism and lumbago, and sent three to 
their long home. 

Meantime Seveme took the ladies to every public attrac- 
tion by day and night ; and Vizard thanked him, before the 
&ir, for his consideration in taking them off his hand ; and 
Seveme retorted by thanking iSm for leaving them on 
his. 

It may seem, at first, a vile selection ; but I am going to 
ask the ladies, who honour me with their attention, to follow, 
not that gay amorous party of three, but this solitary cynic 
on his round. 

Taking a turn round the garden in Leicester Square, 
which was new to him, Harrington Vizard's observant eye 
saw a young lady rise up from a seat, to go, but turn pide 
directly, and sit down again upon the arm of the seat as if 
for support 

'' Hollo ! " said Vizard, in his blunt way, '^ycu are not well. 
What can I do for you } " 

^^ I am all right," said she; '^ please go on" — the latter 
words in a tone that implied she was not a novice, and the 
attentions of gentlemen to strange ladies were suspected. 

"I beg your pardon," said Vizard coolly. ''You are not 
air right You look as if yon were going to faint" 

" What, are my lips blue ? " 

" No ; but they are pale." 

''Well, then, it is not a case of fainting. It may be 
exhaustion." 

" You know best What shall we do > " 

" Why, nothing. Yes ; mind our own business." 

" Witii all my heart ; my business just now is to offer you 
some restorative — a glass of wine." 
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" Oh yes ! The idea of me going into a public-house with 
you ! Besides^ I don't believe in stimulants. Strength can 
only enter the human body one way. I know what is the 
matter with me." 

"What is it?" 

" I am not obliged to tell you," 

" Of course you are not obliged ; but you might as well." 

" Well, then, it is Hunger." 

"Hunger!" 

" Hunger — ^famine — starvation. Don't you know English ?" 

^'I hope you are not serious, madam," said Vizard, very 
gravely. " However, if ladies will say such things as that, 
men with stomachs in their bosoms must act accordingly. 
Oblige me by taking my arm, as you are weak, and we will 
adjourn to that eating-house over the way." 

" Much obliged," said the lady satiricidly ; " our acquaint- 
ance is not quite long enough for that." 

He looked at her ; a tall, slim young lady — black merino, 
bv no means new, clean cuffs and collar, leaning against the 
chair for support, and yet sacrificing herself to conventional 
propriety, and even wiUistanding him with a pretty little air 
of defiance that was pitiable, her pallor and the weakness of 
her body considered. 

The poor woman-hater's bowels began to yearn. " Look 
here, you little spitfire," said he ; "if you don't instantly 
take my arm, I'll catch you up and carry you over with no 
more trouble than you would carry a thread-paper.'' 

She looked him up and down very keenly, and at last with 
a slight expression of feminine approval, the first she had 
vouchsafed nim. Then she folded her arms, and levelled her 
little nose at him like a bayonet. "You daren't. I'll call 
the police." 

" If you do, I'll tell them you are my little cousin, mad as 
a March hare : starving, and won't eat. Come, how is it to 
be ? " He advanced upon her. 

"You can't be in earnest, sir," said she, with sudden 
dignity. 

" Am I not, though ? You don't know me. I am used to 
be obeyed. If you don't go with me like a sensible girl, I'll 
carry you — ^to your dinner — ^like a ruffian." 

" Then I'll go — like a lady," said she, with sudden humility. 

He offered her his arm. She pa^ed hers within; but 
leaned as lightly as possible on it, and her poor pale face 
was a little pink as they went 
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He entered the eating-house and asked for two portions 
of cold roast beef^ not to keep her waiting. They were 
brought 

''Sir/' said she^ with a subjugated air> ''will you be so 
good as cut up the meat small, and pass it to me a bit or two 
at a time?" 

He was surprised, but obeyed her orders. 

" And if you could make me talk a little ? Because, at 
sight of the meat so near me, I feel like a tigress^poor 
human nature ! Sir, I have not eaten meat for a week, nor 
food of any kind this two days." 

"Good God!' 

"So I must be prudent People have gorged themselves 
with furious eating under those circumstances ; that is why 
I asked you to supply me slowly. Thank you. You need 
not look at me like that. Better folk than I have died of 
hunger. Something tells me I have reached the lowest spoke 
when I have been indebted to a stranger for a meal." 

Vizard felt the water come into his eyes ; but he resisted 
that pitiable weakness. " Bother that nonsense ! " said he. 
"I'll introduce myself, and then you can't throw stranger 
in my teeth. I am Harrington Vizard, a Barfordshire 
squire." 

" I thought you were not a Cockney." 

"Lord forbid ! Does that information entitle me to any 
in return ? " 

"I don't know; but, whether or no, my name is Rhoda 
Gale." 

" Have another plate. Miss Gale ?" 

" Thanks." 

He ordered another. 

" I am proud of your confiding your name to me, Miss 
Gale ; but, to tell the truth, what I wanted to know is how 
a young lady of your talent and education could be so badly 
off as you must be. It is not impertinent curiosity." 

The young lady reflected a moment " Sir," said she, " I 
don't think it is ; and I would not much mind telling you. 
Of course I studied you before I came here. Even hunger 
would not make me sit in a tavern beside a fool, or a snob, or 
•—(with a faint blush) — a libertine. But to tell one's own 
story, that is so egotistical, for one thing." 

" Oh, it is never egotistical to oblige." 

" Now that is sophistical. Then, again, I am afraid I could 
not tell it to you without crying, because you seem rather a 
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manly man, and some of it might revolt you, and you might 
sympathise right out, and then I should break down." 

" No matter : do us both good." 

*' Yes, but before the waiters and people ! See how they 
are staring at us already ! " 

'* We will have another go in at the beef, and then adjourn 
to the garden for your narrative." 

'^ No ; as much garden as you like, but no more beef. I 
have eaten one sirloin, I reckon. Will you give me one cup 
of black tea without sugar or milk." 

VLzard gave the order. 

She seemed to think some explanation necessary, though 
he did not 

^* One cup of tea agrees with my brain and nerves," said 
she. '* It steadies them. That is a matter of individual ex- 
perience. I should not prescribe it to others any the more 
for that" 

Vizard sat wondering at the girL He said to himself, 
''What is she? a lunu nahtras?" 

When the tea came, and she had sipped a little, she 
perked up wonderfully. Said she, " Oh, the magic effect of 
food eaten judiciously ! Now I am a lioness, and do not fear 
the future. Yes, I will tell you my story — and if you think 
you are going to hear a love-story, you will be finely disap- 
pointed. No, sir," said she, with rising fervour and heightened 
colour, " you will hear a story the public is deeply interested 
in and does not know it ; ay, a story that will certainly be 
referred to with wonder and shame whenever civilisation 
shall become a reality, and law cease to be a tool of injustice 
and monopoly." She paused a moment : then said, a little 
doggedly, as one used to encounter prejudice, ''I am a 
m^cal student ; a would-be doctor." 

''Ah!" 

" And so well qualified by genuine gifts, by study from my 
infancy, by zeal, quick senses, and cultivated judgment, that, 
were all the leading London physicians examined to-morrow 
by qualified persons at the same board as myself, most of 
those worthy practitioners — not all, mind you — would cut 
an indifferent figure in modem science compared with me, 
whom you have had to rescue from starvation — because I am 
a woman." 

Her eye flashed. But she moderated herself and said, 
" That is the outline ; and it is a grievance. Now grievances 
are bores. You can escape this one before it is too late." ^ 
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" If it lies with me^ I demand the minutest details/' said 
Vizard warmly. 

^^ You shall have them ; and true to the letter." 
Vizard settled the small account^ and adjourned with his 
companion to the garden. She walked by his side, with her 
face sometimes thoughtfidly bent on the ground, and some- 
times confronting him with ardour, and told him a true story, 
the simplicity of which I shall try not to spoil with any 
vulgar arts of fiction. 

A LITTLE NARRATIVE OP DRY FACTS TOLD TO A WOMAN- 
HATER, BY A WOMAN. 



CHAPTER XIV 

'' My father was an American, my mother English. I was 
bom near Epsom, and lived there ten years. Then my 
father had property left him in Massachusetts, and we went 
to Boston. Both my parents educated me, and began very 
early. I observe that most parents are babies at teaching, 
compared with mine. My father was a linguist, and taught 
me to lisp German, French, and English; my mother was 
an ideal woman; she taught me three rarities — attention, 
observation, and accuracy. If I went a walk in the country, 
I had to bring her home a budget; the men and women 
on the road, their dresses, appearance, countenances, and 
words; every kind of bird in the air, and insect and 
chrysalis in the hedges ; the crops in the fields, the flowers 
and herbs on the banks. If I walked in the town, I must 
not be eyes and no eyes : woe betide me if I could only 
report the dresses. Really, I have known me, when I was 
but eight, come home to my mother laden with details, 
when perhaps an untrained girl of eighteen could only have 
specified that she had gone up and down a thoroughfare. 
Another time mother would take me on a visit : next day, 
or perhaps next week, she would expect me to describe 
every article of furniture in her friend's room, and the 
books on the table, and repeat the conversation, the topics, 
at all events. She taught me to master history accurately. 
To do this she was artful enough to turn sport into science. 
She utilised a game: young people in Boston play it A 
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writes an anecdote on paper, or perhaps produces it in print. 
She reads it off to B. B goes away^ and writes it down 
by memory; then reads her writing oat to C, C has to 
listen, and convey her impression to paper. This she reads 
to D, and D goes and writes it. Then the original story 
and D's version are compared ; and generally speaking, the 
difference of the two is a caution — against oral tradition. 
When the steps of deviation are observed, it is quite a 
study. 

'^ My mother, with her good wit, saw there was something 
better than fun to be got out of this. She trained my memory 
of great things with it. She began with striking passages of 
history and played the game with father and me. But as 
my power of retaining, and repeating correctly, grew by 
practice, she enlarged the business, and kept enriching my 
memory, so that I began to have tracts of history at my 
fingers' ends. As I grew older, she extended the sport to 
laws and the great public controversies in religion, politics, 
and philosophy that have agitated the world. But here she 
had to get assistance from her learned friends. She was a 
woman valued by men of intellect, and she had no mercy — 
milked jurists, physicians, and theologians, and historians, all 
into my little pail. To be sure, they were as kind about it as 
she was unscrupulous. They saw I was a keen student, and 
gave my mother many a little gem in writing. She read 
them out to me : I listened hard, and thus I fixed many great 
and good things in my trained memory ; and repeated them 
against the text ; I was never allowed to see that. 

"With this sharp training, school subjects were child's 
play to me, and I won a good many prizes very easily. My 
mother would not let me waste a single minute over music. 
She used to say, * Music extracts what little brains a girl has. 
Open the piano, you shut the understanding.' I am afraid I 
bore you with my mother." 

" Not at all, not at all. I admire her." 

"Oh, thank you — thank you, sir. She never uses big 
words ; so it is only of late I have had the nous to see how 
wise she is: she corrected the special blots of the female 
character in me ; and it is sweet to me to talk of that dear 
friend. What would I give to see her here ! " 

"Well, then, sir, she made me, as far as she could, a — 
what shall I say ? — a kind of little intellectual g3niinast, fit 
to begin any study ; but she left me to choose my own line. 
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Well^ I was for natural history first; began like a girl; 
gathered wild flowers and simples at Epsom^ along with an 
old woman : she discoursed on their traditional virtues^ and 
knew little of their real properties; that I have discovered 
since. 

''From herbs to living things; never spared a chrysalis, 
but always took it home^ and watched it break into wings. 
Hung over the ponds in June, watching the eggs of the frog 
turn to tadpoles, and the tadpoles to Johnny Crapaud. I 
obeyed Scripture in one thing, for I studied the ants and 
their ways. 

" I collected birds' eggs. At nine, not a boy in the parish 
could find more nests in a day than I could. With birds' - 
nesting, buying, and now and then begging, I made a collec- 
tion that figures in a museum over the water, and is entitled, 
'Eggs of British Birds.' The colours attract, and people 
always stop at it But it does no justice whatever to the 
great variety of sea-birds' eggs on the coast of Britain. 

''When I had learned what little they teach in schools, 
especially drawing, and that is useful in scientific pursuits, I 
was aUowed to choose my own books, and attend lectures. 
One blessed day I sat and hstened to Agassiz — ah ! No 
tragedy well played, nor opera sung, ever moved a heart so 
deeply as he moved mine, that great and earnest man, whose 
enthusiasm for nature was as fresh as my own, and his know- 
ledge a thousand times larger. Talk of heaven opening to 
the Christian pilgrim as he passes Jordan ! Why, God made 
earth as well as heaven, and it is worthy of the Architect ; 
and it is a joy divine when earth opens to the true admirer of 
God's works. Sir, earth opened to me, as Agassiz discoursed. 

" I followed him about like a little bloodhound, and dived 
into the libraries after each subject he treated or touched. 

" It was another little epoch in my life when I read White's 
letters to Pennant about natural history in Selbome. Sel- 
bome is an English village, not half so pretty as most ; and 
until Gilbert White came, nobody saw anything there worth 
printing. His book showed me that the humblest spot in 
nature becomes extraordinary the moment extraordinary 
observation is applied to it. I must mimic Gilbert White 
directly. I pestered my poor parents to spend a month or 
two in the depths of the country, on the verge of a forest. 
They yielded, with groans ; I kissed them, and we rusticated. 
I pried into every living thing, not forgetting my old friends 
the insect tribe. Here I found ants with grander ideas than 
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they have to home^ and satisfied myself they have more brains 
than apes. They co-operate more^ and in complicated things. 
Sir^ there are ants that make greater marches^ for their size^ 
than Napoleon's invasion of Russia. Even the less nomad 
tribes will march through fields of grass^ where each blade is 
a high gum-tree to them^ and never lose the track. I saw an 
army of red ants, with generals, captains, and ensigns, start 
at daybreak, march across a road, through a hedge, and then 
through high grass till noon, and surprise a fortification of 
black ants and take it after a sanguinary resistance. All that 
must have been planned beforehand, you know, and carried 
out to the letter. Once I found a colony busy on some 
hard ground, preparing an abode. I happened to have been 
microscoping a wasp, so I threw him down among the ants. 
They were disgusted. They ran about collecting opinions. 
Presently half of them burrowed into the earth below and 
undermined him, till he lay on a crust of earth as thin as a 
wafer and a deep grave below. Then they all got on him 
except one, and he stood pompous on a pebble and gave 
orders. The earth broke — the wasp went down into his 
grave — and the ants soon covered him with loose earth, and 
resumed their domestic architecture. I concluded that though 
the monkey resembles man most in body, the ant comes 
nearer him in mind. As for dogs, I don't know where to 
rank them in nature, because they have been pupils of man 
for centuries. I bore you ? " 

" No." 

^^Oh yes, I do: an enthusiast is always a bore. 'Les 
F^cheux ' of Moli^re are only enthusiasts. Well, sir, in one 
word, I was a natural philosopher — very small, but earnest ; 
and, in due course, my studies brought me to the wonders of 
the human body. I studied the outlines of anatomy in books 
and plates, and prepared figures ; and from that, by degrees, 
I was led on to surgery and medicine — in books, you under- 
stand ; and they are only half the battle. Medicine is a 
thing one can do ; it is a noble science, a practical science, 
and a subtle science, where I thought my powers of study 
and observation might help me to be keen at reading symptoms, 
and do good to man, and be a famous woman ; so I concluded 
to benefit mankind and myself. Stop ! that sounds like self- 
deception. It must have been myself and mankind I con- 
cluded to benefit Any way, I pestered that small section of 
mankind, which consisted of my parents, until .they consented 
to let me study medicine in Europe." 
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^' What ! aU by yourself? " 

" Yes. Oh^ girls are very independent in the States, and 
govern the old people. Mine said ' No ' a few dozen times ; 
but they were bound to end in ^ Yes/ and I went to Zurich. 
I studied hard there, and earned the approbation of the pro- 
fessors ; but the school deteriorated ; too many ladies poured 
in from Russia ; some were not in earnest, and preferred 
flirting to study, and did themselves no good, and made the 
male students idle and wickeder than ever — if possible." 

" What else could you expect ? " said Vizard. 

^'Nothing else from unpicked women. But when all the 
schools in Europe shall be open — as they ought to be, and 
must, and shall — ^there will be no danger of shallow girls 
crowding to any particular school. Besides, there will be a 
more strict and rapid routine of examination then to sift out 
the female flirts — ^and the male dunces along with them, I 
hope. 

^'Well, sir, we few, that really meant medicine, made 
inquiries, and heard of a £unous old school in the south 
of France, where women had graduated of old; and two 
of us went there to try — an Italian lady and myself. We 
carried good testimonials from Zurich; and not to frighten 
the Frenchmen at starting, I attacked them alone. Cornelia 
was my elder, and my superior in attainments. She was a 
true descendant of those learned ladies who have adorned 
the chairs of philosophy, jurisprudence, anatomy, and medi- 
cine in her native countiy ; but she has the wisdom of the 
serpent as well as of the sage, and she put me forward 
beoiuse of my red hair. She said that would be a passport 
to the dark philosophers of France." 

" Was not that rather foxy. Miss Gale ? " 

'* Foxy as my hair itself, Mr. Vizard." 

"Well, I applied to a professor. He receivetl me with 
profound courtesy and feigned respect, but was staggered 
at my request to matriculate. He gesticulated and bowed 
d la frangaUei and begged the permission of his foxy-haired 
invader from northern climes to consult his colleagues. 
Would I do him the great honour to call again next day 
at twelve ? I did, and met three other polished authorities. 
One spoke for all, and said: If I had not brought with 
me proofs of serious study, they should have dissuaded me 
very earnestly from a science I could not graduate in with- 
out going through practical courses of anatomy and clinical 
surgery. That, however (with a regular French shrug), 
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was my business, not theirs. It was not for them to teach 
me delicacy, but rather to learn it from me. That was 
a French sneer. The French are un gens moqueur, you 
know. I received both shrug and sneer like marble. He 
ended it all by saying: The school had no written law 
excluding doctresses; and the old records proved women 
had graduated, and even lectured, there. I had only to 
pay my fees, and enter upon my routine of studies. So 
I was admitted on sufferance; but I soon earned the good 
opinion of the professors, and of this one in particular: 
and then Cornelia applied for admission, and was let in 
too. We lived together, and had no secrets; and I think^ 
sir, I may venture to say that we showed some little wisdom, 
if you consider our age, and all that was done to spoil us. 
As to parrying their little sly attempts at flirtation, that 
is nothing ; we came prepared : but, when our fellow 
students found we were in earnest, and had high views^ 
the chivalrous spirit of a gallant nation took fire, and they 
treated us with a delicate reverence that might have turned 
any woman's head. But we had the credit of a sneered-at 
sex to keep up, and felt our danger, and warned each other ; 
and I remember I told Cornelia how many young ladies in 
the States I had seen puffed up by the men's extravagant 
homage, and become spoiled children, and offensively arrogant 
and discourteous, so I begged her to check those vices in me 
the moment she saw them coming. 

"When we had been here a year, attending all the 
lectures — clinical medicine and surgery included — ^news came 
that one British school, Edinburgh, had shown symptoms of 
yielding to Continental civilisation, and relaxing monopoly. 
That turned me north directly. My mother is English: 
I wanted to be a British doctress, not a French. Cornelia 
had misgivings, and even condescended to cry over me. 
But I am a mule, and always was. Then that dear friend 
made terms with me; I must not break off* my connec- 
tion with the French school, she said. No ; she had thought 
it well over: I must ask leave of the French professors 
to study in the north, and bring back notes about those 
distant Thulians. Says she, ^Your studies in that savage 
island will be allowed to go for something here, if you 
improve your time ; and you will be sure to, sweetheart, that 
I may be always proud of you.' Dear Cornelia ! " 

"Am I to believe all this?" said Vizard. "Can women 
be such true friends ? " 
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" What cannot women be ? What ! ! are you one of those 
who take us for a clique ? Don't you know that more than 
half mankind are women ? " 

''Alas!" 

" Alas for them ! " said Rhoda sharply. 

"Well, well/' said Vizard, putting on sudden humility, 
*' don't let us quarrel. I hate quarrelling — where Vm sure 
to get the worst Ay, friendship is a fine thing, in men 
or women ; a £ur nobler sentiment than love. You will not 
admit that^ of course, being a woman." 

" Oh yes, I will," said ^e. " Why, I have observed love 
attentively; and I pronounce it a fever of the mind. It 
disturbs the judgment and perverts the conscience. You 
side with the beloved, right or wrong. What personal 
degradation ! I observe, too, that a grand passion is a 
ffrand misfortune; they are always in a storm of hope, 
tears, doubt, jealousy, rapture, rage, and the end deceit, 
or else satiety. Friendship is steady and peaceful; not 
much jealousy, no heart-burnings. It strengthens with 
time, and survives the smallpox, and a wooden leg. It 
doubles our joys and divides our grief, and lights and 
warms our lives with a steady flame. Solem e mundo ioUvnt, 
qui toUunt amictttamJ* 

" Hullo ! " cried Vizard. *' What ! you know Latin too ? " 

*'Why, of course — a smattering; or how could I read 
Pliny, and Celsus, and ever so much more rubbish, that 
custom chucks down before the gates of knowledge and 
says, 'There — before you go the right road, you ought to go 
the wrong ; it is usual ' ? Study now, with the reverence 
they don't deserve, and non-observers of antiquity." 

''Spare me the ancients. Miss Gale," said Vizard, "and 
reveal me the girl of the period. When I was so ill-bred as 
to interrupt you, you had left France, crowned with laurels, 
and were just invading Britain." 

Something in his words or his tone discouraged the subtle 
observer, and she said coldly, "Excuse me; I have hardly 
the courage. My British history is a tale of injustice, suffer- 
ing, insult, and, worst of all, defeat. I cannot promise to 
relate it with diat composure whoever pretends to science 
ought : the wound still bleeds." 

Then Vizard was vexed with himself, and looked grave and 
concerned. He said gently, " Miss Gale, I am sorry to give 
you pain ; but what you have told me is so new and interest- 
ing, I shall be disappointed if you withhold the rest Besides, 
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you know it gives no lasting pain to relate our grie&. Come 
—come — be brave, and tell me." 

''Well, I will/' said she. ''Indeed some instinct moves 
me. Good may come of my telling it you. I think — some- 
how — you are — a — just — ^man«" 

In the act of saying this, she fixed her grey eyes steadily 
and searchingly upoi^ Vizard's fiice, so that he could scarcely 
meet them, they were so powerful; then suddenly, the 
observation seemed to die out of them, and reflection to 
take its place ; those darting eyes were turned inwards. It 
was a marked variety of power. There was something 
wizard-like in the vividness with which two distinct mental 
processes were presented by the varied action of a single 
organ: and Vizard then began to suspect that a creature 
stood before him with a power of discerning and digesting 
truth, such as he had not yet encountered either in man or 
woman. She entered on her British adventures in her dear, 
silvery voice ; it was not, like Ina Klosking's, rich and deep 
and tender, yet it had a certain gentle beauty to those 
who love truth, because it was dispassionate yet expres- 
sive, and cool yet not cold : one might call it truth's idlver 
trumpet. 

On the brink of this extraordinary passage I pause to 
make three remarks in my own person. 1st, Let no reader 
of mine allow himself to fancy Rhoda Gale and her ante- 
cedents are a mere excrescence of my story : she was rooted 
to it even before the first scene of it — the meeting of Ash- 
mead and the Klosking — and this will soon appear. 2nd, 
She is now going into a controverted matter; and though 
she is sincere and truthful, she is of necessity a pariisan. 
Do not take her for a judge. You be the judge. Srd, 
But, as a judge never shuts his mind to either side, do not 
refuse her a fair hearing. Above all, do not underrate 
the question. Let not the balance of your understanding 
be so upset by ephemeral childishness, as to fimcy that it 
matters much whether you break an egg top or bottom, 
because Gulliver's two nations went to war about it ; or that 
it matters much whether your Queen is called Queen of 
India or Empress, because two parties made a noise about it, 
and the country has wasted ten thousand square miles of 
good paper on the subject. Fight against these illusions of 
petty and ephemeral minds. It does not matter one straw 
to mankind whether any one woman is called Queen or 
Empress of India ; and it matters greatly to mankind whether 
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the whole race of women are to be allowed to study 
medicme^ and practise it, if they can rival the male, or are 
to be debarred from testing their scientific ability^ and so 
outlawed, though taxed, in defiance of British liberty, and all 
justice human and divine, by eleven hundred lawgivers — ^most 
of them fools. 



CHAPTER XV 

''When I reached Great Britain, the right of women to 
Medicine was in this condition — a learned lawyer explained 
it carefully to me ; I will give you his words. — ^The unwritten 
law of every nation admits all mankind, and not the male 
half only, to the study and practice of medicine and the sale 
of drugs. In Great Britain this law is called the common 
law, and is deeply respected. Whatever liberty it allows to 
men or women is held sacred in our courts, untO directly and 
explidtly withdrawn by some Act of the Legislature, tinder 
this ancient liberty women have occasionally practised general 
medicine and surgery, up to the year 1858. But for centuries 
they monopolised, by custom, one branch of practice, the 
obstetric, and that, together with the occasional treatment 
of children, and the nursing of both sexes, which is semi- 
medical, and is their monopoly, seems, on the whole, to have 
contented them, till late years, when their views were en- 
larged by wider education and other causes. But their 
abstinence from general practice, like their monopoly of 
obstetrics, lay with women themselves, and not with the law 
of England. That law is the same in this respect as the 
conunon law of Italy and France; and the constitution of 
Bologna, where so many doctresses have filled the chairs of 
medicine and other sciences, makes no more direct provision 
for female students than does the constitution of any Scotch 
or English university. The whole thing lay with the women 
themselves, and with local civilisation. Years ago, Italy was 
far more civilised than England; so Italian women took a 
large sphere. Of late the Anglo-Saxon has gone in for 
civ^sation with his usual energy, and is eclipsing Italy; 
therefore his women aspire to larger spheres of intellect and 
action, beginning in the States, because American women 
are better educated than English. The advance of women 
in useful attainments is the most infallible sign in any 
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country of advancing civilisation. All this about civilisation 
is my observation, sir, and not the lawyer's. Now for the 
lawyer again. — Such being the law of England, the British 
Legislature passed an Act in 1858, the real object of which 
was to protect the public against incapable doctors, not 
against capable doctresses or doctors. The Act exdudes 
from medical practice all persons whatever, male or female, 
unless registered in a certain register ; and to get upon that 
register, the person, male or female, must produce a license 
or diploma, granted by one of the British examining boards 
specified in a schedule attached to the Act 

''Now these examining boards were all members of the 
leading medical schools. If the Legislature had taken the 
usual precaution, and had added a clause compelling those 
boards to examine worthy applicants, the Act would have 
been a sound public measure ; but for want of that foresight 
— and without foresight a lawgiver is an impostor and a 
public pest — the State robbed women of their old common- 
law rights with one hand, and with the other enabled a 
respectable trades-union to thrust them out of their new 
statutory rights. Unfortunately, the respectable union, to 
whom the Legislature delegated an unconstitutional power 
they did not claim themselves, of excluding qualified persons 
from examination, and so robbing them of their license and 
their bread, had an overpowering interest to exclude qualified 
women from medicine; they had the same interest as the 
watchmaker s union, the printers', the painters on china, the 
calico engravers', and others, have to exclude qualified 
women from those branches, though peculiarly fitted for 
them, but not more so than they are for the practice of 
medicine. Nature having made them, and not men, the 
medical and uiunusical sex. 

" Wherever there's a trades-union, the weakest go to the 
wall. Those vulgar unions I have mentioned exclude women 
from skilled labour they excel in, by violence and conspiracy, 
though the law threatens them with imprisonment for it. 
Was it in nature, then, that the medical union would be 
infinitely forbearing, when the Legislature went and patted 
it on the back, and said, ffou can conspire with safety against 
your female rivals? Of course the clique were tempted 
more than any clique could bear, by the unwariness of the 
Legislature, and closed the doors of the medical schools to 
female applicants. Against unqualified female practitioners 
they never acted with such zeal and consent ; and why ? — 
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the female quack is a public pest^ and a good foil to the 
union ; the qualified doctress is a public good^ and a blow to 
the union. 

" The British medical union was now in a fine attitude by 
Act of Parliament. It could talk its contempt of medical 
women, and act its terror of them, and keep both its feigned 
contempt and its real alarm safe from the test of a public 
examination, that crucible in which cant, surmise, and men- 
dacity are soon evaporated or precipitated, and only the truth 
stands firm. 

*' For all that, two female practitioners got upon the register, 
and stand out, living landmarks of experience and the truth, 
in the dead Mdldemess of surmise and prejudice. 

" I will tell you how they got in. The Act of Parliament 
makes two exceptions : first, it lets in, without examination — 
and that is very unwise — any foreign doctor who shall be 
practising in England at the date of the Act, although, with 
equal incapacity, it omits to provide that any future foreign 
doctor shall be able to demand exammatum (in with the old 
foreign fogies, blindfold, right or wrong ; out with the rising 
foreign luminaries of an ever-advancing science, right or 
wrong); and secondly, it lets in, without examination, to 
experiment on the vile body of the public, any person, quali- 
fied or unqualified, who may have been made a doctor by a 
very venerable and equally irrelevant functionary. Guess, 
now, who it is that a British Parliament sets above the law, 
as a doctor-maker for that public it professes to love and 
protect ? " 

** The Regius Professor of Medicine ? " 

''No." 

''Tyndall.5^" 

" No." 

" Huxley .'^" 

''No." 

"Then I give it up." 

"The Archbishop of Canterbury." 

" Oh, come ! a joke is a joke." 

" This is no joke. Bright monument of British fiunkeyism 
and imbecility, there stands the clause setting that reverend 
and irrelevant doctor-maker above the law, which sets his 
Grace's female relations below the law, and, in practice, 
outlaws the whole female population, starving those who 
desire to practise medicine learnedly, and oppressing those 
who, out of modesty, not yet quite smothered by custom and 
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monopoly, desire to consult a learned female physician, in- 
stead of being driven, like sheep, by iron tyranny — ^in a 
country that babbles Liberty — to a male physician or a 
female quack. 

''Well, sir, in 1849 Miss Elizabeth Blackwell fought the 
good fight in the United States, and had her troubles ; because 
the States were not so civilised then as now. She graduated 
Doctor at Geneva in the State of New York. 

''She was practising in England in 1858, and demanded 
her place on the register. She is an Englishwoman by 
birth; but she is an English M.D. only through America 
having more brains than Britain. This one islander sings, 
'Hail Columbia!' as often as 'God save the Queen!' I 
reckon. 

"Miss Garrett, an enthusiastic student, travelled north, 
south, east, and west, and knocked in vain at the doors of 
every great school and university in Britain ; but at last found 
a chink in the iron shutters of the London Apothecaries. It 
seems Parliament was wiser in 1815 than in 1858, for it 
inserted a clause in the Apothecaries' Act of 1815 compeUing 
them to examine all persons who should apply to them for 
examination, after proper courses of study. Their charter 
contained no loophole to evade the Act, and substitute ' him ' 
for ' person ' ; so they let Miss Garrett in as a student. Like 
all the students, she had to attend lectures on chemistry, 
botany, materia roedica, zoology, natural philosophy, and 
clinical surgery. In the collateral subjects they let her sit 
with the male students ; but in anatomy and surgery she had 
to attend the same lectures privately, and pay for lectures 
all to herself. This cost her enormous fees. However, it is 
only fur to say that, if she had been one of a dozen female 
students the fees would have been diffused ; as it was, she 
had to gild the pill out of her private purse. 

"In the hospital teaching she met difficulties and dis- 
couragement, though she asked for no more opportunities 
than are granted readily to professional nurses and female 
amateurs. But the whole thing is a mere money question ; 
that is the key to every lock in it. 

" She was freely admitted at last to one great hospital, and 
all went smoothly till some surgeon examined the students 
vivd voce ; then Miss Garrett was off her guard, and displayed 
too marked a superiority; thereupon the male students 
played the woman, and begged she might be excluded; 
and I am sorry to say, for the credit of your sex, this un- 
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manly request was complied with by the womanish males in 
power. 

** However, at her next hospital. Miss Garrett was more 
discreet, and took pains to conceal her galling superiority. 

" All her trouble ended — where her competitors began^ — 
at the public examination. She passed brilliantly, and is an 
English apothecaiy. In civilised France she is a learned 
physician. 

'^She had not been an apothecary a week before the 
Apothecaries' Society received six hundred letters from the 
medical small-fry in town and country; they threatened to 
send no more boys to the Apothecaries ', but to the College 
of Surgeons, if ever another woman received an apothecary's 
licence. Now you know all men tremble in England at the 
threats of a trade^union; so the Apothecaries instantly 
cudgelled their brains to find a way to disobey the law, 
and obey the union. The medical press gave them a hint, 
and they passed a by-law, forbidding their students to receive 
any part of their education pHvatehf; and made it known, 
at the same time, that their female students would not be 
allowed to study die leading subjects puhliclif. And so they 
baffled the Legislature, and outlawed half the nation, by a 
juggle, which the press and the public would have risen 
against, if a single grown-up man had been its victim, instead 
of four million adult women. Now you are a straightforward 
man ; what do you think of that ? " 

'* Humph !" said Vizard ; ^' I do not altogether approve it 
The strong should not use the arts of the weak in fighting 
the weak. But in spite of your eloquence I mean to for- 
give them anything. Shakspeare has provided them with 
an excuse that fits all time, — 

' Our poverty, bat not our wiU oonsents.' '' 

'^ Poverty ! the poverty of a company in the city of London ! 
Allans done. Well, sir, for years after this all Europe, even 
Russia, advanced in civilisation, and opened their medical 
schools to women ; so did the United States ; only the pig- 
headed Briton stood stock-still, and gloried in his minority 
of one; as if one small island is likely to be right in its 
monomania, and all civilised nations wrong. 

''But, whilst I was studying in France, one lion-hearted 
Englishwoman was moving our native isle. First she tried 
the University of London; and that sets up for a liberal 
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foundation. Answer — 'Our charter is expressly framed to 
exclude women from medical instruction.' 

''Then she sat down to besiege Edinburgh. Now Edin- 
burgh is a very remarkable place. It has only half the 
houses^ but ten times the intellect^ of Liverpool or Man- 
chester. And the University has two advantages as a home 
of science over the English universities : it is far behind them 
in Greeks which is the language of Error and Nescience, and 
before them in English, and that is a tongue a good deal of 
knowledge is printed in. Edinburgh is the only centre of 
British literature, except London. 

" One medical professor received the pioneer with a con- 
cise severity, and declined to hear her plead her cause ; and 
one received her almost brutally. He said, ' No respectable 
woman would apply to him to study medicine.' Now respect- 
able women were studying it all over Europe." 

''Well, but perhaps his soul lived in an island." 

" That is so. However, personal applicants must expect a 
rub or two ; and most of the professors, in and out of medicine, 
treated her with kindness and courtesy. 

"Still, she found even the friendly professors alarmed at 
the idea of a woman matriculating, and becoming Civis 
Edinensis ; so she made a moderate application to the Senate 
— viz., for leave to attend medical lectures. This request was 
endorsed by a majority of the medical professors, and granted. 
But on the appeal of a few medical professors against it, the 
Senate suspended its resolution, on the ground that there was 
only one applicant 

"This got wind, and other ladies came into the field 
directly, your humble servant amongst them. Then the 
Senate felt bound to recommend the University Covart to 
admit such female students to matriculate as could pass the 
preliminary examination — ^this is in history, logic, languages, 
and other branches; and we prepared for it in good faith. 
It was a happy time. After a good day's work I used to go 
up the Calton Hill, or Arthur's Seat, and view the sea, and 
the Piraeus, and the violet hills, and the romantic undulations 
of the city itself, and my heart glowed with love of know- 
ledge, and with honourable ambition. I ran over the names 
of worthy women who had adorned medicine at sundry 
times and in divers places, and resolved to deserve as great 
a name as any in history. Refreshed by my walk — I 
generally walked eight miles, and practised gymnastics to 
keep my muscles hard — I used to return to my little lodg- 
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ings ; and they too were sweet to me, for I was learning a 
new science — logic" 

" That was a nut to crack." 

" I have met few easier or sweeter. One non-observer had 
told me it was a sham science, and mere pedantry ; another^ 
that it pretended to show men a way to truth without observ- 
ing. I found on the contrary, that it was a very pretty little 
science, which does not affect to discover phenomena, but 
simply to guard men against rash generalisation, and false 
deductions from true data. It taught me the untrained world 
is brimful of fallacies and verbal ^qidvoques, that ought not to 
puzzle a child, but whenever they creep into an argument, do 
actually confound the learned and the simple alike, and all 
for want of a month's logic. 

" Yes, I was happy on the hill, and happy by the hearth ; 
and so things went on till the preliminary examination came. 
It was not severe ; we ladies all passed with credit, though 
many of the male aspirants £uled." 

^' How do you account for that ? " asked Vizard. 

" With my eyes. I observe that the average male is very 
superior in intellect to the average female; and I observe 
that the picked female is immeasurably more superior to 
the average male, than the average male is to the average 
female." 

" Is it so simple as that ? " 

" Ay, why not ? What ! are you one of those who believe 
that Truth is obscure ; hides herself; and lies in a well ? I 
tell you, «>, Truth lies in no well. The place Truth lies in 
is — the middk of the turnpike-road. But one old fogey puts 
on his green spectacles to look for her, and another his red, 
and another his blue ; and so they all miss her, because she 
is a colourless diamond. Those spectacles are preconceived 
notions, a priori reasoning, cant, prejudice, the depth of Mr. 
Shallow's inner consciousness, &c., &:c. Then comes the 
observer, opens the eyes that God has given him, tramples 
on all coloured spectacles, and finds Truth as surely as the 
spectacled theorists miss her. Say that the intellect of the 
average male is to the average female as ten to six, it is to 
the intellect of the picked female as ten to a hundred and 
iiffcy, or even less. Now the intellect of the male Edinburgh 
student was much above that of the average male, but still 
it fell £Eur below that of the picked female. All the examina- 
tions at Edinburgh showed this to all God's unspectacled 
creatures that used their eyes." 
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These remarks hit Vizard hard. They accorded with his 
own good sense and method of arguing ; but perhaps my more 
careful readers may have already observed this. He nodded 
hearty approval for once ; and she went on : — 

''We had now a right to matriculatCi and enter on our 
medical course. But^ to our dismay, the right was suspended. 
The proo& of our general proficiency, which we hoped would 
reconcile the professors to us as students of medicine, alarmed 
people, and raised us unscrupulous enemies in some who were 
justly respected, and others who had influence, though they 
hardly deserved it. 

'^ A general council of the University was called to recon- 
sider the pledge the Senate had given us, and overawe the 
University Court by the weight of academic opinion. The 
Court itself was fluctuating, and ready to turn either way. A 
large number of male students co-operated against us, with a 
petition. They, too, were a little vexed at our respectable 
figure in the preliminary examination. 

" The assembly met, and the union orator got up ; he was 
a preacher of the Gospel, and carried the weight of that office. 
Christianity, as well as science, seemed to rise against us in 
his person. He made a long and eloquent speech, based on 
the intelligent surmises and popular prejudices that were 
diffused in a hundred leading articles, and in letters to the 
editor by men and women, to whom history was a dead letter 
in modem controversies; for the press battled this matter 
for two years, and furnished each party with an artilleiy of 
reasons, pro and con. 

" He said : ' Woman's sphere is the hearth and the home : 
to impair her delicacy is to take the bloom from the peach : 
she could not qualify for medicine without mastering anatomy 
and surgery, branches that must unsex her. Providence, in- 
tending her to be man's helpmate, not his rival, had given 
her a body unfit for war or hard labour, and a brain four 
ounces lighter than a man's, and unable to cope with long 
study and practical science. In short, she was too good, and 
too stupid, for medicine.' 

^* It was eloquent, but it was h priori reasoning, and con- 
jecture versus evidence : yet the applause it met with showed 
one how happy is the orator qui hurle avec les hups. Taking 
the scientific preacher's whole theory in theology and science, 
woman was high enough in creation to be the mother of God, 
but not high enough to be a sawbones. 

'^Well, a professor of belles leitrcs rose on our side, not 
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with a rival theory, but with facta. He was a pupil of Lord 
Bacon, and a man of the nineteenth century ; so he objected 
to h priori reasoning on a matter of experience. To settle 
the question of capacity, he gave a long list of women who 
had been famous in science. Such as Bettesia Gozzadina, 
Novella Andrea, Novella Calderini, Maddelena Buonsignori, 
and many more, who were doctors of law and university 
professors; Dorotea Bocchi, who was professor both of 
philosophy and medicine; Laura Bassi, who was elected 
professor of philosophy in 1732 by acclamation^ and after- 
wards professor of experimental physics; Anna Manzolini, 
professor of anatomy in 1760; Gaetana Agnesi, professor of 
mathematics ; Christina Roccati, doctor of philosophy in 1 750 ; 
Qotilde Tambroni, professor of Greek in 1793 ; Maria Dalle 
Donne, doctor of medicine in 1799; Zaffira Ferretti, doctor 
of medicine in 1800; Maria Sega, doctor of medicine in 
1799 ; Madalena Noe, graduate of civil law in 1807. Ladies 
innumerable, who graduated in law and medicine at Pavia, 
Ferrara, and Padua, including Elena Lucrezia Comaro of 
Padua, a very famous woman. Also in Salamanca, Alcala, 
Cordova, he named more than one famous doctress. Also 
in Heidelberg, Gottingen, Giessen, Wurzburg, &c., and even 
at Utrecht, with numberless graduates in the arts and 
faculties at Montpellier and Paris in all ages. Also out- 
side reputations as of Doctor Bouvin and her mother, 
acknowledged celebrities in their branch of medicine. This 
chain, he said, has never been really broken. There was 
scarcely a great foreign university without some female 
student of high reputation. There were such women at 
Vienna and Petersburg: many such at Zurich. At Mont- 
pellier Mademoiselle Dioumergue was carrying all before her, 
and Miss Garrett and Miss Mary Putman at Paris, though 
they were weighted in the race by a foreign language. Let 
the male English physician pass a stiff examination in scientific 
French before he brayed so loud. He had never done it yet 
This, he said, is not an age of chimeras, it is a wise and 
wary age, which has established in all branches of learning 
a sure test of ability in man or woman — public examination 
followed by a public report These public examinations 
are all conducted by males, and women are passing them 
triumphantly all over Europe and America, and graduate as 
doctors in every civilised country, and even in half-civilised 
Russia. 
" He then went into our own little preliminary examina- 
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tion^ and gave the statistics. In Latin were examined 
65 men and 8 women : 10 men were rejected^ but no 
woman; 7 men were respectable, 7 optimi or first-rate, 
1 woman bona, and 1 optima. In mathematics were ex- 
amined 67 men and 4 women, of whom I woman was 
optima, and 1 bona: 10 men were optimi, and 25 bom; the 
rest failed. In German 2 men were examined and 1 woman ; 

1 man was good, and 1 woman. In logic 28 men were ex- 
amined and 1 woman*: the woman came out fifth in rank, 
and she had only been at it a month. In moral philo- 
sophy l6 men were examined and 1 woman : the woman 
came out third. In arithmetic, .51 men and 3 women: 

2 men were optimi, and 1 woman optima; several men 
failed, and not one woman. In mecoanics, 81 men and 

1 wT>man : the woman passed with fair credit, as did 1 3 men ; 
the rest failing. In French were examined 58 men and 
4 women : 3 men and 1 woman were respectable ; 8 men 
and 1 woman passed ; 2 women attained the highest ex- 
cellence, optimas, and not one man. In English, 6S men 
and 3 women : 3 men were good, and 1 woman ; but 

2 women were optimas, and only 1 man." 

" Fancy you remembering figures like that," said Vizard. 

" It's all training and habit," said she simply. 

'^As to the study and practice of medicine degrading 
women, he asked if it degraded men. No ; it elevated them. 
They could not contradict him on that point. He declined 
to believe, without a particle of evidence, that any science 
could elevate the higher sex and degrade the lower. What 
evidence we had ran against it. Nurses are not, as a class, 
unfeminine, yet all that is most appalling, disgusting, horrible, 
and unsexing in the art of healing is monopolised by them. 
Women see worse things than doctors. Women nurse all 
the patients of both sexes, often under horrible and sickening 
conditions, and lay out all the corpses. No doctor objects 
to this on sentimental grounds ; and why ? because the 
nurses get only a guinea a-week, and not a guinea a Hying 
visit : to women the loathsome part of medicine ; to man 
the lucrative ! The noble nurses of the Crimea went to 
attend males only; yet were not charged with indelicacy. 
They worked gratis. The would-be doctresses look mainly 
to attending women; but then they want to be paid for it: 
there was the rub — it was a mere money question, and all 
the attempts of the union to hide this and play the senti- 
mental shopman were transparent hypocrisy and humbug. 
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'^ A doctor justly revered in Edinburgh answered him^ but 
said nothing new or effective; and^ to our great joy, the 
majority went with us. 

" Thus encouraged, the University G)urt settled the matter. 
We were admitted to matriculate and study medicine^ under 
certain conditions, to which I beg your attention. 

^^ The instruction of women for the profession of medicine 
was to be conducted in separate classes confined entirely to 
women. 

''The professors of the faculty of medicine should^ for 
this purpose, be permitted to have separate classes for 
women. 

" All these regulations were approved by the Chancellor, 
and are to this day a part of the law of that University. 

''We ladies, five in number, but afterwards seven, were 
matriculated and registered professional students of medicine, 
and passed six delightful months we now look back upon as 
if it was a happy dream. 

"We were picked women, all in earnest; we deserved 
respect, and we met with it The teachers were kind, and 
we attentive and respectful: the students were courteous, 
and we were affable to them, but discreet. Whatever seven 
young women could do to earn esteem, and reconcile even 
our opponents to the experiment, we did. There was not 
an anti-student, or downright flirt amongst us : and, indeed, 
I have observed that an earnest love of study and science 
controls the amorous frivolity of women even more than 
men's. Perhaps our heads are really smaller than men's, 
and we haven't room in them to be like Solomon — extremely 
wise and arrant fools. 

" This went on till the first professional examination ; but, 
after the examination, the war, to our consternation, recom- 
menced. Am I then bad-hearted for thinking there must 
have been something in that examination which roused the 
sleeping spirit of trades-unionism ? " 

" It seems probable." 

" Then view that probability by the light of fact : 

" In physiology the male students were 1 27 ; in chemistry, 
226. 

" 25 obtained honours in physiolog}\ 

"SI in chemistry. 

"In physiology and chemistry there were dye women. 
One obtained honours in physiology alone. Four obtained 
honours in both physiology and chemistry. 
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*' So, you see, the female students beat the male students 
in physiology at the rate of five to one, and in chemistry 
seven and three-quarters to one. 

''But, horrible to relate, one of the ladies eclipsed twenty- 
nine out of the thirty-one gentlemen who took honaurt in 
chemistry. In capacity she surpassed them all ; for the two 
who were above her obtained only two marks more than she 
did, yet they had been a year longer at the study. This 
entitled her to 'a Hope Scholarship ' for that year. 

''Would you believe it? the sdiolarship was refused her 
— ^in utter defiance of the founder's conditions — on the idle 
pretext that she had studied at a different hour fix)m the 
male students, and therefore was not a member of the 
chemistry class." 

" Then why admit her to the competition ? " said Vizard. 

"Why.^ because the d priori reasoners took for granted 
she would be defeated. Then the cry would have been 
' you had your chance ; we let you try for the Hope 
Scholarship; but you could not win it' Having won it, 
she was to be cheated out of it somehow, or anyhow. 
The separate class system was not that lady's fault ; she 
would have preferred to pay the University lecturer lighter 
fees, and attend a better lecture with the male students. 
The separate class was an unfavourable condition of study, 
which the University imposed on us, as the condition of 
admitting us to the professional study of medicine. Surely, 
then, to cheat that lady out of her Hope Scholarship, when 
she had earned it under conditions of study enforced and 
unfavourable, was perfidious and dishonest It was even 
a little ungrateful to the injured sex ; for the money 
which founded these scholai-ships was women's money, 
eveiy penny of it The good Professor Hope had lectured 
to ladies fifty years ago ; had taken their fees, and founded 
his scholarships with their money : and it would have done 
his heart good to see a lady win, and wear that prize, 
which, but for his female pupUs, would never have existed. 
But it is easy to trample on a dead man ; as easy as on living 
women. 

"The perfidy was followed by ruthless tyranny. They 
refused to admit the fair criminal to the laboratory, 'else,' 
said they, ' she'll defeat more men.' 

"That killed her as a chemist It gave inferior male 
students too great an advantage over her. And so the 
public and Professor Hope were sacrificed to a trades-union, 
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and lost a great analytical chemist^ and something more — 
she had, to my knowledge, a subtle diagnosis. Now we 
have, at present, no great analyst, and the few competent 
analysts we have do not possess diagnosis in proportion, 
lliey can find a few poisons in the dead, but they axe slow 
to discover them in the living ; so they are not to be counted 
on to save a life, where Crime is administering poison. That 
woman could, and would, I think. 

^They drove her out of chemistry, wherein she was a 
genius, into surgery, in which she was only a talent She is 
now house-surgeon in a great hospital, and the public has 
lost a great chemist and diagnostic physician combined. 

''Up to the date of this enormity the press had been 
pretty evenly divided for and against us. But now, to their 
credit, they were unanimous, and reprobated the juggle as a 
breach of public fidth and plain morality. Backed by public 
opinion, one friendly professor took this occasion to move the 
University to relax the regulation of separate classes, since 
it had been abused. He proposed that the female students 
should be admitted to the ordinary classes. 

'' This proposal was negatived by 58 to 47. 

''This small majority was gained by a characteristic 
manoeuvre. The Queen's name was gravely dragged in as 
disapproving the proposal, when in fact it could never have 
been submitted to her, or her comment, if any, must have 
been in writing; and as to the general question, she has 
never said a public word against medical women. She has 
too much sense not to ask herself. How can any woman be 
fit to be a queen, with powers of life and death, if no woman 
is fit to be so small a thing, by comparison, as a physician, 
or a surgeon ? 

"We were victims of a small majority, obtained by 
imagination playing upon flunkeyism; and the first result 
was, we were not iJlowed to sit down to botany with males. 
Mind you, we might have gathered blackberries with them 
in umbrageous woods, from mom till dewy eve, and not a 
professor shocked in the whole Faculty; but we must not 
sit down with them to an intellectual dinner of herbs, and 
listen, in their company, to the pedantic terms and childish 
classifications of botany, in which kindred properties are 
ignored. Only the male student must be told publicly that 
a foxglove is nigUaUs purpurea in the improved nomenclature 
of science, and crow-foot is Ranunculus sceleratus, and the 
buck-bean is Menyanthu trifolmta, and mugwort is Artemesia 
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jutUuca ; and that iiaving lost the properties of hyssop known 
to Solomon^ we regain our superiority over that learned 
Hebrew by christening it Gratiola qfficma&s. The sexes 
must not be taught in one room to discard such ugly and 
inexpressive terms as snowdrop, meadow-sweet, heart's-ease, 
feverfew, cowslip, &c., and learn to know the cowslip as 
Feris — by class, peiUandria monogyma ; and the buttercup as 
Acris^ pofyandria monogyma ; the snowdrop as Galantkus nwalis, 
hexandria monogyma ; and the meadow-sweet as Ulmaria ; the 
heart's-ease askiola tricolor; and the daisy as BelUs perenms 
— ^yngenesia supeHhuL* 

''Well," said Vizard, ''I think the individual names can 
only hurt the jaws and other organs of speech. But the 
clasisifications ! Is the mild lustre of science to be cast over 
the natural disposition of young women towards Polyandria 
monogynia ? Is trigamy to be identified in their sweet 
souls with floral innocence, and their victims sitting by ? " 

"Such classifications are puerile and fanciful," said 
Miss Gale; "but, for that very reason, they don't infect 
animals with trigamy. Novels are much more likely to do 
that" 

"Especially ladies' novels," suggested Vizard meekly. 

"But the sexes will never lose either morals or delicacy 
through courses of botany endured together. It will not 
hurt young ladies a bit to tell them in the presence of young 
gentlemen that a cabbage is a thalamifloral exogen, and its 
stamens are tetradynamous ; nor that the mushroom, PsaUiata 
campestrisy and the toad-stool, Myoma campestris, are con- 
founded by this science in one chiss, Cryptogamia, It will 
not even hurt them to be told that the properties of the 
Arum macuhUum are little known, but that the males are 
crowded round the centre of the spadix, and the females 
seated at the base." 

Vizard, pompously, "The pulpit and the tea-table are 
centres of similar phenomena. Now I think of it, the pulpit 
is a very fair calyx, but the tea-table is rather squat" 

" Yes, sir. But, more than that, not one of these pedants 
who growled at promiscuous botany has once objected to 
promiscuous dancing, not even with the gentleman's arm 
round the ladies' waists, which the custom of centuries 
cannot render decent Yet the professors of delicacy con- 
nive, and the mother geese sit smirking at the wall. Oh, 
world of hypocrites and humbugs !" 

"1 am afraid ydu are an upsetter-general," said Vizard. 
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'' But you are abominably sincere ; and all this is a curious 
chapter of human nature. Pray proceed." 

Miss Gale nodded gravely, and resumed. 

"So much public ridicule fell on the union for this, and 
the blind flunkeyism^ which could believe the Queen had 
meddled in the detail, that the professors melted under it, 
and threw open botany and natural history to us, with other 
collateral sciences. 

" Then came the great fight, which is not ended yet. 

^^To qualify for medicine, and pass the stiff* euiminatiou, 
by which the public is very properly protected, you must be 
versed in anatomy and clinical surgery. Books and lectures 
do not suffice for this, without the human subject — ^alive and 
dead. The University Court knew that very well when it 
matriculated us, and therefore it provided for our instruction 
by promising us separate classes. 

'^Backed by this public pledge, we waited on the Uni- 
versity Professor of Anatomy to arrange our fees for a 
separate lecture. He flatly refused to instruct us separately 
for love or money, or to permit his assistants. That meant, 
* The union sees a way to put you in a cleft stick and cheat 
you out of your degree, in spite of the pledge the University 
has given you ; in spite of your fees and of your time given 
to study in reliance on the promise.' 

''This was a heavy blow. But there was an extra-mural 
establishment called Surgeons' Hall, and the University 
formally recognised all i^e lecturers in this Hall; so we 
applied to those lecturers, and they were shocked at the 
illiberality of the University professors, and admitted us at 
once to mixed classes. We attended lectures with the male 
students on anatomy and surgery, and of all the anticipated 
evils, not one took place, sir, 

''The objections to mixed classes proved to be idle 
words ; yet the old-fashioned minds opposed to us shut 
their eyes and went on reasoning d priori, and proving that 
the evils which they saw did not arise must arise should the 
experiment of mixed classes, which was then succeeding, 
ever be tried. 

"To qualify us for examination we now needed but one 
thing more, hospital practice. The Infirmary is supported 
not so much by the University as the town. We applied, 
therefore^ with some confidence for the permission usually 
conceded to medical students. The managers refused us the 
town infirmary^ Then we applied to the subscribers. The 
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majotity not belonging to a trades-union^ declared in oar 
favour^ and intimated plainly that they would turn out the 
illiberal managers at the next election of managers. 

*' But by this time the war was hot and general, and hard 
blows were dealt on both sides. It was artfully suppressed 
by our enemies in the profession and in the press that we 
had begged hard for the separate class which had been 
promised us in anatomy, and permission to attend, by our- 
selves, a limited number of wards in the infirmary ; and on 
this falsehood by suppression worse calumnies were built. 

'^I shall tell you what we really were, and what foul 
mouths and pens insinuated we must be. 

^'Two accomplished women had joined us, and we were 
now the seven wise vii^ns of a half-dviltsed nation, and, if 
I know black from white, we were seven of its brightest 
ornaments. We were seven ladies, who wished to be 
doctresses, especially devoted to our own sex; seven good 
students, who went on our knees to the University for 
those separate classes in anatomy and clinical surgery which 
the University was bound in honour to supply us; but, 
our prayer rejected, said to the University, ' Well, use 
your own discretion about separate or mixed classes : but 
for your own credit, and that of human nature, do not 
wilfully tie a hangman's noose to throttle the weak and 
deserving, and don't cheat seven poor, hard-working, meri- 
torious women, your own matriculated students, out of our 
entrance-fees, which lie to this day in the University coffers, 
out of the exceptionally heavy fees we have paid to your 
professors, out of all the fruit of our hard study, out of our 
diplomas, and our bread. Solve the knot your own way. 
We will submit to mixed classes, or anything, except pro- 
fessional destruction/ 

" In this spirit our lion-hearted leader wrote the letter of 
an uninjured dove, and said, there were a great many more 
wards in the infirmary than any male student could or did 
attend ; we would be content to divide the matter thus : the 
male students to have the monopoly of two-thirds, we to have 
the bare right of admission to one-third. By this the male 
students (if any) who had a sincere objection to study the 
sick, and witness operations, in our company, could never be 
troubled with us; and we, though less favoured than the 
male students, could just manage to qualify for that public 
examination which was to prove whether we could make able 
physicians or not. 
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^'Sir^ this gentle proposal was rejected with rude scorn, 
and in aggressive terms. Such is the spirit of a trades- 
union. 

"Having now shown you what we were, I will now tell 
you what our enemies, declining to observe our conduct, 
though it was very public, suggested we must be. Seven 
shameless women who pursued medicine as a handle for 
sexuality; who went into the dissecting-room to dissect 
males, and into the hospital to crowd round the male patient, 
and who demanded mixed classes, that we might have male 
companions in those studies^ which every feminine woman 
would avoid altogether. 

"This key-note struck, the public was regaled with a burst 
of hypocrisy such as Moli^e never had the luck to witness, 
or oh, what a comedy he would have written ! 

" The immodest sex, taking advantage of Moli^re's decease 
without heirs of his brain, set to work in public to teach the 
modest sex modesty. 

" In the conduct of this pleasant paradox, the representa- 
tives of that sex, which has much courage and little modesty, 
were two professors — who conducted the paradox so judi- 
ciously that the London press reprimanded Uiem for their 
foul insinuations — and a number of young men called medical 
students. 

"Now the medical student surpasses most young men in 
looseness of life and indecency of mind and speech. 

" The representatives of womanhood to be instructed in 
modesty by these animals, old and young, were seven prudes, 
whose minds were devoted to study and honourable ambition. 
These women were as much above the average of their sex in 
feminine reserve and independence of the male sex as they 
were in intellect. 

"The average girl, who throughout this discussion was all 
of a sudden puffed as a lily, because she ceased to be observed, 
can attend to nothing if a man is by ; she can't work, she 
can't play, she is so eaten up with the feelings of her sex. 
The frivolous soul can just manage to play croquet with 
females ; but, enter a man upon the scene, and she does even 
that very ill, and can hardly be got to take her turn in the 
only thing she has really given her mind to. We were 
angels compared with this paltry creature, and she was 
the standing butt of public oensuie^ until it was found that 
an imaginary picture of her could be made the handle for 
insulting her betters. 
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'^ Against these seven prudes, decent dotards and their 
foul-mouthed allies flung out insinuations, which did not 
escape public censure ; and the medical students declared 
their modesty was shocked at our intrusion into anatomy 
and surgery, and petitioned against us. Some of the press 
were deceived by this for a time, and hurlaient avec les loups. 

*^ I took up, one day, my favourite weekly, in which nearly 
every writer seems to me a scholar : and was regaled with 
such lines as this : — 

'^'It appears that girls are to associate with boys as 
medical students, in order that, when they become women, 
they may be able to speak to men with entire plainness upon 
all the subjects of a doctor s daily practice. 

"'In plain words, the aspirants to medicine and surgery 
desire to rid themselves speedily and effectually of that 
modesty which nature has planted in women.' And then 
the writer concludes: 'We beg to suggest that there are 
other places besides dissecting-rooms and hospitals where 
those ladies may relieve themselves of the modesty which 
they find so troublesome. But fathers naturally object to 
this being done at their sons' expense.' " 

''Infamous!" cried Vizard. "One comfort, no man ever 
penned that That is some old woman, ¥rriting down young 
ones." 

"I don't know," said Rhoda. "I have met so many 
womanish men in this business. All I know is, that my 
cheeks burned, and, for once in the fight, scalding tears ran 
down them. It was as if a friend had spat upon me. 

" What a chimera ! What a monstrous misinterpretation 
of pure minds by minds impure ! To us the dissecting-room 
was a temple, and the dead an awe, revolting to all our 
senses, until the knife revealed to our minds the Creator's 
hand in structural beauties that the trained can appreciate, 
if wicked dunces can't. 

"And as to the infirmary, we should have done just what 
we did at Zurich. We held a little aloof from the male 
patients, unless some good-natured lecturer, or pupil, gave us 
a signal, and then we came forward. If we came uninvited, 
we always stood behind the male students ; but we did crowd 
round the beds of the female patients, and claimed the inner 
row : AND, sm, they thanked God fob us openly. 

"A few awkward revelations were made during this dis- 
cussion. A medical student had the candour to write and 
say that he had been at a lecture, and the professor had 
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told an indelicate story, and, finding it palatable to his 
modest males, bad said : ' There, genUemen ; now if female 
students were admitted here, I could not have told you this 
amusing circumstance/ So that it was our purifying influence 
he dreaded in secret, though he told the public he dreaded 
the reverse. 

*^ Again, female patients wrote to the journals, to beg that 
female students might be admitted to come between them 
and the brutal curiosity of the male students, to which they 
were subjected in so offensive a way, that more than one poor 
creature declared she had felt agonies of shame, even in the 
middle of an agonising operation. 

''This being a cty from that public for whose sake the 
whole clique of physicians — male and female — exists, had, of 
course, no great weight in the union controversy. 

'' But, sir, if grave men and women will sit calmly down and 
fling dirt upon every woman who shall aspire to medicine in 
an island — though she can do so on a neighbouring continent 
with honour — and choose their time when the dirt can only 
fall on seven known women — since the female students in that 
Island are only seven — the pretended generality becomes a 
cowardly personality, and wounds as such, and excites less cold- 
hearted, and more hot-beaded, blackguards to outrage. It 
was so at Philadelphia, and it was so at Edinburgh. 

'' Our extra-mural teacher in anatomy was about to give a 
competitive examination. Now on these occasions we were 
particularly obnoxious. Often and clearly as it had been 
proved, by h priori reasoning, that we muH be infinitely 
inferior to the average male, we persisted in proving, by hard 
fact, that we tvere iimnitely his superior ; and evety examina- 
tion gave us an opportunity of crushing solid reasons under 
hollow fact 

''A band of medical students determined that, for once, 
h priori reasoning should have fair play, and not be crushed 
by a thing so illusory as fact. Accoidingly they got the gates 
closed, and collectc^l round them. We came up, one after 
another, and were received with hisses, groans, and abusive 
epithets. 

** This mode of reasoning must have been admirably adapted 
to my weak understanding: for it convinced me at once 
I had no business there; and I was for private study 
directly. 

'' But, sir, you know the ancients said, ' Better is an army 
of stags with % lion for their leader, than an army of lions 

161 L 



A WOMAN-HATER 

with a stag for their leader/ Now it so happened that we 
had a lioness for our leader. She pushed manfully through 
the crowds and hammered at the door ; then we crept quaking 
after. She ordered those inside to open the gates ; and some 
student took shame, and did. In marched our lioness, crept 
after by her — ^her " 

"Her cubs." 

"A thousand thanks, good sir. Her does. On second 
thoughts, ' her hinds.' Doe is the female of buck ; now I 
said stags. Well, the ruffians who had undertaken to teach 
us modesty swarmed in too. They dragged a sheep into the 
lecture-room, lighted pipes, produced bottles, drank, smoked, 
and abused us ladies to our fiices; and interrupted the 
lecturer at intervals with their howls and ribaldry ; that was 
intended to show the professor he should not be listened to 
any more if he admitted the female students. The affair got 
wind, and other students, not connected with medicine, came 
pouring in, with no worse motive, probably, than to see the 
lark. Some of these, however, thought the introduction of 
the sheep unfair to so respected a lecturer, and proceeded to 
remove her; but the professor put up his hand and said: 
' Oh, don't remove her; she is superior in intellect to many 
persons here present' 

" At the end of the lecture, thinking us in actual danger 
from these ruffians, he offered to let us out by a side door ; 
but our lioness stood up and said, in a voice that rings in 
my ear even now, ' Thank you, sir ; no. There are genUemen 
enough here to escort us safely.' 

" The magic of a great word from a great heart at certain 
moments when minds are heated! At that word, sir, the 
scales fell from a hundred eyes; manhood awoke with a 
start, ay, and chivalry too ; fifty manly fellows were round 
us in a moment, with glowing cheeks and eyes, and they 
carried us all home to our several lodgings in triumph. 
The cowardly caitifis of the trades-union howled outside, 
ond managed to throw a little dirt upon our gowns, and 
also hurled epithets most of which were new to me ; but 
it has since been stated by persons more versed in the 
language of the eanatUe^ that no fouler terms are known 
to the dregs of mankind. 

" Thus dikl the immodest sex, in the person of the medical 
student, outrage seven £ur samples of the modest sex — to 
teach them modesty. 

^ Next morning the police magistrates dealt with a few of 
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our teachen — ^inflicted aevere rebukes on them, and feeble 
fines. 

'^The craftier elders disowned the riot in public, but 
approved it in private ; and continued to act in concert with 
it, only with cunning, not violence. It caused no honest revul' 
sion of feeling, except in the disgusted public, and they had 
no power to help us. 

''The next incident was a stormy debate, by the sub- 
scribers to the Infirmary ; and here we had a little feminine 
revenge, which, outraged as we had been, I hope you will 
not grudge us. 

'' Our lioness subscribed £5, and became entitled to vote 
and speech. As the foulest epithets had been hurled at her 
by the union, and a certain professor had told her, to her 
face, no respectable woman would come to him and propose 
to study meidicine, she said, publicly, that she had come to 
his opinion, and respectable women would avoid him — ^which 
caused a laugh. 

''She also gave a venerable old physician, our bitter 
opponent, a slap that was not quite so fair. His attendant 
had been concerned in that outrage, and she assumed — in 
which she was not justified — that the old doctor approved. 
' To be sure/ said she, ' thev say he was intoxicated, and that 
is the only possible excuse. 

" The old doctor had only to say that he did not control 
his assistants in the street ; and his own mode of conduct- 
ing the opposition, and his long life of honour, were there 
to correct this young woman's unworthy surmises — and she 
would have had to apologise for going too far on mere surmise. 
But, instead of that, he was so injudicious as to accuse her 
of foul language, and say, ' My attendant is a perfect gentle- 
man ; he would not be my attendant if he were not.' 

" Our lioness had him directly. ' Oh,' said she, ' if Doctor 
So-and-So prefers to say that his attendant committed that 
outrage on decency when in his sober senses, I am quite 
content.' 

" This was described as violent invective by people with 
weak memories, who had forgotten the nature of the outrage 
our lioness was commenting on; but in truth it was only 
superior skill in debate, with truth to back it 

" For my part, I kept the police report at the time, and 
have compared it with her speech ; — tne judicial comments 
on those rioters are far more severe than hers. The truth ii^ 
it was her £eu:ts that hit too hard, not her expressions. 
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''Well, sir, she obtained a majority ; and those managers 
of the Infirmary, who objected to femide students, were dis- 
missed, and others elected. At the same meeting the Court 
of Contributors passed a statute, making it the law of the 
Infirmary, that students should be admitted without regard 
to sex. 

'' But as to the mere election of managers, the other party 
demanded a scrutiny of the votes, and instructive figures 
came out There voted with us twenty-eight firms, thirty- 
one ladies, seven doctors. 

''There voted with the union fourteen firms, two ladies, 
ihirty-^even doctors, and three druggists, 

" Thereupon the trades-union, as declared by the figures, 
alleged that firms ought not to vote. Nota bene — they always 
had voted unchallenged^ till they voted for fair play to 
women. 

"The union served the Provost with an interdict not to 
declare the new managers elected. 

"We applied for our tickets under the new statute, but 
were impudently refused, under the plea that the managers 
must first be consulted: so did the servants of the Infirmary 
defy the masters, in order to exclude us. 

"By this time the great desire of women to practise 
medicine had begun to show itself. Numbers came in^ and 
matriculated; and the pressure on the authorities to keep 
fiiith, and relax the dead-lock they had put us in, was 
great 

"Thereupon the authorities, instead of saying, 'We have 
pledged ourselves to a great number of persons, and guided 
their lives,* took fright, and cast about for juggles. They 
afiected to discover all of a sudden that they had acted 
illegally in matriculating female students. They would 
therefore not give back their fees, and pay them two 
handred pounds apiece for breach of contract, but merely 
stop their studies until compelled by judicial decision to 
keep faith. Observe, it was under advice of the Lord Justice- 
General they had matriculated us, and entered into a contract 
with uBffor fitlfUUng which it mas noi, and is not, in the power 
of am mortal man to punish them. 

" But these pettifoggers said this, ' We have acted illegally, 
and therefore not we, but you, shall sufier : we will prqfit by 
our illegal act, for we will retain your fees to the University, 
and your fees to its professors, and rob you of the seed-time 
of your youth, that we have wasted.' 
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*^ Now in that country they can get the opinions of the 
judges, by raising what they call an action of declarator. 

^' One would think it was their business to go to the judges, 
and meantime give us the benefit of legal doubt, while it 
lasted ; and of the moral no-doubt, whidi will last till the 
day of judgment, and a day after. 

^' Not a bit of it. They broke their contract with us, re* 
fused us the article we had bought of them, and disowned 
equity, yet shifted the burden of law on to our shoulders. 
Litigation is long. Possession is nine points. The female 
students are now sitting with their hands before them, their 
studies suspended, waiting till time shall show them whether 
lawyers can pettifog as well as doctors. 

" As for me, I had retired to civilised climes long before 
this. I used to write twice a week to my parents; but I 
withheld all mention of the outrage at Surgeons' Hall. I 
knew it would give them useless pain. But in three weeks 
or so came a letter from my father, unlike any other I ever 
knew him write. It did not even begin 'My dear child.' 
This was what he said, — the words are engraved in my 
memoir: 'Out of that nation of cowards and skunks: out 
of it this moment, once and for ever. The States are your 
home. Draft on London enclosed. Write to me from 
France next week, or write to me no more. Graduate in 
France. Then come north, and sail from Havre to New 
York. You have done with Britain, and so have I, till our 
next war. Pray God that mayn't be long ! ' 

''It was like a lion's roar of anguish. I saw my dear 
&ther's heart was bursting with affony and rage at the insult 
to his daughter, and I sh^ tears for him those wretches had 
never drawn from me. 

" I had cried at being insulted by scholars, in the press ; 
but what was it to me that the scum of the medical profession 
called me words I did not know the meaning of, and flung 
the dirt of their streets, and the filth of their souls, after me ? 
I was frightened a little, that is all. But that these reptiles 

could wound my darling old lion's heart across the ocean 

Sir, he was a man who could be keen and even severe with 
men : but every virtuous woman was a sacred thing to him ; 
bad he seen one, though a stranger, insulted as we were, he 
would have died in her defence: he was a true American. 
And to think the dregs of mankind could wound him for his 
daughter, and so near the end of his own dear life. Oh ! " 
She turned her head away. 
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'' My poor girl ! " said Vizard^ and his own voice was 
broken. 

When he said that^ she gave him her hand^ and seemed to 
cling to it a little ; but she turned her head away from him^ 
and cried^ and even trembled a little. 

But she very soon recovered herself^ and said she would 
try to end her story. It had been long enough. 

"Sir, my father had often obeyed me ; but now I knew 
I must obey him. I got testimonials in Edinburgh, and 
started South directly ; in a week I was in the South of 
France. Oh, what a change in people's minds by mere 
change of place ! The professors received me with winning 
courtesy ; some hats were lifted to me in the street, with 
marked respect ; flowers were sent to my lodgings by gentle- 
men, who never once intruded on me in person. I was in a 
civilised land. Yet there was a disappointment for me. I 
inquired for G>melia. The wretch had just gone and married 
a professor. I feared she was up to no good, by her writing 
so seldom of late. 

" I sent her a line that an old friend had returned, and 
had not forgotten her, nor our mutual vows. 

" She came directly, and was for caressing away her crime, 
and dissolving it in crocodile tears ; but I played the injured 
friend and tyrant. 

" Then she curled round me, and coaxed, and said : 
'Sweetheart, I can advance your interests all the better. 
You shall be famous for us both. I shall be happier in your 
success than in my own.' 

"In short she made it very hard to hold spite; and it 
ended in feeble-minded embraces. Indeed she was of service 
to me. I had a favour to ask ; I wanted leave to count my 
Scotch time in France. 

" My view was tenable ; and Cornelia, by her beauty and 
her popularity, gained over all the professors to it but one. 
He stood out 

" Well, sir, an extraordinary occurence befriended me ; no, 
not extraordinary — unusual. 

"I lodged on a second floor. The first floor was very 
handsome. A young Englishman and his wife took it for a 
week. She was musical ; a real genius. The only woman 
I ever heard sing without whining, for we are, by nature, 
the medical and unmusical sex." 

" So you said before." 

" I know I did ; and I mean to keep saying it till people 
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see it. Well^ the young man was taken violently and mys- 
teriously ill ; had syncope after sjmcope^ and at last ceased to 
breathe. 

** The wife was paralysed^ and sat stupefied^ and the people 
about feared for her reason. 

''After a time they begged me to come down and talk 
to her. Of course I went. I found her with her head 
upon his knees. I sat down quietly, and looked at him. 
He was young and beautiful, but with a feminine beauty. 
His head finely shaped, with curly locks that gHttered in 
the sun, and one golden lock lighter than the rest. His 
eyes and eye-lashes, his oval face, his white neck, and 
his white hand, all beautiful. His left hand rested on the 
counterpane. There was an emerald ring on one finger. 
He was like some beautiful flower cut down. I can see 
him now. 

'' The woman lifted her head and saw me. She had a noble 
fiice, though now distorted and wild. 

'' She cried, ' Tell me he is not dead ! tell me he is not 
dead ! ' and when I did not reply, the poor creature gave 
a wild cry, and her senses left her. We carried' her into 
another room. 

'* Whilst the women were bringing her to, an official came 
to insist on the interment taking place. They are terribly 
expeditious in the South of France. 

''This caused an altercation; and the poor lady rushed 
out, and finding the officer peremptory, flung her arms round 
the body, and said they should not be parted — she would be 
buried with him. 

" The official was moved, but said the law was strict, and 
the town must conduct the funeral unless she could find the 
sad courage to give the necessary instructions. With this he 
was going out, inexorable, when all of a sudden I observed 
something that sent my heart into my mouth, and I cried 
' Arr6tez ! ' so loud that eveiybody stared. 

" I said, ' You must wait till a physician has seen him ; he 
has moved a finger.' 

" I stared at the body, and they all stared at me. 

"He had moved a finger. When I first saw him his 
fingers were all close together; but now the little finger 
was quite away from the third finger, the one with Uie 
ring on. 

" I felt his heart and found a little warmth about it, but no 
perceptible pulse. I ordered them to take off his sheet and 
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put on blankets, but not to touch him till I came back with a 
learned physician. The wife embraced me, all trembling, and 
promised obedience. I got 9^ fiacre and drove to Dr. Brasseur^ 
who was my hostile professor, but very able. I burst on him 
and told him I had a case of catalepsy for him ; it wasn't 
catalepsy, you know, but physicians are fond of Greek ; they 
prefer the wrong Greek word to the right English. So I 
called it ' catalepsy,' and said I believed they were going to 
bury a live man. He shrugged his shoulders, and said that 
was one of the customs of the country. He would come in 
an hour. I told him that would not do, the man would be 
in his coffin ; he must come directly. JHe smiled at my im- 
petuosity, and yielded. 

** I got him to the patient. He examined him, and said he 
might be alive, but feared the last spark was going out He 
dared not venture on friction. We must be wary. 

'' Well, we tried this stimulant and that, till at last we got 
a sigh out of the patient ; and I shall not forget the scream 
of joy, at that sigh, which made the room ring, and thrilled 
us all. 

''By-and-by I was so fortunate as to suggest letting a 
small stream of water fall from a height on his head and 
face. We managed that, and by-and-by were rewarded with 
a sneeze. 

'' I think a sneeze must revivify the brain wonderfully, for 
he made rapid progress, and then we tried friction, and he got 
well very quick. Indeed, as he had nothing the matter with 
him — except being dead — ^he got ridiculously well, and began 
paying us fulsome compliments, the doctor and me. 

*' So then we handed him to his joyful wife. 

" They talk of crying for joy, as if it was done every day. 
I never saw it but once, and she was the woman. She made 
a curious gurgle ; but it was very pretty. I was glad to have 
seen it, and very proud to be the cause. 

'^The next day that pair left. He was English; and so 
many good-natured strangers called on him that he fled swiftly, 
and did not even bid me good-bye. However, I was told 
they both inquired for me, and were sorry I was out when 
they went" 

'^ How good of them ! " said Vizard, turning red. 

'^ Oh, never mind, sir ; I made use of hxnu I scribbled an 
article that very day, entitled it, ' While there's life there's 
hope,' and rushed with it to the editor of a journal. He took 
it with delight I wrote it <J la frangaisc : picture of the 
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dead husband^ mourning wife, the impending interment; 
effaced myself entirely, and said the wife had refused to 
bury him, until Dr. Brasseur, whose fame had reached her 
ears, had seen the body. To humour her, the doctor was 
applied to, and, his benevolence being equal to his science, 
he came : when lo ! a sudden surprise : ihe swift, unerring 
eye of science detected some subtle sign that had escaped 
the lesser luminaries. He doubted the death. He applied 
remedies; he exhausted the means of his art, with little 
avail at first, but at last a sigh was elicited, then a sneeze ; 
and, marvellous to relate, in one hour the dead man was 
sitting up, not convalescent, but well. I concluded with 
some reflections on this most important case of suspended ammor 
tion very creditable to the profession of medicine, and Dr. 
Brasseur." 

"There was a fox!" 

"Well, look at my hair. W^hat else could you expect? 
I said that before, too. 

"My notice was published, and I sent it to the doctor, 
with my respects, but did not call on hiuL However, one 
day he met me, and greeted me with a low bow. ' Made- 
moiselle/ said he, 'you were always a good student; but 
now you show the spirit of a confrh^, and so gracefully, 
that we are all agreed we must have you for one as soon as 
possible.' 

" I curtseyed, and felt my face red, and said I should be 
the proudest woman in France. 

" ' Grand Dieu ! ' said he, ' I hope not ; for your modesty 
is not the least of your charms.' 

" So the way was made smooth, and I had to work hard, 
and in about fourteen months I was admitted to my final ex- 
amination. It was a severe one ; but I had some advantages. 
Each nation lias its wisdom; and I had studied in various 
schools. 

" Being a linguist, with a trained memory, I occasionally 
backed my replies with a string of French, German, English, 
and Italian authorities, that looked imposing. 

"In short, I did pass with public applause, and cordial 
felicitation ; they quite feted me. The old welcomed me ; 
the young escorted me home, and flung flowers over me at 
my door. I reappeared in the balcony, and said a few words 
of gratitude to them and their noble nation. They cheered, 
and dispersed. 

" My heart was in a glow. I turned my eyes towards New 
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York : a fortnight more^ and my parent should greet me as 
an European doctress, if not a British. 

''The excitement had been too great; I sat a little ex- 
hausted on the sofa. They brought me a letter. It was 
black-edged. I tore it open, with a scream. My father was 
dead." 



CHAPTER XVI 

"I WAS prostrated^ stupefied. I don't know what I did 
or how long I sat there. But Cornelia came to congratulate 
me^ and found me there like stone^ with the letter in my 
hand She packed up my clothes^ and took me home with 
her. I made no resistance. I seemed all broken and limp^ 
soul and body, and not a tear that day. 

" Oh, sir, how small everything seems beside bereavement. 
My troubles, my insults, were nothing now; my triumph 
nothing ; for I had no fatlier left to be proud of it with me. 

*' I wept with anguish a hundred times a day. Why had 
I left New York P why had I not foreseen this everyday 
calamity, and passed every precious hour by his side I was 
to lose? 

''Terror seized me. My mother would go next No 
life of any value was safe a day. Death did not wait for 
disease. It killed because it chose, and to show its contempt 
of hearts. 

" But just as I was preparing to go to Havre, they brought 
me a telegram. I screamed at it, and put up my hands. I 
said, ' No, no ; ' I would not read it, to be told my mother 
was dead. I would have her a few minutes longer. Cornelia 
read it, and said it was from her. I fell on it and kissed it. 
The blessed telegram told she was coming home. I was to 
go to I^ndon and wait for her. 

" I started. Cornelia paid my fees, and put my diploma 
in my box. / cared for nothing now but my own flesh and 
blood, what was left of it, my mother. 

"I reached London, and telegraphed my address to» my 
mother, and begged her to come at once and ease my fears. 
I told her my funds were exhausted, but of course that was 
not the thing I poured out my heart about ; so I daresay she 
hardly realised my deplorable condition — ^listless and be- 
reaved, alone in a great city, with no money. 
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''In her next letter she begged me to be patient She 
had trouble with her husband's executors ; she would send 
me a draft as soon as she could; but she would not leave 
and let her child be robbed. 

'^ By-and-by the landlady pressed me for money. I gave 
her my gowns and shawls to sell for me." 

"Goose!" 

*' And just now I was a fox." 

*' You are both. But so is every woman." 

''She handed me a few shillings^ by way of balance. I 
lived on them till they went Then I starved a little." 

" With a ring on your finger you could have pawned for 
ten guineas ! " 

" Pawn my ring ! My father gave it me." She kissed it 
tenderly ; yet, to Vizard, half defiantly. 

" Pawning is not selling, goose/' said he, getting angry. 

" But I must have parted with it" 

" And you preferred to starve ? " 

" I preferred to starve," said she steadily. 

He looked at her. Her eyes fiiced his. He muttered 
something, and walked away three steps to hide unreason- 
able sympathy. He came back with a grand display of 
cheerjfulness. "Your mother will be here next month," 
said he, "with money in both pockets. Meantime I wish 
you would let me have a finger in the pie ; or, rather, my 
sister. She is warm-hearted and enthusiastic ; she shall call 
on you if you will permit it" 

"Is she like you?" 

"Not a bit; we are by different mothers. Hers was a 
Greek, and she is a beautiful dark girl." 

"I admire beauty; but is she like you — in — in — dis- 
position ? " 

" Lord ! no ; very superior. Not abominably clever like 
you; but absurdly good. You shall judge for yourself 
Obl^e me with your address." 

The doctress wrote her address with a resigned air, as one 
who had found somebody she had to obey ; and, as soon as 
he had got it. Vizard gave her a sort of nervous shake of the 
hand, and seemed almost in a hurry to get away from her. 
But this was his way. 

She would have been amazed if she had seen his change 
of manner the moment he got amongst his own people. 
He burst in on them crying, " There — the prayers of this 
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congregation are requested for Harrington Vizard^ saddled 
with a virago." 

'^ Saddled with a virago ! " screamed Fanny. 

" Saddled with a I " sighed Zoe faintly. 

^' Saddled with a virago for ufe ! " shouted Vizard, with a 
loud defiance, that seemed needless, since nobody was object- 
ing violently to his being saddled. 

^'Look here/' said he, descending all of a sadden to a 
meek, injured air, which, however, did not last very long ; 
" I was in the garden of Leicester Square, and a young lady 
turned faint I observed it, and instead of taking the 
hint, and cutting, I offered assistance — off my guard, as 
usual She declined. I persisted; proposed a glass of 
wine or spirit She declined, but at last let out she was 
starving." 

"Oh! "cried Zoe. 

"Yes, Zoe — starving. A woman more learned, more 
scientific, more eloquent, more offensive to a fellow's vanity, 
than I ever saw, or even read of — a woman of getdus, starving, 
like a genius and a ninny, with a ring on her finger worth 
thirty guineas. But my learned goose would not raise 
money on that, because it was her father's, and he is 
dead.^' 

" Poor thing ! " said Zoe, and her eyes glistened directly. 

" It is hard, Zoe ; isn't it ? She is a physician — an able 
physician ; has studied at Zurich, and at Edinburgh, and in 
France, and has a French diploma, but must not practise in 
England, because we are behind the Continent in laws and 
civilisation — so she says, confound her impudence, and my 
folly for becoming a woman's echo ! But if I were to tell 
you her whole story, your blood would boil at the trickery, 
and dishonesty, and oppression of the trades-union, which has 
driven this gifted creature to a foreign school for education, 
and now that a foreign nation admits her ability and crowns 
her with honour, still she must not practise in this country 
because she is a woman and we are a nation of half-civilised 
men. That is her chat, you understand, not mine. We are 
not obliged to swallow all that; but turn it how you will, 
here are learning, genius, and virtue starving. We must get 
her to accept a little money : that means, in her case, a little 
fire and food. Zoe, shall that woman go to bed hungry 
to-night ? " 

" No ; never ! " "said Zoe warmly. " Let me think. Offer 
her a loan" 
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» Well done ; that is a good idea. Will tftm undertake it ? 
She will be Cmt more likely to accept She is a bit of a prude 
and all, is my vinga" 

'^ Yes, dear, she will Order the carriage. She shall not 
go to bed hungry — ^nobody shall that you are interested 
in. 

'' Oh, after dinner will do." 

Dinner was ordered inmiediately, and the brougham an 
hour after. 

At dinner Vizard gave them all the outline of the 
Edinburgh struggle, and the pro* and com; during which 
narrative his female hearers might have been observed to 
get cooler and cooler, till they reached the sero of perfect 
apathy. They listened in dead silence ; but when Harring- 
ton had done, Fanny said aside to Zoe, ''It is all her 
own fault What business have women to set up for 
doctors?" 

''Of course not," said Zoe; "only we must not say so. 
He indulges tu in our whims." 

Warm partisan of immortal justice when it was lucky 
enough to be backed by her affections. Miss Vizard rose 
directly after dinner, and, with a fine imitation of ardour, 
said she could lose no more time — she must go and put on 
her bonnet. " You will come with me, Fanny ? " 

When I was a girl ; or a boy ; I forget which — it is so 
long ago — a young lady, thus invited by her affectionate 
friend, used to do one of two things: nine times out of 
ten she sacrificed her inclination, and went; the tenth, 
she would make sweet, engaging excuses, and beg off*. But 
the girls of this day have invented " silent volition." When 
you ask them to do anything they don't quite like, they 
look you in the face bland, but full, and neither speak nor 
move. Miss Dover was a proficient in this graceful form of 
refusal by dead silence, and resistance by placid inertia. 
She just looked like the full moon in Zoe's face, and never 
budged. Zoe, being also a ffirl of the day, needed no inter- 
pretation. " Oh, very well,'^ said she, " disobliging Thing" 
— ^with perfect good-humour, mind you. 

Vizard, however, was not pleased. 

"You go with her, Ned," said he. "Miss Dover prefers 
to stay and smoke a dgar with me." 

Miss Dover's face reddened, but she never budged. And 
it ended in Zoe tddng Seveme with her to caU on Rhoda 
Gale. 
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Rhoda Gale stayed in the garden till sunset, and then 
went to her lodgings slowly, for they had no attraction — a 
dark room; no supper; a hard landlady, half disposed to 
turn her out. 

Dr. Rhoda Gale never reflected much in the streets — 
ihey were to her a field of minute ohservation ; but when 
she got home, she sat down and thought over what she 
had been saying and doing, and puzzled over the character 
of the man who had relieved her hunger and elicited her 
autobiography. She passed him in review; settled in her 
mind that he was a strong character — a manly man, who 
did not waste words ; wondered a little at the way he had 
made her do whatever he pleased; blushed a little at the 
thought of having been so communicative, yet admired the 
man for having drawn her out so, and wondered whether 
she should see him again. She hoped she should. But she 
did not feel sure. 

She sat half an hour thus — ^with one knee raised a little) 
and her hands interlaced — ^by a fireplace with a burnt-out 
coal in it; and by-and-by she felt hungry again. But she 
had no food, and no money. 

She looked hard at her ring, and profited a little by contact 
with the sturdy good sense of Vizard. 

She said to herself, '^Men understand one another. I 
believe finther would be angry with me for not," 

Then she looked tenderly and wistfully at the ring, and 
kissed it, and murmured, ''Not to-night." You see she 
hoped she might have a letter in the morning, and so respite 
her ring. 

Then she made light of it, and said to herself, '' No matter; 
qui dort dine" 

But as it was early for bed, and she could not be long 
idle, sipping no knowledge, she took up the last good 
German work that she had bought when she had money, 
and proceeded to read. She had no candle, but she haid 
a lucdfer-match or two, and an old newspaper. With this 
she made long spills, and lighted one, and read two pages 
by that paper torch; and lighted another before it was 
out, and then another, and so on in succession, fighting for 
knowledge against poverty, as she had fought for it a^^inst 
perfidy. 

While she was thus absorbed, a carriage drew up at the 
door. She took no notice of that ; but presently there was 
a rustling of silk on the stairs, and two voices, and then a 
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t«p at the door. ''Come in/' said she — and Zoe entered 
just as the last spill burned out. 

Rhoda Gale rose in a dark room; but a gaslight over 
the way just showed her figure. '' Miss Gale ? " said Zoe 
timidly. 

"I am Miss Gale," said Rhoda quietly, but firmly. 

" I am Miss Vizard, the gentleman's sister that you met 
in Leicester Square to-day;" and she took a cautious step 
towards her. 

Rhoda's cheeks burned. 

''Miss Vizard," she said, "excuse my receiving you so; 
but you may have heard I am very poor. My last candle 
is gone. But perhaps the landlady would lend me one. I 
don't know. She is veiy disobliging, and very cruel." 

''Then she shall not have the honour of lending you a 
candle," said Zoe, with one of her gushes. " Now, to tell 
the truth," said she, altering to the cheerful, "I'm rather 
glad. I would rather talk to you in the dark, for a little, 
just at first. May I?" By this time she had gradually 
crept up to Rhoda. 

" I am afraid you muH,** said Rhoda. " But, at least, I can 
offer you a seat." 

Zoe sat down, and there was an awkward silence. 

"Oh dear," said Zoe: "I don't know how to begin. I 
wish you would give me your hand^ as I can't see your 
face." 

" With all my heart : there." 

(Almost in a whisper) " He has told me." 

Rhoda put the other hand to her fiice, though it was so 
dark. 

"Oh, Miss Gale, how caidd you? Only think! Suppose 
you had killed yourself, or made yourself veiy ill. Your 
mother would have come directly and found you so; and 
only think how unhappy you would have made her ! " 

" Can I have forgotten my mother ? " asked Rhoda of her- 
self, but aloud. 

" Not wilfully, I am sure. But you know geniuses are not 
always wise in these little things. They want some good 
humdrum soul to advise them in the common affairs of life. 
That want is supplied you now, for I am here ; ha ! ha ! " 

"You are no more commonplace than I am; much less 
now, rU be bound." 

" We will put that to the test," said Zoe, adroitly enough. 
"Jtly view of all this is — that here is a young lady in want 
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of money ;/or a time, as everybody is, now and then, and that 
the sensible course is to borrow some^ till your mother comes 
over with her apron full of dollars. Now I have twenty 
pounds to lend, and if you are so mighty sensible as you say, 
you won't refuse to borrow it" 

'^ Oh, Miss Vizard, you are very good ; but I am afraid and 
ashamed to borrow. I never did such a thing." 

'' Time you began, then. / have — often. But it is no use 
arguing. You must — or you will get poor me finely scolded. 
Perhaps he was on his good behaviour with you, being a 
stranger ; but at home they expect to be obeyed. He will 
be sure to say it was my stupidity, and that he would have 
made you directly." 

^'Do tell!" cried Rhoda, surprised into an idiom; "as if 
I'd have taken money from him." 

"Why, of course not; but between us it is nothing 
at all. There : " and she put the money in Rhoda's hand, 
and then held both hand and money rather tightly im- 
prisoned in her larger palm; and began to chatter, so as 
to leave the other no opening. " Oh blessed darkness, 
how easy it makes things! does it not? I am glad there 
was no candle; we should have been fencing and blush- 
ing ever so long, and made such a fiiss about nothing — 
and " 

This prattle was interrupted by Rhoda Gale putting her 
right wrist round Zoe's neck, and la3ang her forehead on her 
shoulder with a little sob. So then they both distilled the 
inevitable dew-drops. 

But as Rhoda was not much given that way, she started 
up, and said, " Darkness ? no ; I must see the face that has 
come here to help me, and not humiliate me. That is the 
first use I'll make of the money. I am afraid you are rather 
plain, or you couldn't be so good as all this." 

" No,'* said Zoe, " I'm not reckoned plain. Only as black 
as a coal." 

" All the more to my taste," said Rhoda, and flew out of 
the room, and nearly stumbled over a figure seated on a step 
of the staircase. " Who are you ? " said she sharply. 

" My name is Seveme." 

" And what are you doing there ? " 

" Waiting for Miss Vizard." 

" Come in then." 

"She told me not." 

" Then I tell you to. The idea ! Miss Vizard I " 
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"Yes." 

'^Please have Mr. Seveme in. Here he is, sitting — Hke 
grief— on the steps. I will soon be back." 

She flew to the landlady. *' Mrs. Grip^ I want a candle." 

" Well, the shops are open," said the woman rudely. 

'' Oh, I have no time. Here is a sovereign. Please give 
me two candles directly, candlesticks and alL" 

The woman's manner changed directly. 

'^You shall have them this moment, miss, and my own 
candlesticks, which they are plated." 

She brought them, and advised her only to light one. 
" They don't cany well, miss," said she. " They are wax — 
or snmmat" 

'^Then they are summat," said Miss Gale, after a single 
glance at their composition. 

" I'll make you a nice hot supper, miss, in half-an-hour," 
said the woman maternally, as if she was going to give 
it her. 

'^ No thank you. Bring me a twopenny loaf, and a scuttle 
of coals." 

" La, miss ! no more than that — out of a sov' ? " 

" Yes — THE CHANGE." 

Having shown Mrs. Grip her father was a Yankee, she 
darted upstairs with her candles. Zoe came to meet her, 
and literally dassled her. 

Rhoda stared at her with amazement and growing rapture. 
" Oh, you beauty ! " she cried, and drank her in from head to 
foot. 

" Well," said she, drawing a long breath, '^ Nature, you 
have turned out a com-plete article this time, I reckon." 
Then, as Seveme laughed merrily at this, she turned her 
candle and her eyes full on him very briskly. She looked at 
him for a moment, with a gratified eye at his comeliness; 
then she started. *' Oh ! " she cried. 

He received the inspection merrily, till she uttered that 
ejaculation, then he started a little and stared at her. 

''We have met before," said she, almost tenderly. 

" Have we ? " said he, putting on a mystified air. 

She fixed him, and looked him through and through. 
''You — don't — remember — me?" asked she. Then, after 
giving him plenty of time to answer, " Well, then, I must 
be mistaken ; " and her words seemed to fi^^eze themselves 
and her as they fell. 

She turned her back on him, and said to Zoe, with a good 
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deal of sweeiaiess and weight, " I have lived to see good- 
ness and beauty united. I will never despair of human 
nature." 

This was too point-blank for Zoe; she blushed crimson^ 
and said archly, ''I think it is time for me to run. Oh, 
but I forgot; here is my card; we are all at that hotel 
If I am so very attractive, you will come and see me. We 
leave town very soon; will you?" 

" I will," said Rhoda. 

" And since you took me for an old acquaintance, I hope 
you will treat me as one," said Seveme, with consummate 
grace and assurance. 

" I will, sir," said she icily, and with a marvellous curl of 
the lip that did not escape Mm. 

She lighted them down the stairs, gazed after Zoe, and 
ignored Seveme altogether. 



CHAPTER XVII 

GoiNo home in the carriage Zoe was silent, but Seveme 
talked nineteen to the dozen. Had his object been to 
hinder his companion's mind from dwelling too long on 
one thing, he could not have rattled the dice of small talk 
more industriously. His words would fill pages; his topics 
were that Miss Gale was an extraordinary woman, but too 
masculine for his taste, and had made her own troubles 
setting up doctress, when her true line was governess — ^for 
boys. He was also glib and satirical upon that &vourite 
butt, a friend. 

''Who but a soi'-disant woman-hater would pick up a 
strange virago, and send his sister to her with twenty pounds ? 
I'll tell you what it is. Miss Vizard " 

Here Miss Vizard, who had sat dead silent under a flow 
of words, which is merely indicated above, laid her hand on 
his arm to stop the flux for a moment, and said quietly — 
'' Do yoa know her ? — ^tell me." 

" Know her !— how should I ?" 

" I thought you might have met her— abroad." 

"Well, it is possible, of course, but very unlikely. If I 
did, I never spoke to her, or I should have remembered her. 
Doni you Uunk so?" 
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** She seemed very positive ; and I think she is an accurate 
person. She seemed quite surprised and mortified when you 
said 'No.'" 

'^ Well^ you know, of course it if a mortifying thing when a 
hidy claims a gentleman's acquaintance, and the gentleman 
doesn't admit it But what could I do ? I couldn't tell a lie 
about it— could I?" 

" Of course not," 

'' I was off my guard and rudish ; but you were not What 
tact ! — ^what delicacy . — what high breeding and angelic 
benevolence ! — and so clever too ! " 

" Oh, fie ! you listened ! " 

''You left the door ajar, and I could not bear to lose a 
word that dropped from those lips so near me. Yes, I 
listened, and got such a lesson as only a noble, gentle lady 
could give. I shall never forget your womanly art, and the 
way you contrived to make the benefaction sound nothing. 
'We are all of us at low water in turns, and for a time, 
especially me, Zoe Vizard; so here's a trifling loan.' A 
loan ! — ^you'll never see a shilling of it again ! No matter. 
What do angels want of money ? " 

"Oh, pray," said Zoe, "you make me blush." 

"Then I wish there was more light to see it — ^yes, an 
angel; do you think I can't see you have done all this 
for a lady you do not reaDy approve ? Fancy ! A she- 
doctor ! " 

" My dear friend," said Zoe, with a little juvenile pom- 
posity, " one ought not to judge one's intellectual superiors 
hastily, and this lady is ours;" then gliding back to her* 
self — ^"and it is my nature to approve what those I love 
approve ; when it is not downright wrong, you know." 

" Oh, of course, it is not wrong ; but is it wise ? " 

Zoe did not answer : the question puzzled her. 

" Come," said he, " I'll be frank, and speak out in time. I 
don't think you know your brother Harrington. He is very 
inflammable." 

" Inflammable ! — what ! Harrington ? Well, yes — ^for I've 
seen smoke issue firom his mouth — ha, ha ! " 

" Ha, ha ! I'll pass that off for mine, some day when you 
are not by. But, seriously, your brother is the very man to 
make a fool of himself with a certain kind of woman. He 
despises the whole sex — in theory; and he is very hard 
upon ordinary women, and does not appreciate their good 
qualities. But when he meets a remarkable woman he 
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catches fixe like tow. He fell in love with Mademoiselle 
Klosking." 

"Oh! not in love." 

'^ I beg your pardon. Now this is between you and me — 
he was in love with her — ^madly in love. He was only 
saved by our coming away. If those two had met^ and 
made acquaintance^ he would have been at her mercy. I 
don't say any harm would have come of it; but I do 
say that would have depended on the woman, and not on 
the man." 

Zoe looked very serious, and said nothing. But her long 
silence showed him his words had told. 

''And now," said he, after a judicious pause, "here is 
another remarkable woman ; the last in the world I should 
fancy — or Visard either, perhaps, if he met her in society. 
But the whole thing occurs in the way to catch him. He 
finds a lady fidnting with hunger. He feeds her ; and that 
softens his heart to her. Then she tells him the old story — 
victim of the world's injustice — and he is deeply interested in 
her. She can see that ; she is as keen as a razor. If those 
two meet a few more times, he will be at her mercy : and then 
she will throw physic to the dogs, and jump at a husband 
six feet high, and twelve thousand acres. I don't study 
women with a microscope, as our woman-hater does ; but I 
notice a few things about them ; and one is that their eccen- 
tricities all give way at the first offer of marriage. I believe 
they are only adopted in desperation, to get married. \Miat 
beautiful woman is ever eccentric ? catch her ; she can get a 
husband without That doctress will prescribe Harrington a 
wedding-ring ; and, if he swallows it, it will be her last pre- 
scription ; she will send out for the family doctor aft^r that, 
like other wives." 

" You alann me," said Zoe. " Pray do not make me un- 
just. This is a lady with a fine mind ; and not a designing 
woman. 

" Oh, I don't say she has laid any plans ; but these things 
are always extemporised the moment the chance comes. You 
can count beforehand on the instincts of every woman who 
is clever and needy, and on Visard's peculiar weakness for 
women out of the common. He is hard upon the whole sex ; 
but he is no match for individuals. He owns as much him- 
self. You are not angry with me ? " 

" No, no. Angry with ifou f " 

" It is you I think of in all this. He is a fine fellow, and 
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you are proud of him. I wouldn't have him marry to mor- 
tify you. For myself^ while the sister honours me with her 
regard I really don't much care who has the brother and the 
acres. I have the best of the bargain." 

Zoe disputed this — in order to make him say it several 
times. 

He did^ and proved it in terms that made her cheeks red 
with modesty and gratified pride ; and by the time they had 
got home> he had flattered everything but pride, love, and 
happiness out of her heart, poor girl. 

The world is like the Law, full of implied contracts ; we 
give and take, without openly agreeing to : subtle Seveme 
counted on this, and was not disappcnnt^ ; Zoe rewarded him 
for his praises, and her happiness, by ialling into his views 
about Rhoda Gale. Only she did it in her own ladylike way, 
and not plump. 

She came up to Harrington, and kissed him, and said, 
'^ Thank you, dear, for sending me on a good errand. I 
found her in a very mean apartment, without fire or 
candle." 

''I thought as much," said Vizard. ''Dkl she take the 
money ? " 

'* Yes ; as a loan." 

** Make any difficulties ? " 

«A little, dear." 

Seveme put in his word. '^ Now, if you want to know all 
the tact and delicacy with which it was done, you must 
come to me ; for Miss Vizard is not going to give you any 
idea of it" 

'^ Be quiet, sir, or I shall be very angiy. I lent her the 
money, dear, and her troubles are at an end ; for her mother 
will certainly join her before she has spent your twenty 
pounds. Oh, and she had not parted with her ring; that 
is a comfort, is it not ?" 

''You are a good-hearted girl, Zoe," said Vizard approv- 
ingly ; then, recovering himself, '' but don't you be blinded 
by sentiment. She deserves a good hiding for not parting 
with her ring. Where is the sense of starving with thirty 
pounds on your finger ? " 

Zoe smiled, and said his words were harder than his 
deeds. 

'' Because he doesn't mean a woid he says," put in Fanny 
Dover, uneasy at the long cessation of her tongue, for all 
conversation with Don Qgar had proved impracticable. 
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*' Are yoa there still, my Lady Disdain ? " said Visard. " I 
thought you were gone to bed." 

''You might well think that I had nothing to keep 
me up." 

Said Zoe, rather smartly, *'Oh, yes, you had — Curiosity ;" 
then, turning to her brother, 'Mn short, you may make 
your mind quite easy. You have lent your money, or given 
it, to a worthy person, but a little wrong-headed. How- 
ever" — with a telegraphic glance at Seveme — ''she is 
very accomplished ; a linguist ; she need never be in want ; 
and she will soon have her mother to help her and advise 
her : perhaps Mrs. Gale has an income ; if not. Miss Gale, 
with her abilities, will easily find a place in some house of 
business, or else take to teaching. If I was them I would 
set up a school" 

Unanimity is rare in this world; but Zoe*s good sense 
carried every vote. Her prompter, Seveme, nodded ap- 
proval. Fanny said, ''Why, of course;" and Vizard, who, 
it was feared, might prove refractory, assented even more 
warmly than the others. " Yes," said he, " that will be the 
end of it You relieve me of a weight Really, when she 
told me that fable of learning maltreated, honourable ambition 
punished, justice baffled by trickery, and virtue vilified, and 
did not cry like the rest of you, except at her &ther dying 
in New York the day she won her diploma at Montpelier, 
I forgave the poor girl her petticoats — indeed I lost sight 
of them : she seemed to me a very brave little fellow, 
damnably ill used ; and I said, ' This is not to be borne ; here 
is a fight, and justice down under dirty feet' What, ho ! " 
— (roaring at the top of his voice.) 

Zoe and Fant^ (screaming and pinching each other). " Ah ! 
ah !" 

" Vizard to the rescue ! " 

"But, with the evening, cool reflection came. A sister, 
youthful, but suddenly sagacious (with a gleam of suspicion), 
very suddenly, has stilled the waves of romance, and the lips 
of beauty have uttered common-sense. Shall they utter it 
in vain ? Never ! It may be years before they do it again. 
We must not slight rare phenomena. Zoe locuta est. Eccen- 
tricity must be suppressed. Doctresses, warned by a little 
starvation, must take the world as it is, and teach little girls 
and boys languages, and physic them with arithmetic and 
the globes : these be drugs that do not kill ; they only make 
life a burden. I don't think we have laid out our twenty 
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pounds badly^ Zoe> and there is an end of it" The incident 
is emptied, as the French say^ and (lighting bed candles) the 
ladies retire with the honours of war. '^ Zoe has uttered good 
sense^ and Miss Dover has done the next best things she has 
said verj little " 

Miss Dover shot in contemptuously, **l had no com- 
panion " 

^'For want of a fool to speak her mind to." 



CHAPTER XVIII 

Ingenious Mr. Seveme having done his best to detach the 
poor doctress from Vizard and his family, in which the 
reader probably discerns his true motive, now bent his mind 
on slipping back to Homburg and looking after his money. 
Not that he liked the job : to get hold of it he knew he must 
condense rascality ; he must play the penitent, the lover, and 
the scoundrel over again, all in three days. 

Now, though his egotism was brutal, he was human in this, 
that he had plenty ci good-nature skin-deep, and superficial 
sensibilities, which made him shrink a little from this hot- 
pressed rascality and barbarity. On the other hand, he was 
urged by poverty, and, laughable as it may appear, by 
jealousy. He had observed that the best of women, if they 
are not only abandoned by him they love, but also flattered 
and adored by scores, will sometimes yield to the joint attacks 
of desolation, pique, vanity, &c. 

In this state of fluctuation he made up his mind so far as 
this : he would manage so as to be able to go. 

Even this demanded caution. So he began by throwing 
out, in a seeming careless way, that he ought to go down into 
Huntingdonshire. 

" Of course you ought," said Vizard. 

No objection was taken, and they rather thought he would 
go next day. But that was not his game. It would never do 
to go whilst they were in London. So he kept postponing, 
and saying he would not tear himself away ; and at last, the 
day before they were to go down to Barfordshire, he affected 
to yield to a remonstrance of Vizard, and said he would see 
thern^ off, then run down to Huntingdonshire, look into his 
affairs, and cross the country to R'u-fordshire. 
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''You might take Hombui^ on the way/' said Faiinfi out 
of fun — her fun — ^not really meaning it. 

Seveme cast a piteous look at Zc^ *' For shame^ Fanny ! " 
said she. '^ And why put Homburg into his head ? " 

*^ When I had forgotten there was such a place/' said Mr. 
Seveme, taking his cue dexterously firom Zoe, and feigning 
innocent amazement. Zoe coloured with pleasure. This 
was at breakfast At afternoon tea something happened. 
The ladies were upstairs packing, an operation on which they 
can bestow as many hours as the thing needs minutes. One 
servant brought in the tea ; another came in soon after with 
a card, and said it was for Miss Vizard ; but he brought it to 
Harrington. He read it : 

«Mi88 Rhoda Gale, M.D." 

''Send it up to Miss Vizard," said he. The man was 
going out: he stopped him^ and said, "You can show the 
lady in here, all the same." 

Rhoda Gale was ushered in. She had a new gown and 
bonnet, not showy, but very nice. She coloured £edntly at 
sight of the two gentlemen ; but Vizard soon put her at her 
ease. He shook hands with her, and said — " Sit down. Miss 
Gale ; my sister will soon be here. I have sent your card up 
to her." 

" Shall I tell her ? " said Seveme, with the manner of one 
eager to be agreeable to the visitor. 

" If you please, sir," said Miss Gale. 

Seveme went out zealously, darted up toZoe's room, knocked, 
and said — " Pray come down : here is that dootress." 

Meantime, Jack was giving Jill the card, and Jill was 
giving it Mary to give to the lady. It got to Zoe's room 
in a quarter of an hour. 

"Any news from mamma .^" asked Vizard, in his blunt 
way. 

"Yes, sir." 

" Good news ? " 

" No. My mother writes me that I must not expect her. 
She has to fight with a dishonest executor. Oh, money, 
money ! " 

At that moment Zoe entered the room, but Seveme paced 
the landing. He did not care to face Miss Gale ; and even 
iu that short interval of time he had persuaded Zoe to pro- 
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tect her brother against this formidable young lady^ and 
shorten the interview if she could. 

So Zoe entered the room bristling with defence of her 
brother. At sight of her^ Miss Gale rose^ and her features 
literally shone with pleasure. This was rather disarming 
to one so amiable as Zoe^ and she was surprised into smiling 
sweetly in return; but still her quick defensive eye drank 
Miss Gale on the spot, and saw, with alarm, the improve- 
ment in her appearance. She was very healthy, as indeed 
she deserved to be ; for she was singularly temperate, 
drank nothing but water and weak tea without sugar, and 
never ate nor drank except at honest meals. Her youth 
and pure constitution had shaken off her late pallor, and 
the pleasure of seeing Zoe lent her a lovely colour. Zoe 
microscoped her in one moment: not one beautiful feature 
in her whole face; eyes full of intellect, but not in the 
least love - darting ; nose, an aquiline steadily reversed; 
mouth, vastly expressive, but large; teeth, even and white, 
but ivory, not pearl ; chin, ordinary ; head symmetrical, and 
set on with grace. I may add, to complete the picture, 
that she had a way of turning this head, clean, swift, and 
bird-like, without turning her body. That fiuniliar action 
of hers was fine — so full of fire and intelligence. 

Zoe settled in one moment that she was downright plain, 
but might probably be that mysterious and incomprehensible 
and dangerous creature, '^a gentleman's beauty,' which, to 
women, means no beauty at all, but a witch-like creature, 
that goes and hits foul, and eclipses real beauty, doll's to wit, 
by some mysterious magic. 

^'Pray sit down," said Zoe formally. Rhoda sat down 
and hesitated a moment. She felt a frost. 

Vizard helped her — ^''Miss Gale has heard from her 
mother." 

''Yes, Miss Vizard," said Rhoda timidly: ^and veiy bad 
news. She cannot come at present ; and I am so distressed 
at what I have done in borrowing that money of you ; and 
see, I have spent nearly three pounds of it in dress; but I 
have brought the rest back." 

Zoe looked at her brother, perplexed. 

** Stuff and nonsense ! " said Vizard ; ''you will not take it, 
Zoe." 

''Oh yes; if you please, do," said Rhoda still to Zoe. 
''When I borrowed it, I felt sure I could repay it; but it 
is not so now. My mother says it may be months before she 
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can come, and she forbids me positively to go to her. Oh ! 
but for that I'd put on boy's clothes and go as a common 
sailor to get to her." 

Vizard fidgeted on his chair. 

'' I suppose I mustn't go in a passion," said he drUy. 

'^Who cares?" said Miss Gale, turning her head sharply 
on him in the way I have tried to describe. 

"1 care," said Vizard. '^I find wrath interfere with my 
digestion. Please go on, and tell us what your mother says. 
She has more common-sense than somebody else I won't 
name — ^politeness forbids." 

''Well, who doubts that?" said the lady, with frank good- 
humour. ''Of course, she has more sense than any of us. 
Well, my mother says — oh. Miss Vizard I " 

"No, she doesn't, now. She never heard the name of 
Vizard." 

Miss Gale was in no humour for feeble jokes. She turned 
half angrily away from him to Zoe. " She says I have been 
well educated, and know languages ; and we both are under 
a cloud, and I had better give up all thought of Medicine, 
and take to teaching." 

" Well, Miss Gale," said Zoe, " if you ask me, I must say I 
think it is good advice. With all your gifts, how can you 
fight the world? We are all interested in you here; and 
it is a curious thing, but do you know we agreed the other 
day you would have to give up Medicine, and fidl into some 
occupation in which there are many ladies already to keep 
you in countenance. Teaching was mentioned, I think ; was 
it not, Harrington ? " 

Rhoda Gale sighed deeply. 

"I am not surprised," said she. "Most women of the 
world think with you. But oh. Miss Vizard, please take into 
account all that I have done and suffered for Medicine. Is 
all that to go for nothing? Think what a bitter thing it 
must be to do, and then to undo — ^to labour and study, and 
then knock it all down ; to cut a slice out of one's life — out 
of the very heart of it— and throw it clean away. I know it 
is hard for you to enter into the feelings of any one who 
loves science and is told to desert it But suppose you had 
loved a man you were proud of — Gloved him for five years — 
and then they came to you and said, ' There are difficulties 
in the way ; he is as worthy as ever, and he will never desert 
fou ; but you must give hm up, and try and get a taste for 
uman rubbish; it will only be five years of wasted life, 

186 



hi 



A WOMAN-HATER 

wasted yoath, wasted seed-time, wasted affection^ and then 
a loDff vegetable life of unavailing regrets.' I love science 
as o^er women love men. If I am to give up science, 
why not die ? Then I shall not feel my loss ; and I know 
how to die without pain. Oh ! the world is cnieL Ah ! 
I am too unfortunate ! Everybody else is rewarded for 
patience, prudence, temperance, industry^ and a life with 
high and almost holy aims; but I am punished, afflicted^ 
crushed under the injustice of the day. Do not make me 
a nursemaid. I wont be a governess ; and I must not die, 
because that would grieve my mother. Have pity on me ! 
— have pity ! " 

She trembled all over, and stretched out her hands to Zoe 
with truly touching supplication. 

Zoe foigot her part, or lost the power to play it well. 
She turned her head away and would not assent: but 
two large tears rolled out of her beautiful eyes. Miss 
Gale, who had risen in the ardour of her appeal, saw that, 
and it set her off. She leaned her brow against the 
mantlepiece, not like a woman, but a brave boy, that does 
not want to be seen crying; and she &ltered out, ''In 
France I am a learned physician : and here to be a house- 
maid ! for I won't live on borrowed money. I am very 
unfortunate." 

Seveme, who had lost patience, came swiftly in, and found 
them in this position, and Vizard walking impatiently about 
the room in a state of emotion, which he was pleased to call 
anger. 

Zoe, in a tearful voice, said, ''I am unable to advise 
you. It is very hard that any one so deserving should be 
degraded." 

Vizard burst out, '' It is harder the world should be so full 
of conventional sneaks; and that I was very near making 
one of them. The last thing we ever think of, in this paltry 
world, is justice, and it ought to be the first Well, for once 
I have got the power to be just, and just I'll be, by God ! 
Come, leave off snivelling, you two, and take a lesson in 
justice — ^from a beginner : converts are always the hottest, 
you know. Miss Gale, you shall not be driven out of science, 
and your life and labour wasted. You shall doctor Barford- 
shire, and teach it English, too, if any woman can. This is 
the programme. I farm two hundred acres — vicariously, of 
course. Nobody in England has brains to do anything himself. 
That weakness is confined to your late &ther's country, and 

187 



A WOMAN-HATER 

they suffer for it by out-fighting, out-lyings out-manoeuvring, 
out-buUjring, and out-witting ua whenever we encounter 
them. Well, the farmhouse is large. The bailiff has no 
children : there is a wing furnished and not occupied- You 
shall live there, with the right of cutting ve|^table&, roasting 
chickens, sucking eggs, and riding a couple of horses off 
their legs." 

^' But what am I to do for all that ? " 

''Oh, only the work of two men. You must keep my 
house in pexfect health. The servants have a trick of eating 
till they burst You have to sew them up again. There are 
only seven hundred people in the village. You must cure 
them all ? and, if you do, I promise you their lasting ingrati- 
tude. Outside the village, you must make them pay — if 
you can. We will find you patients of every degree. But 
whether you will get any fees out of then^ this deponent 
sayeth not However, I can answer for the ladies of our 
county, that they will all cheat you — ^if they can/' 

Miss Gale's colour came i^d went, her eyes sparkled. 
'' Oh, how good you are ! Is there a hospital } " 

" County hospital and infirmary within three miles. Fine 
country for disease. Intoxication prevalent, leading to a 
bountiful return of accidents. I promise you wounds, bruises, 
and putrefying sores, and everything to make you oom- 
forUble." 

'' Oh, don't laugh at me. I am so afraid I ahall — no, I 
hope I shall not disgrace you. And then it is against the 
law ; but I don't mind that" 

" Of course not What is the law to ladies with elevated 
views ? By-the^bye, what is the penalty ? — six months ? " 

'<Oh no. Twenty pounds. Oh dear! another twenty 
pounds ) " 

'' Make your mind easy. Unjust laws are a dead letter on 
a soil so primitive as ours. I shall talk to Uxmoor, and a few 
more, and no magistrate will ever summons you, nor jury 
convict you, in Barfordshire. You will be as safe there as in 
Upper Canada. Now then — attend. We leave for Barford* 
shire to-morrow. You will go down on the 1st of next month. 
By that time all will be reiuly : start for Taddington, eleven 
o'clock. You will be met at the Taddington station, and 
taken to your fiurm-house. You will find a fire ten days old, 
and, for once in your life, young lady, you will find an aired 
bed ; because my man Harris will be housemaid, and not let 
one of your homicidal sex set foot in the crib." 
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Miss Gale looked from Visard to his sister^ like a person in 
a dream. She was glowing with happiness : but it did not 
spoil her. She said^ humbly and timidly^ '^I hope I may 
prove worthy." 

''That is yotir business/' said Vizard, with supreme indiffer- 
ence : " mine is to be just Have a cup of tea ? " 

'' Oh no, thank you : and it will be a gm^ part of my 
duty to object to afternoon tea. But I am a&aid none of 
you will mind me." % 

After a few more words, in which Severne, seeing Vizard 
was in one of his iron moods, and immovable as him of 
Rhodes, affected now to be a partisan of the new arrangement 
— Miss Gale rose to retire. Severne ran before her to the 
door, and opened it, as to a queen. She bowed formally to 
him as she went out : when she was on the other side the 
door, she turned her head in her sharp fiery way, and pointed 
with her finger to the emerald ring on his little finger, a very 
fine one — " Changed hands," said she ; " it was on the third 
finger of your left hand when we met last ; " and she passed 
down the stairs with a face half turned to him, and a cruel 
smile. 

Severne stood fixed, looking after her ; cold crept among 
his bones : he was roused by a voice above him saying very 
inquisitively, " What does she say ? " He looked up, and it 
was Fanny Dover leaning over the balusters of the next 
landing. She had evidently seen all, and heard some : 
Severne had no means of knowing how much. His heart 
beat rapidly. Yet he told her boldly, that the doctress had 
admired his emerald ring. As if to give greater force to his 
explanation, he took it off and showed it her, very amicably. 
He calculated that she should hardly, at that distance, have 
heard every syllable, and, at the same time, he was sure she 
had seen Miss Gale point at the ring. 

" Hum ! " said Fanny, and that was all she said. 

Severne went to his own room to think. He was almost 
dizzy. He dreaded this Rhoda Gale. She was incompre- 
hensible, and held a sword ov^ his head. Tongues go fast in 
the country. At the idea of this keen girl and Zoe Vizard 
sitting under a tree for two hours, with nothing to do but 
talk, his blood ran cold. Surely Miss Gale must hate him. 
She would not always spare him. For once he could not see 
his way clear. Should he tell her half the truth, and throw 
himself on het mercy ? Should he make love to her ? or 
what should he do ? One thing he saw clear enough : he 
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must not quit the field. Sooner or later all would depend 
on his presence^ his tact^ and his ready wit 

He felt like a man who could not swim^ and wades in 
deepening water. He must send somebody to Homburg^ or 
abandon all thought of his money. Why abandon it ? Why 
not return to Ina Klosking ? His judgment, alarmed at the 
accumulating difficulties, began to intrude its voice. What 
was he turning his back on ? A woman, lovely, loving, and 

felebrated, who was very likely pining for him, and would 
hare not only her winnings at play with him, but the large 
income she would make by her talent. What was he follow- 
ing ? A woman divinely lovely and good, but whom he could 
not possess, or, if he did, could not hold her long, and whose 
love must end in horror. 

But nature is not so unfair to honest men, as to give 
wisdom to the cunning. Rarely does reason prevail against 
passion in such a mind as Seveme's. It ended, as might have 
been expected, in his going down to Vizard Court with Zoe. 

An express train soon whirled them down to Taddington, 
in Barfordshire. There was Harris, with three servants, wait- 
ing for them — one with a light cart for their luggage, and 
two with an open carriage and two spanking bays, whose 
coats shone like satin. The servants — liveried, and top- 
booted, and buckskin-gloved, and spruce as if just out of a 
bandbox — ^were all smartness and respectful zeal. They got 
the luggage out in a trice, with Harris's assistance. Mr. 
Harris tiben drove away like the wind in his dog-cart ; the 
travelling party were soon in the barouche. It glided away, 
and they rolled on easy springs at the rate of twelve miles an 
hour till they came to the lodge-gate. It was opened at their 
approach, and they drove full half a mile over a broad gravel 
path, with rich grass on each side, and grand old patriarchs, 
oak and beech, standing here and there, and dappled deer, 
grazing or lying, in mottled groups, till they came to a noble 
avenue of lofty lime-trees, with stems of rare size and 
smoothness, and towering piles on piles of translucent leaves, 
that glowed in the sun like flakes of gold. 

At the end of this avenue was seen an old mansion, built of 
that beautiful dean re<l brick — ^which seems to have died out 
— and white stone-facings and muUions, with gables and oriel 
windows by the dozen; but between the avenue and the 
house was a very large oval plot of turf, with a broad gravel 
road running round it ; and attached to the house, but thrown 
a little back, were the stables, which formed three sides of a 
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good-sized quadrangle, with an enormous clock in the centre. 
The lawn, kitchen-garden, ice-houses, pineries, greenhouses, 
revealed themselves only in peeps as Uie carriage swept roimd 
the spacious plot, and drew up at the hall-door. 

No ringing of bells nor knocking. Even as the coachman 
tightened his reins, the great hall-door was swung open, and 
two footmen appeared ; Harris brought up a rear-guard, and 
received the party in due state. 

A double staircase, about ten feet broad, rose out of the 
haU, and up this Mr. Harris conducted Seveme, the only 
stranger, into a bedroom with a great oriel window looking ^ 

west. 

''This is your room, sir," said he. ''Shall I unpack your 
things when they come ? " 

Seveme assented, and that perfect major-domo informed 
him that luncheon was ready, and retired cat-like, and closed 
the door so softly, no sound was heard. 

Mr. Seveme looked about him, and admitted to himself 
that, with all his experiences of life, this was his first bed- ^ 

room. It was of great size, to begin. The oriel window was 
twenty feet wide, and had half-a-dozen casements, each with 
rose-coloured blinds, though some of them needed no blinds, 
for green creepers, with flowers like clusters of grapes, 
curled round the mullions, and the sun shone mellowed 
through their leaves. Enormous curtains of purple cloth, 
with gold borders, hung at each side in mighty folds, to be j 

drawn at night-time when the eye should need repose from 
feasting upon colour. 

There were three brass bedsteads in a row, only four feet 
broad, with spring beds, hair mattresses a foot thick, and 
snowy sheets for coverlets, instead of counterpanes ; so that, 
if you were hot, feverish, or sleepless in one bed, you might 
try another, or two. 

Thick carpets and rags, satin-wood wardrobes, prodigious 
wash-hand stands, with china backs four feet high. Towel- 
horses nearly as big as a donkey, with short towels, long 
towels, thick towels, thin towels, bathing sheets, &c.; baths 
of every shape, and cans of every size; a large knee-hole 
table ; paper and envelopes of every size. In short, a room to 
sleep in, study in, live in, and stick fast in, night and day. 

But what is this? A Gothic arch, curtained with violet 
merino. He draws the curtain. It is an ante-room. One 
half of it is a bath-room, screened, and paved with encaustic 
tiles that ran up the walls, so you may splash to your heart's 
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content. The rest ifi a studio^ and contains a choice little 
libraiy of well-bound books in glass cases^ a pianoforte, and 
a harmonium. Severne tried them, they were both in 
perfect tune. Two clocks, one in each room, were also in 
perfect time. Thereat he wondered. But the truth is, it 
was a house wherein precision reigned ; a tuner and a clock- 
maker visited it by contract every month. 

This, and two more guest-chambers, and the great dining- 
hall, were buUt under the Plantagenets, when all large land- 
owners entertained kings and princes with their retinues. 
As to that part of the house which was buUt under the 
Tudors, there are hundreds of country-houses as important, 
only Mr. Severne had not been inside them, and was hardly 
aware to what perfection rational luxury is brought in the 
houses of our large landed gentry. He sat down in an 
antique chair of enormous siro ; the back went higher than 
his head, the seat ran out as far as his ankle, when seated ; 
there was room in it for two, and it was stufi^ — ^ye gods, 
how it was stuffed ! The sides, the back, and the seat were 
all hair mattresses, a foot thick at least. Here nestled our 
sybarite, with the sun shining through leaves, and splashing 
his beautiful head with golden tints and transparent shadows, 
and felt in the temple of comfort, and incapable of leaving 
it alive. 

He went down to luncheon. It was distinguishable from 
dinner in this, that they all got up after it, and Zoe said, 
'' Come with me, children." 

Fanny and Severne rose at the word. Vizard said he felt 
excluded from that invitation, having cut his wise-teeth — ^so 
he would light a cigar instead ; and he did. Zoe took the 
other two into the kitchen-garden; four acres, surrounded 
with a high wall of orange-red brick, full of little holes 
where the nails had been. Zoe, being now at home, and 
queen, wore a new and pretty deportment She was half 
maternal, and led her friend and lover about like two 
kids. She took them to this and that fruit-tree, set them 
to eat, and looked on superior. By way of climax, she led 
them to the south wall, crimson with ten thousand peaches 
and nectarines; she stepped over the border, took superb 
peaches and nectarines from the trees, and gave them 
with her own hand to Fanny and Severne. The head- 
gardener glared in dismay at the fair spoliator. Zoe observed 
him and laughed. " Poor Lucas," said she ; '^ he would 
like them all to hang on the tree till they fell off with a 
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wasp inside. Eat as many as ever you can^ young people 
— Lucas is amusing." 

''I never had peaches enough off the tree before/' said 
Fanny. 

"No more have I/' said Seveme. "This must be the 
Elysian fields, and I shall spoil my dinner." 

"Who cares?" said Fanny recklessly. "Dinner comes 
every day, and always at the only time when one has no 
appetite. But this eating of peaches — oh, what a beauty ! " 

" Children/' said Zoe gravely, " I advise you not to eat 
above a dozen. Do not enter on a fatal course, which in one 
brief year will reduce you to a hapless condition. There — I 
was let loose amongst them at sixteen, and ever since they 
palL But I do like to see you eat them, and your eyes 
sparkle." 

" That is too bad of you," said Fanny, driving her white 
teeth deep into a peach. " The idea ! Now, Mr. Seveme, 
do my eyes sparkle ? " ^ 

" Like diamonds. But that proves nothing ; it is their 
normal condition." 

"There — make him a curtsey/' said Zoe, "and come 
along." 

She took them into the village. It was one of the old 
sort ; little detached houses with little gardens in front, in 
all of which were a few humble flowers, and often a dark 
rose of surpassing beauty. Behind each cottage was a large 
garden, with various vegetables, and sometimes a few square 
yards of wheat. There was one little row of new brick 
houses standing together; their number five, their name 
New Town. This town of five houses was tiled ; the de- 
tached houses were thatched, and the walls plastered and 
whitewashed like snow. Such whitewash seems never to be 
made in towns, or to lose its whiteness in a day. This broad 
surface of vivid white was a background, against which the 
clinging roses, the clustering, creeping honeysuckles, and the 
deep young ivy, with its tender green and polished leaves, 
shone lovely: wood-smoke mounted thin and silvery from 
a cottage or two, that were cooking, and embroidered the 
air, not fouled it. The little windows had diamond panes, 
as in the middle ages, and every cottage door was open, 
suggesting hospitality and dearth of thieves. There was 
also that old essential, a village green ; a broad strip of 
sacred turf, that was everybody's by custom, though in strict 
law Vizard's. Here a village cow and a donkey went about 
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grazing the edges^ for the turf in general was smooth as a 
lawn. By the side of the green was the village ale-house. 
After the green other cottages ; two of them 

" Quite orer-canopied with Insh woodbine. 
With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine." 

One of these was called Marie's cottage^ and the other 
Allen's. The rustic church stood in the middle of a hill 
nearly half a mile from the village. They strolled up to 
it It had a tower built of flint, and clad on two sides 
with ivy three feet deep, and the body of the church was 
as snowy as the cottages, and on the south side a dozen 
swallows and martins had lodged their mortar nests under 
the eaves; they looked against the white like rugged 
grey stone bosses. Swallows and martins innumerable 
wheeled, swift as arrows, round the tower, chirping, and 
in and out of the church through an open window, and 
added their music and their motion to the beauty of the 
place. 

Returning from the church to the village. Miss Dover 
lagged behind, and then Seveme infused into his voice those 
tender tones which give amorous significance to the poorest 
prose. 

" What an Arcadia ! " said he. 

'^You would not like to be banished to it," said Zoe 
demurely. 

" That depends," said he significantly. 

Instead of meeting him half-way and demanding an 
explanation, Zoe turned coy and fell to wondering what 
Fanny was about 

" Oh, don't compel her to join us," said Seveme. " She is 
meditating." 

" On what ? She is not much given that way." 

'' On her past sins : and preparing new ones." 

" For shame ! she is no worse than we are. Do you really 
admire Islip ? " 

" Indeed I do, if this is Islip ? " 

" It is then, and this cottage with the cluster rose-tree all 
over the walls is Mark's cottage. We are rather proud of 
Mark's cottage," said she timidly. 

" It is a bower," said he warmly. 

This encouraged Zoe, and she said, " Is there not a won- 
derful charm in cottages? I often think I should like to 
live in Mark'$. Have you ever had that feehng?" 
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''Never; but I have it now. I should like to live in it — 
"with you." 

Zoe blushed like a rose, but turned it off. ''You would 
soon wish yourself back at Vizard Courts" said she. " Fanny ! 
Fanny !" and she stood still. / 

Fanny came up. " Well, what is the matter now ? " said 
she, with pert, yet thoroughly apathetic, indifference. 

"The matter is — extravagances. Here is a man of the 
world pretending he would like to end his days in Mark's 
cottage." 

"Stop a bit It was to be with somebody I loved. And 
wouldn t you, Miss Dover ? " 

"Oh dear, no. We should be sure to quarrel cooped up 
in such a mite of a place. No ! give me Vizard Court, and 
plenty of money, and the man of mv heart" 

"You have not got one, Tm anraid," said Zoe, "or you 
would not put him last." 

" Why not I when he is of the last importance," said Fanny /" 

flippantly, and turned the laugh her way. 

They strolled through the village together, but in the 
grounds of Vizard Court Fanny fairly gave them the slip. 
Seveme saw his chance, and said tenderly — 

"Did you hear what she said about a large house being 
best for lovers?" 

" Yes, I heard her," said Zoe defensively ; " but very likely / 

she did not mean it That young lady's words are air. She 
will say one thing one day, and another the next." 

"I don't know. There is one thing every young lady's 
mind is made up about, and that is, whether it Ib to be love 
or money." 

"She was for both, if I remember," said Zoe, still 
coldly. 

" Because she is not in love." 

" Well, I really believe she is not — for once." 

" There, you see. She is in an unnatural condition." 

"For her, very." 

" So she is no judge. No ; I should prefer Mark's cottage. 
The smaller the better; because then the woman I love 
could not ever be far from me." 

He lowered his voice and drove the insidious words into 
her tender bosom. She began to tremble and heave, and 
defend herself feebly. 

" What have I to do with that ? You mustn't" 

"How can I help it? You know the woman I love — I 
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adore ; and would not the smallest cottage in England be a 
palace if I was blessed with her sweet love and her divine 
company ? Oh Zoe, Zoe i " 

Then she did defend herself after a fashion: ''I won't 

listen to such Edward ! " Having uttered his name with 

divine tenderness^ she put her han^ to her blushing face 
and fled from him. At the head of the stairs she encountered 
Fanny, looking satirical ; she reprimanded her. 

'^ Fanny/' said she, "you really must not do that" — 
(pause) — ''out of our own grounds. Kiss me, darling. I 
am a happy girl" And she curled round Fanny and panted 
on her shoulder. 

Miss Artful, known unto men as Fanny Dover, had already 
traced out in her own mind a line of conduct, which the 
above reprimand, minus the above kisses, taken at their joint 
algebraical value, did not disturb. The fact is, Fanny hated 
home; and liked Vizard Court above all places. But she 
was due at home, and hanging on to the Palace of Comfort 
by a thread. Any day her mother, out of natural affection 
and good breeding, might write for her ; and unless one of 
her hosts interfered, she should have to go. But Harrington 
went for nothing in this, unfortunately. His hospitality was 
unobtrusive, but infinite. It came to him from the Plan- 
tagenets through a long line of gentlemen, who shone in 
vices; but inhospitality was unknown to the whole chain, 
and every human link in it. He might very likely forget 
to invite Fanny Dover, unless reminded ; but when she was 
there, she was welcome to stay for ever if she chose. It was 
all one to him. He never bothered himself to arouse his 
guests, and so they never bored him. He never let them. 
He made them at home; put his people and his horses at 
their service; and preserved his even tenor. So then the 
question of Fanny's stay lay with Zoe : and Zoe would do 
one of two things; she would either say, with well-bred 
hypocrisy, she ought not to keep Fanny any longer from her 
mother — and so get rid of her ; or would interpose and give 
some reason or other. What that reason would be Fanny 
had no precise idea. She was sure it would not be the true 
one ; but there her insight into futurity and females ceased. 
Now Zoe was thoroughly fascinated by Seveme, and Fanny 
saw it ; and yet Zoe was too high-bred a girl to parade the 
village and the neighbourhood with him alone — and so 
placard her attachment — before they were engaged, and 

196 



X 



A WOMAN-HATER 

the engagement sanctioned by the head of the house. This 
consideration enabled Miss Artful to make herself necessary 
to Zoe. Accordingly, she showed on the very first afternoon 
that she was prepared to play the convenient friend^ and 
help Zoe to combine courtship with propriety. 

This plan once conceived, she adhered to it with perti- X 

nadty and skill. She rode and walked with them, and in 
public put I herself rather forward, and asserted the leader; 
but sooner or later, at a proper time and place, she lagged 
behind, or cantered ahead, and manipulated the wooing with 
tact and dexterity. 

The consequence was that Zoe wrote of her own accord 
to Mrs. Dover, asking leave to detain Fanny, because her 
brother had invited a college friend, and it was rather 
awkward for her without Fanny, Uiere being no other lady 
in the house at present 

She showed this to Fanny, who said earnestly — 

'' As long as ever you like, dear. Mamma will not miss me 
a bit. Make your mind easy." ^ 

Vizard, knowing his sister, and entirely deceived in 
Seveme, exercised no vigilance ; for, to do Zoe justice, none 
was necessary, if Seveme had been the man he seemed. 

There was no mother in the house to tremble for her 
daughter, to be jealous, to watch, to question, to demand a 
clear explanation — in short, to guard her young as only the 
mothers of creation do. 

The Elysian days rolled on; Zoe was in heaven, and 
Seveme in a fool's paradise, enjoying everything, hoping 
everything, forgetting everything, and fearing nothing. He 
had come to this, with all his cunning ; he was intoxicated 
and blinded with passion. 

Now it was that the idea of marrying Zoe first entered his 
head. But he was not mad enough for that He repelled 
it with terror, rage, and despair. He passed an hour or 
two of agony in his own room^ and came down, looking 
pale and exhausted. But, indeed, the little Dumas, though 
he does not pass for a moralist, says truly and well, '' I^s 
amours ill6gitimes portent toujours des fruits amers ; " 
and Ned Seveme's turn was come to suffer a few of the 
pangs he had inflicted gaily on more than one woman and 
her lover. 

One morning at breakfast Vizard made two announce- 
ments. " Here's news," said he ; " Doctor Gale writes to 
postpone her visit She is ill, poor girl I " 
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^ ^'Oh dear! what is the matter?" inquired Zoe, always 
kind-hearted. 

^' Gastritis — so she says." 

" What is that ? " inquired Fanny. 

Mr. Seveme, who was much pleased at this opportune 
illness^ could not restrain his humour^ and said it was a dis- 
order produced by the fumes of gas. 

Zoe^ accustomed to believe this gentleman's lies^ and not 
giving herself time to think^ said there was a great escape 
in the passage the night she went there. 

Then there was a laugh at her simplicity. She joined in 
it, but shook her finger at Master Severne. 

Vizard then informed Zoe that Lord Uxmoor had been 
staying some time at Basildon Hall, about nine miles off; 
so he had asked him to come over for a week, and he 
had accepted. "He will be here to dinner," said Vizard. 
He then rang the bell and sent for Harris, and ordered 
him to prepare the blue chamber for Lord Uxmoor, and 
see the things aired himself. Harris having retired cat- 
like. Vizard explained — " My womankind shall not kill 
Uxmoor. He is a good fellow, and his mania — ^we have 
all got a mania, my young friends — is a respectable one. 
He wants to improve the condition of the poor — against 
their will." 

"His friend! that was so ilL I hope he has not lost 
him," said Zoe. 

" He hasn't lost him in this letter. Miss Gush," said Vizard. 
" But you can ask him when he comes." 

" Of course I shall ask him," said Zoe. 

Half an hour before dinner there was a grating of wheels 
on the gravel. Severne looked out of his bedroom-window, 
and saw Uxmoor drive up. Dark-blue coach ; silver harness, 
glittering in the sun; four chestnuts, glossy as velvet; two 
neat grooms, as quick as lightning. He was down in a 
moment, and his traps in the hall, and the grooms drove the 
trap round to the stables. 

They were all in the drawing-room when Lord Uxmoor 
appeared ; greeted Zoe with respectful warmth, Vizard with 
easy friendship, Severne and Miss Dover with well-bred 
civility. He took Zoe out, and sat at her right hand at 
dinner. 

As the new guest, he had the first claim on her attention, 
and they had a topic ready — his sick friend. He told her 
all about him, and his happy recovery, with simple warmth. 
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Zoe was interested and sympathetic ; Fanny listened^ and. 
gave Seveme short answers ; Seveme felt dethroned. 

He was rather mortified, and a little uneasy^ but too 
brave to show it. He bided his time. In the dravdng- 
room Lord Uxmoor singled out Zoe, and courted her openly 
with respectful admiration. Seveme drew Fanny apart, and ^ 

exerted himself to amuse her. Zoe began to cast uneasy 
glances. Seveme made common cause with Fanny. ''We 
have no chance against a lord, or a lady, you and I, Miss 
Dover." 

" I haven't," said she ; " but you need not complain. She /■ 

wishes she was here." 

'' So do I. Will you help me ? " 

" No, I shall not. You can make love to me. I am tired 
of never being made love to." 

''Well," said this ingenuous youth, "you certainly do not 
get your deserts in this house. £ven I am so blinded by my 
passion for Zoe, that I forget she does not monopolise aU the 
beauty and grace and wit in the house." y 

" Go on," said Fanny, " I can bear a good deal of it — after ^ 
such a fast" 

" I have no doubt you can bear a good deal. You are one 
of those who inspire feelings, but don't share them. Give me 
a chance ; let me sing you a song." 

" A love-song ? " 

"Of course." 

" Can you sing it as well as you can talk it ? " 

" With a little encouragement. If you would kindly stand 
at the end of the piano, and let me see your beautiful eyes 
fixed on me." 

"With disdain?" 

"No,na" 

" With just suspicion ? " 

" No ; with unmerited pity." And he began to open the 
piano. 

"What ! do you accompany yourself?" 

" Yes, after a fashion ; by that means I don't get run 
over." 

Then this accomplished person fixed his eyes on Fanny 
Dover, and sang her an Italian love-song in the artificial^ 
passionate style of that nation ; and the Ei^lish girl received 
it point-blank with complacent composure. But Zoe started 
and thrilled at the first note^ and crept up to the piano as if 
drawn by an irresistible cord. She gazed on the singer with 
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amazement and admiration. His voice was a lotr tenor, 
rounds and sweet as honey. It was a real voioei a musical 
instrument 

" More tuneable than lark to Bhepberd's ear 
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear." 

And the Klosking had cured him of the fatal whine which 
stains the amateur, male or female, and had taught him 
climax, so that he articulated, and sang with perfect purity, 
and rang out his final notes instead of slurring them. In 
short, in plain passages he was a reflection, on a small scale, 
of that great singer. He knew this himself, and had kept 
clear of song; it was so full of reminiscence and stings. 
But now jealousy drove him to it 

It was Vizard's rule to leave the room whenever Zoe or 
Fanny opened the piano. So in the evening that instrument 
of torture was always mute. 

But hearing a male voice, the squire, who doted on good 
music, as he abhorred bad, strolled in upon the chance ; and 
he stared at the singer. 

When the song ended, there was a little clamour of ladies' 
voices calling him to account for concealing his talent from 
them. 

''I was afraid of Vizard," said he; '^he hates bad 
music." 

"None of your tricks," said the squire; "yours is not 
bad music ; you speak your words articulately, and even elo- 
quently. Your accompaniment is a little queer, especially 
in the bass; but you find out your mistakes, and slip out 
of them heaven knows how. Zoe, you are tame, but 
accurate: correct his accompaniments some day — when 
I'm out of hearing. Practice drives me mad. Give us 
another." 

Seveme laughed good-humouredly. ^'Thus encouraged, 
who could resist } " said he. " It is so delightful to sing in 
a shower-bath of criticism." 

He sang a sprightly French song, with prodigious spirit 
and dash. 

They all applauded, and Vizard said, "I see how it is. 
We were not good enough. He would not come out for 
us. He wanted the public. Uxmoor, you are the public. 
It is to you we owe this pretty warbler. Have you any 
favourite song. Public? Say the word, and he shall sing 
it you." 
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The dog did not slur the short notes and howl upon the long 
ones^ as did a Httle fat Jew from London^ with a sweet voice 
and no brains^ whom I last heard howl it in the Theatre 
Royal^ Edinburgh. No ; he retained the pure rhythm of the 
composition^ and^ above all^ sang it with the gentle earnest- 
ness and unquavering emotion of a Briton. 

It struck Zoe's heart point-blank. She drew back^ blush- 
ing like the rose in her hair and in the song^ and hidhig her 
happiness firom all but the keen Fanny. Everybody but Zoe 
applauded the song. She spoke only with her cheeks and 
eyes. 

Seveme rose from the piano. He was asked to sing 
another^ but declined laughingly. Indeed, soon afterwards 
he glided out of the room and was seen no more that 
night 

Consequently he became the topic of conversation; 
and the three who thought they knew him^ vied in his 
praises. 

In the morning an expedition was planned, and Lord 
Uxmoor proffered his '^ four-in-hand." It was accepted. All 
young ladies like to sit behind four spanking trotters ; and 
few object to be driven by a Viscount with a glorious beard 
and large estates. 

Zoe sat by Uxmoor. Seveme sat behind them with Fanny^ 
a spectator of his open admiration. He could not defend 
himself so well as last night, and he felt humiliated by the 
position. 
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Seveme turned rather red at that, and was about to rise 
slowly, when Uxmoor, who was instinctively a gentleman, 
though not a courtier, said : '' I don't presume to choose Mr. 
Seveme' s songs ; but if we are not tiring him, I own I should 
like to hear an English song ; for I am no musician, and the 
words are everything with me." 

Seveme assented drily, and made him a shrewd return for 
his courtesy. 

Zoe had a brave rose in her black hair. He gave her one 
raj^d glance of significance, and sang a Scotch song, almost 
as finely as it could be sung in a room :*- y' 

** My love is like the red, red rose. 
That's newly sprang in June ; 
My love is like a melody 
That's sweetly played in time." 
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It was renewed day after day. Zoe often cast a glance 
back^ and drew him into the conversation ; yet^ on the whole, 
Uxmoor thrust him aside by his advantages and his resolute 
wooing. 

The same thing at dinner. It was only at night he could 
be number one. He tuned Zoe's guitar; and one night, 
when there was a party^ he walked about the room with this, 
and putting his left leg out, serenaded one lady after another. 
Barfordshire was amazed and delighted at him, but Uxmoor 
courted Zoe as if he did not exist. He began to feel that he 
was the man to amuse women in Barfordshire, but Uxmoor 
the man to marry them. He began to sulk. Zoe's quick eye 
saw and pitied. She was puzzled what to do. Lord Uxmoor 
gave her no excuse for throwing cold water on him, because 
his adoration was implied not expressed ; and he followed 
her up so closely, she could hardly get a word with Seveme. 
When she did, there was consolation in every tone ; and she 
took care to let drop that Lord Uxmoor was going in a day 
or two. So he was, but he altered his mind and asked leave 
to stay. 

Seveme looked gloomy at this, and he became dejected. 
He was miserable, and showed it, to see what Zoe would 
do. What she did was to get rather bored by Uxmoor, and 
glance from Fanny to Seveme. I believe Zoe only meant, 
''Do, pray, say things to comfort him;" but Fanny read 
these gentle glances d la Dover. She took Seveme aside one 
day and said — 

" What is the matter with you ? " 

" Of course you can't divine," said he sarcastically. 
• " Oh yes, I can ; and it is your own fiiult." 

*' My fault ! that is a good joke. Did I invite this man 
with all his advantages ? That was Vizard's doing, who calls 
himself my friend." 

" If it was not this one, it would be some other. Can you 
hope to keep Zoe Vizard from being courted ? Why, she is 
the beauty of the county ! and her brother not married. It 
is no use you making love by halves to her. She will go to 
some man who is in earnest." 

" And am I not in earnest ? " 

" Not 80 much as he is. You have known her four months, 
and never once asked her to marry you." 

'' So I am to be punished for my self-denial." 

''Self-denial! nonsense. Men have no self-denial. It is 
your cowardice." 
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" Don't be cruel You know it is my poverty." 

''Your poverty of spirit. You gave up money for her, 
and that is as good as if you had it stilly and better. If you 
love Zoe, scrape up an income somehow^ and say the word. 
Why, Harrington is bewitched with you, and he is rolling 
in money. I wouldn't lose her by cowardice if I was you. 
Uxmoor will offer marriage before he goes. He is staying 
on for that. Now, take my word for it, when one man 
offers marriage and the other does not, there is always a 
good chance of the girl saying this one is in earnest, and 
the other is not. We don't expect self-denial in a man; 
we don't believe in it. We see you seizing upon every- 
thing else you care for; and if you don't seize on us, it 
wounds our vanity, the strongest passion we have. Con- 
sider, Uxmoor has title, wealth, everything to bestow with 
the wedding-ring. If he offers all that, and you don't offer 
all you have, how much more generous he looks to her than 
you do ! " 

'' In short, you think she will doubt my affection, if I don't 
ask her to share my poverty." 

'' If you don't, and a rich man asks her to share his ali, 
I'm sure she will. And so should I. Words are only 
words." 

" You torture me ; I'd rather die than lose her." 

" Then live and win her. I've told you the way." 

'' I will scrape an income together, and ask her." 

" Upon your honour ? " ^ 

'' Upon my soul." 

''Then, in my opinion, you will have her in spite of Lord 
Uxmoor." 

Hot from this, Edward Seveme sat down and wrote a 
moving letter to a certain cousin of his in Huntingdon- 
shire. 

" My dear Cousin, — I have often heard you say you were 
under obligations to my father, and had a regard for me. 
Indeed, you have shown the latter by letting the interest on 
my mortgage run out many years and not foreclosing. Having 
no other ^end, I now write to you, and throw myself on 
your pity. I have formed a deep attachment to a young 
lady of infinite beauty and virtue. She is above me in every- 
thing, especially in fortune. Yet she deigns to love me. I 
can't ask her hand as a pauper ; and by my own folly, now 
deeply repented, I am little more. Now, all depends on 
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you, my happiness, my respectability. Sooner or later I 
shall be able to repay you all. For God's sake come to the 
assistance of your affectionate cousin^ 

^'Edward Severne. 

" The brother, a man of immense estates, is an old friend^ 
and warmly attached to me. If I could only, through your 
temporary assistance or connivance, present my estate as 
clear, all would be well, and I could repay you afterwards." 

To this letter he received an immediate reply. 

"Dear Edward, — I thought you had forgotten my very 
existence. Yes, I owe much to your father, and have always 
said so, and acted accordingly. Whilst you have been 
wandering abroad, deserting us all, I have improved your 
estate. I have bought all the other mortgages, and of late 
the rent has paid the interest, within a few pounds. I now 
make you an offer. Give me a long lease of the two farms 
at £300 a year — they will soon be vacant — and £2000 out 
of hand, and I will cancel all the mortgages, and give you 
a receipt for them as paid in full. This will be like paying 
you several thousand pounds for a beneficial lease. The 
£2000 I must insist on, in justice to my own family. — 
Your affectionate cousin, George Severne." 

This munificent offer surprised and delighted Severne ; and 
indeed^ no other man but cousin George, who had a heart 
of gold, and was grateful to Ned's father, and also loved the 
scamp himself, as everybody did, would have made such an 
offer. 

Our adventurer wrote and closed with it, and gushed 
gratitude. Then he asked himself how to get the money. 
Had he been married to Zoe, or not thinking of her, he 
would have gone at once to VijBard, for the security was 
ample. But in his present delicate situation this would not 
do. No : he must be able to come and say, " My estate is 
small, but it is clear. Here is a receipt for £6000 worth of 
mortgages I have paid offl I am poor in land, but rich in 
experience, regrets, and love. Be my friend, and trust me 
with Zoe." 

He turned and twisted it in his mind, and resolved on a 
bold course. He would go to Homburg, and get that sum 
by hook or by crook out of Ina KloskLig'g winnings. He 
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took Fanny into his confidence ; only he substituted London 
for Homburg. 

'^ And oh. Miss Dover/' said he, " do not let me suffer by 
going away and leaving a rival behind." 

'* Suffer by it ! " said she. " No. I mean to reward you 
for taking my advice. Don't you say a word to her. It will 
come better from me. I'll let her know what you are gone 
for : and she is just the girl to be upon honour, and ever so 
much cooler to Lord Uxmoor, because you are unhappy, but 
have gone away trusting her." 

And his artful ally kept her word. She went into Zoe's 
room before dinner to have it out with her. 

In the evening Seveme told Vizard he must go up to 
London for a day or two. 

'' All right," said Vizard. " Tell some of them to order the 
dog-cart for your train." 

But 2^ took occasion to ask him for how long, and mur- 
mured, *' Remember how we shall miss you," with such a 
look, that he was in Elysium that evening. 

But at night he packed his bag for Homburg, and that 
chilled him. He lay slumbering all night, but not sleeping, 
and waking with starts and a sense of horror. 

At breakfast, after reading his letters. Vizard asked him 
what train he would go by. 

He said, the one o'clock. 

*' All right," said Vizard. Then he rang the bell, counter- 
manded the dog-cart, and ordered the barouche. 

"A barouche for me!" said Seveme. ''Why, I am not 
going to take the ladies to the station." 

''No; it is to bring one here. She comes down from 
London five minutes before you take the up train." 

There was a general exclamation — ^Who was it? Aunt 
Maitland ? 

"No," said Vizard, tossing a note to Zoe — ^" it is Doctress 
Gale." 

Seveme's countenance fell. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

Edward Severne^ master of arts^ dreaded Rhoda Gale^ M.D. 
He had deluded, in various degrees, several ladies that were 
no fools ; but here was one who staggered and puzzled him. 
Bright and keen as steel, quick and spirited, yet controlled 
by judgment, and always mistress of herself, she seemed 
to him a new species. The worst of it was, he felt himself 
in the power of this new woman, and indeed he saw no 
limit to the mischief she might possibly do him if she and 
Zoe compared notes. He had thought the matter over, and 
realised this more than he did when in London. Hence 
the good youth's delight at her illness, noticed in a former 
chapter. 

He was very thoughtful all breakfast-time, and as soon as 
it was over, drew Vizard apart, and said he would postpone 
his visit to London until he had communicated with his man 
of business. He would go to the station and telegraph him ; 
and by that means would do the dvil and meet Miss Gale. 
Vizard stared at him. 

" You meet my virago } Why, I thought you disapproved 
her entirely." 

'^ No, no ; only the idea of a female doctor, not the lady 
herself. Besides, it is a rule with me, my dear fellow, never 
to let myself disapprove my friend's friends." 

" That is a bright idea, and you are a good fellow," said 
Vizard. " Go and meet the pest by all means, and bring her 
here to luncheon. After luncheon we will drive her up to 
the farm and ensconce her." 

Edward Seveme had this advantage over most impostors, 
that he was mascuhne or feminine as occasion required. For 
instance, he could be hysterical, or bold, to serve the turn. 
Another example — ^he watched faces like a woman, and yet 
he could look you in the face like a man, especially when 
he was lying. In the present conjuncture a crafly woman 
would have bristled with all the arts of self-defence, but 
stayed at home and kept close to 2^ : not so our master 
of arts ; he went manfully to meet Rhoda Gale, and so 
secure a icte-d-tete, and learn, if possible, what she meant 
to do, and whether she could be cannily propitiated. He 
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reached the station before her^ and took that opportunity 
to wire a very intelligent person who^ he knew^ conducted 
delicate inquiries^ and had been very successful in a divorce 
case, public two years before. Even as he despatched this 
message there was a whistling and a ringing, and the sound 
of a coming train, and Ned Seveme ran to meet Rhoda 
Gale with a heart palpitating a little, and a face beaming 
greatly to order. He looked for her in the first-class 
carriages; but she was in the second, and saw him. He 
did not see her till she stepped out ou the platform. Then 
he made towards her. He took off his hat, and said with 
respectful zeal, " If you will tell me what luggage you have, 
the groom shall get it out" 

Miss Gale's eyes wandered over him loftily. '^ I have only 
a box and a bag, sir, both marked R. G." 

''Joe," said he — for he had already made friends with all 
the servants, and won their hearts — '' box and bag marked 
R. G. Miss Gale, you had better take your seat in the 
carriage." 

Miss Gale gave a little supercilious nod, and he showed 
her obsequiously into the carriage. She laid her head back 
and contemplated vacancy ahead in a manner anything but 
encouraging to this new admirer Fate had sent her. He 
turned away a little discomfited, and when the luggage was 
brought up he had the bag plac^ inside, and the box in a sort 
of boot, and then jumped in and seated himself inside. 

" Home," said he to the coachman, and off they went. 
When he came in she started with well-feigned surprise, and 
stared at him. 

" Oh," said she, " I have met you before. Why, it is Mr. 
Seveme. Excuse me for taking you for one of the servants. 
Some people have short memories, you know." 

This deliberate afiront was duly felt, but parried with a 
master-hand. 

'' Why, I am one of the servants," said he. " Only I am 
not Vizard's. I'm yours." 

«In-deed!" 

''If you will let me." 

" I am too poor to have fine servants." 

" Say too haughty : you are not too poor ; for I shall not 
cost you anything but a gracious word now and then." 

" Unfortunately I don't deal in gracious words, only true 
ones." 

" I see that" 
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''Then soppose yoa imitate me, and tell me why joa cone 
to meet me ? " 

This question came from her with sudden celerity, like 
lightoing out of a cloud, and she bent her eyes on him with 
that prodigious keenness she could throw into those steel- 
grey orbs, when her mind put on its full power of obser- 
vation. 

Seveme coloured a little and hesitated. 

'' Come now," said this keen witch, ^ don't wait to make 
up a reason. Tell the truth for <mce — quick ! — quick ! — ^why 
did you come to meet me?" 

"I didn't come to be bullied," replied su{^e Seyeme, 
affecting sullenness. 

" You didn't ! " cried the other, acting vast surprise. 
" Then what did you come for ? " 

" I don't know ; and I wish I hadn't come." 

" That I believe." Rhoda shot this in like an arrow. 

'' But," continued Seveme, '' if I hadn't nobody would ; for 
it is Vizard's justidng day, and the ladies are too taken up 
with a lord to come and meet such vulgar trifles as genius, 
and learning, and sci " 

''Come, come!" said Rhoda contemptuously; "you care 
as little about science, and learning, and genius as I possess 
them. You won't tell me? Well, I shall find you out" 
Then, after a pause, "Who is this k>rd? " 

"LordUxmoor." 

"What kind of a lord is he?" 

" A very bushy lord." 

" Bushy — oh, bearded like the pard. Now tell me," said 
she, " is he cutting you out with Miss Vi«ard ? " 

" You shall judge for yourself. Please spare me on that 
one topic — if you ever spued anybody in your life." 

" Oh, dear me ! " said Bhoda coolly. " I'm not so very 
cruel; I'm only a little vindictive, and cat-like. If people 
offend me, I like to play with them a bit, and amuse 
myself, and then kill them — ^kill them — ^kill them: that 
is alL" 

This pretty little revelation of chamcter was accompanied 
with a cruel smile that showed a long row of dazzling white 
teeth. They seemed capable of killhig anything from a liar 
up to a hickory-nut 

Seveme looked at her and gave a shudder. "Then 
Heaven forbid you should ever be my enemy!" said he 
sadly ; " for I am unhappy enough already." 
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Having delivered this disarming speech he collapsed^ and 
seemed to be overpowered with despondency. Miss Gale 
showed no signs of melting. She leaned back and eyed him 
with steady and composed curiosity, as a zoologist studying a 
new specimen and all its little movements. 

They drove up to the hall-door, and Miss Gale was con- 
ducted to the drawing-room, where she found Lord Uxmoor 
and the two young ladies. Zoe shook hands with her. 
Fanny put a limp paw into hers, which made itself equally 
limp directly, so Fanny's dropped out. Lord Uxmoor was 
presented to her, at his own request. Soon after this, 
luncheon was announced. Vizard joined them, welcomed 
Rhoda genially, and told the party he had ordered the break, 
and Uxmoor would drive them to the farm round by Hill- 
stoke and the Common. " And so," said he, " by showing 
Miss Gale our most picturesque spot at once, we may perhaps 
blind her to the horrors of her situation — for a time." 

The break was driven round in due course, with Uxmoor's 
team harnessed to it. It was followed by a dog-cart crammed 
with grooms, Uxmoorian and Vizardian. Ilie break was 
padded and cushioned, and held eight or nine people very 
comfortably. It was, indeed, a sort of picnic van, used only 
in very fine weather. It rolled on beautiful springs. Its 
present contents were Miss Gale and her luggage, and two 
hampers full of good things for her ; Vizard, Seveme, and 
Miss Dover. Zoe sat on the box beside Lord Uxmoor. They 
drove through the village, and Mr. Seveme was so obliging as 
to point out its beauties to Miss Gale. She took little notice 
of his comments, except by a stiff nod every now and then, 
but eyed each house and premises with great keenness. 

At last she stopped his fluency by inquiring whether he had 
been into them all ; and when he said he had not, she took 
advantage of that admission to inform him that in two days' 
time she should be able to tell him a great deal more than he 
was likely to tell her, upon his method of inspecting villages. 

*' That is right," said Vizard, " snub him. He gets snubbed 
too little here. How dare he pepper science with his small- 
talk ? But it is our foult — we admire his volubility." 

" Oh," said Fanny, with a glance of defiance at Miss Gale, 
''if we are to talk nothing but science, it mil be a weary 
world." 

After the village there was a long gradual ascent of about 
a mile, and then they entered a new country. It was a 
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series of woods and clearings, some grass, some arable. 
Huge oaks flung their arms over a road lined on either side 
by short turf, dose cropped by the gipsies' cattle. Some 
band or other of them was always encamped by the road- 
side, and never two bands at once. And between these 
giant trees, not one of which was ever felled, you saw 
here and there a glade, green as an emerald ; or a yellow 
stubble, glowing in the sun. After about a mile of this, still 
mounting, but gradually, they emerged upon a spacious 
table-land, a long broad open grass plateau, studded with 
cottages. In this lake of grass Uxmoor drew up at a word 
from Zoe to show Miss Gale the scene. The cottages were 
white as snow, and thatched as at Islip ; but instead of 
vegetable gardens they all had orchards. The trees were 
apple and cherry: of the latter not less than a thousand 
in that small hamlet. It was literally a lawn, a quarter of 
a mile long, and about two hundred yards broad, bordered 
with white cottages and orchards. The cherries, red and 
black, gleamed like countless eyes among the cool leaves. 
There was a little church on the lawn that looked like a 
pigeon-house. A cow or two grazed peacefully. Pigs, big 
and little, crossed the lawn grunting and squeaking satis- 
faction, and dived into the adjacent woods after acorns, and 
here and there a truffle the villagers knew not the value of. 
There was a pond or two in the lawn : one had a wooden 
plank fixed on uprights that went in some way. A woman 
was out on the board bare-armed, dipping her bucket in 
for water. In another pond an old knowing horse stood 
gravely cooling his heels up to the fetlocks. These, with 
shirts, male and female, drying on a line, and white-headed 
children rolling in the dust, and a donkey braying his heart 
out for reasons known only to himself, if known at all, were 
the principal details of the sylvan hamlet ; but on a general 
survey there were grand beauties. The village and its turf 
lay in the semicircular sweep of an unbroken forest; but 
at the sides of the leafy basin glades had been cut for 
drawing timber, stacking bark. Sec, ; and what Milton calls 
so happily, "the chequered shade," was seen in all its 
beauty ; for the hot sun struggled in at every aperture, and 
splashed the leaves and the path with fiery flashes and 
streaks, and topaz brooches, all intensified in fire and beauty 
by the cool adjacent shadows. 

Looking back, the view was quite open in most places. 
The wooded lanes and strips they had passed were little 
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more in so vast a panorama than the black stripes on a back- 
gammon-board. The site was so high that the eye swept 
over all, and rested on a broad valley beyond, with a patch- 
work pattern of variegated fields, and the curling steam of 
engines flying across all England; then swept by a vast 
indine up to an horizon of faint green hills, the famous 
pastures of the United Kingdom. So that it was a deep 
basin of foliage in front ; but you had only to turn your body 
and there was a forty-mile view, with all the sweet varieties 
of colour that gem our fields and meadows, as they bask in 
the afternoon sun of that golden time, when summer melts 
into autumn, and mellows without a chill. 

'' Oh ! " cried Miss Gale, " don't anybody speak, please. It 
is too beautiful." 

They respected an enthusiasm so rare in this young lady, 
and let her contemplate the scene at her ease. 

" I reckon," said she dogmatically, and nodding that wise 
little head, ''that this is old England; the Eingland my 
ancestors left in search of liberty — and that's a plant that 
ranks before cherry-trees, I rather think. No, I couldn't 
have gone ; I'd have stayed and killed a hundred tyrants. 
But I wouldn't have chopped their heads off; (to Vizard, 
very confidentially), I'd have poisoned 'em." 

*' Don't, Miss Gale," said Faimy ; '' you make my blood 
run cold." 

As it was indifferent to Miss Gale whether she made Miss 
Dover's blood run cold or not, she paid no attention, but 
proceeded with her reflections. '' The only thing that spoils 
it is the smoke of those engines, reminding one that in two 
hours you or I, or that pastoral old hermit there in a smock- 
frock, and a pipe, and oh, what bad tobacco ! can be wrenched 
out of this paradise, and shrieked and rattled off and fiung 
into that wilderness of brick called London, where the hearts 
are as hard as the pavement — except those that have strayed 
there from Barfordshire." 

The witch changed face, and tone, and everything like 
lightning, and threw this last in with a sudden grace and 
sweetness that contrasted strangely with her usual sharpness. 

ZoQ heard, and turned round to look down on her with a 
smile as sweet as honey. '' I hardly think that is a draw- 
back," said she amicably. " Does not being able to leave a 
place make it sweeter ? for then we are free in it, you know. 
But I must own there is a drawback — the boys' &ces, Miss 
Gale, they are so pasty." 
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^' Indeed ! " says Rhoda^ pricking up her ears. 

''Nurse no false hopes of an epidemic; this is not an 
infirmaiy in a wood. Miss Gale/' said Vizard. " Mjr sister is 
a great colourist, and pitches her expectations too high. I 
daresay their faces are not more pasty than usual ; but this 
is a show place, and looks like a garden ; so Zoe wants the 
boys to be poppies and pansies, and the girls roses and lilies. 
W hich — th ey — are — not ' ' 

*'A11 I know is," said Zoe resolutely, ''that in Islip the 
children's faces are rosy ; but here they are pasty — dreadfully 
pasty." 

" Well, you have got a box of colours ; we will come up 
some day, and tint all the putty-faced boys." It was to Miss 
Dover the company owed this suggestion. 

" No," said Rhoda. " Their feces are my business, I'll soon 
fix them ; she didn't say putty-faced, she said pasty." 

"Grateful to you for the distinction. Miss Gale," said 
Zoe. 

Miss Gale proceeded to insist that boys are not pasty- 
faced without a cause, and it is to be sought lower down. 
" Ah ! " cried she suddenly, " is that a cherry that I see 
before me ? No, a million. They steal them and eat them 
by the thousand, and that's why. Tell the truth now, eveiy- 
body — they eat the stones." 

Miss Vizard said she did not know, but thought them 
capable. 

" Children know nothing," said Vizard. " Please address 
all future scientific inquiries to an 'old inhabitant' Miss 
Gale, the country abounds in curiosities ; but, amongst those 
curiosities, even science with her searching eye has never 
yet discovered an unswallowed cherry-stone in Hillstoke 
village." 

" What ! not on the trees ? " 

" She is too much for me. Drive on, coachman, and drown 
her replies in the clatter of hoofs. Round by the Stag, Zoe. 
I am uneasy till I have locked Fair Science up. I own it is 
a mean way of getting rid of a troublesome disputant" 

" Now I think it is quite fair," said Fanny. " She shuts 
you up, and so you lock her up." 

"'Tis well," said Vizard dolefully. "Now I am No. S—I 
who used to retort and keep girls in their places — ^with 
difficulty. Here is Ned Seveme, too, reduced to silence. 
Why, Where's your tongue ? Miss Gale, you would hardly 
believe it, this is our chatter-box. We have been days and 
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days^ and could not get in a word edgeways for him. But 
now all he can do is to gaze on you with canine devotion, 
and devour the honey — I beg pardon, the lime-juice — of 
your lips. I warn you of one thing, though ; there is such 
a thing as a threatening silence. He is evidently booking 
every word you utter ; and he will deliver it all, for his own, 
behind your back some fine day." 

With this sort of banter and small-talk not worth deluging 
the reader dead with, they passed away the time till they 
reached the farm. 

"You stay here," said Vizard — "all but Zoe. Tom and 
George, get the things out.*' The grooms had already 
jumped out of the dog-cart, and two were at the horses' 
heads. The step-ladder was placed for Zoe, and Vizard 
asked her to go in and see the rooms were all right, 
while he took Miss Gale to the stables. He did so, and 
showed her a spirited Galloway and a steady old horse, 
and told her she could ride one and drive the other all over 
the country. 

She thanked him, but said her attention would be occupied 
by the two villages first, and she should make him a report 
in forty-eight hours. 

"As you please," said he ; "you are terribly in earnest." 

" What should I be worth, if I was not ? " 

" Well, come and see your shell ; and you must tell me if 
we have forgotten anything essential to your comfort." 

She followed him, and he led her to a wing of the farm- 
house, comparatively new, and quite superior to the rest. 
Here were two good sunny rooms, with windows looking 
south and west, and they were both papered with a white 
watered pattern, and a pretty French border of flowers at 
the upper part to look gay and cheerfuL 

Zoe was in the bedroom arranging things with a pretty 
air of hospitality. It was cheerily fitted up, and a fire of 
beech-logs blazing. 

" How good you are ! " said Rhoda, looking wistfully at 
her. But Zoe checked all comments by asking her to look 
at the sitting-room, and see if it would do. Rhoda would 
rather have stayed with Zoe ; but she complied, and found 
another bright cheerful room, and Vizard standing in the 
middle of it There was another beech- fire blazing, though 
it was hot weather. Here was a round table, with a large 
pot full of flowers, geraniums and musk flowers outside, with 
the sun gilding their green leaves most amiably, and ev€i7- 
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thing unpretending, but bright and comfortable ; well-padded 
sofa, luxurious arm-chair, standing-up reading-desk, and a 
very large knee-hole table : a fine mirror from the ceiling 
to the dado ; a book-case with choice books, and on a pem- 
broke table near the wall were several periodicals. Rhoda, 
after a cursory survey of the room, flew to the books. 
'^Oh," said she, ''what good books! all standard works; 
and several on medicine; and I declare, the last numbers 
of the Lancet and the Medical Gazette, and the very best 
French and German periodicals! Oh, what have I done? 
and what can I ever do ? " 

'* What I are you going to gush like the rest — and about 
nothing?" said Vizard. ''Then I'm off; come along, Zoe," 
and he hurried his sister away. 

She came at the word ; but as soon as they were out of 
the house, asked him what was the matter. 

" I thought she was going to gush. But I daresay it was 
a false alarm." 

"And why shouldn't she gush, when you have been so 
kind?" 

" Pooh 1 nonsense ! I have not been kind to her, and 
don't mean to be kind to her or to any woman; besides, 
she must not be allowed to gush : she is the parish virago 
— ^imported from vast distances as such — and for her to 
play the woman would be an abominable breach of faith. 
We have got our gusher, likewise our flirt; and it was 
understood from the first that this was to be a new 
dramatis persona — was not to be a repetition of you or 
la Dover, but — ahem — the third grace, a virago : solidified 
vinegar." 

Rhoda Gale felt very happy. She was young, healthy, 
ambitious, and sanguine. She divined that somehow her 
turning-point had come ; and when she contrasted her con- 
dition a month ago, and the hardness of the world, with 
the comfort and kindness that now surrounded her, and the 
magnanimity which fled, not to be thanked for Uiem, she 
felt for once in a way humble as well as grateful, and said 
to herself — " It is not to myself nor any merit of mine I owe 
such a change as all this is." 

She went into the kitchen, ordered tea, bread and butter, 
and one egg, for dinner, at seven o'clock, and walked in- 
stantly back to Hillstoke to inspect the village according 
to her ideas of inspection. 

Next morning down came the bailiff's head man in his 
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light cart^ and a note was delivered to Vizard at the breakfast- 
table. He read it to himself, then proclaimed silence and 
read it aloud. 

^'Dear Sir, — ^As we crossed your hall to luncheon there 
was the door of a small room half open, and I saw a large 
mahogany case standing on a marble table with one leg, but 
three claws gilt. I saw ^ Micro ' printed on the case. So I 
hope it is a microscope, and a fine one. To enable you to 
find it if you don't know, the room had crimson curtains, 
and is papered in green flock. That is the worst of all the 
poisonous papers; because the texture is loose, and the 
poisonous stuff easily detached, and always flying about the 
room. I hope you do not sit in it, nor Miss Vizard, be- 
cause sitting in that room is courting death. Please lend 
me the microscope, if it is one, and Til soon show you why 
the boys are putty-faced. I have inspected them, and find 
Miss Dover's epithet more exact than Miss Vizard's, which 
is singular. I will take great care of it — Yours respectfully, 

" Rhoda Gal£." 

Vizard ordered a servant to deliver the microscope to Miss 
Gale's messenger with his compliments. Fanny wondered 
what she wanted with it " Not to inspect our little char- 
acters, it is to be hoped," said Vizard. " Why not pay her 
a visit, you ladies ? then she will tell you, perhaps. * The 
ladies instantly wore that bland look of inert but rocky 
resistance I have already noted as a characteristic of ^'our 
girls." Vizard saw and said, ''Try and persuade them, 
Uxmoor." 

"I can only offer Miss Vizard my escort," said Lord 
Uxmoor. 

" And I offer both ladies mine," said Ned Seveme, rather 
loud, and with a little sneer, to mark his superior breeding. 
The gentleman was so extremely polite in general, that there 
was no mistaking his hostile intentions now. The inevitable 
war had begun, and the first shot was fired. Of course the 
wonder was it had not come long before; and perhaps I 
ought to have drawn more attention to the delicacy and 
tact of Zoe Vizard, which had averted it for a time. To be 
siure, she had been aided by the size of the house and its 
habits. The ladies had their own sitting-rooms ; Fanny kept 
close to Zoe by special orders; and nobody could get a 
chance tete-a-tete with Zoe unless she chose. By this means, 
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by her native dignity and watchful tact, by her frank 
courtesy to Uxmoor, and by the many little quiet ways she 
took to show Seveme her sentiments remained unchanged, 
she had managed to keep the peace> and avert that open 
competition for her favour, which would have tickled the 
vanity of a Fanny Dover, but shocked the refined modesty of 
a Zoe Vizard. 

But nature will have her way, soon or late ; and it is the 
nature of males to fight for the female. 

At Seveme's shot Uxmoor drew up a little haughtily, but 
did not feel sure anything was intended. He was little 
accustomed to rubs. Zoe, on the other hand, turned a little 
pale — just a little ; for she was sorry, but not surprised ; so 
she proved equal to the occasion : she smiled and made light 
of it. " Of course we are all going," said she. 

" Except one," said Vizard drily. 

" That is too bad," said Fanny. '' Here he drives us all 
to visit his blue-stocking, but he takes good care not to go 
himself." 

" Perhaps he prefers to visit her alone," suggested Seveme. 
Zoe looked alarmed. 

"Tliat is so," said Vizard. " Obsen'e, I am learning 
her very phrases. When you come back, tell me every 
word she says ; pray let nothing be lost that falls from my 
virago." 

The party started after luncheon ; and Seveme, tme to his 
new policy, whipped to Zoe's side before Uxmoor, and engaged 
her at once in conversation. 

Uxmoor bit his lip, and fell to Fanny. Fanny saw at 
once what was going on, and made herself very a^eeable 
to Uxmoor. He was polite, and a little gratified, but cast 
uneasy glances at the other pair. 

Meantime Seveme was improving his opportunity. *' Sorry 
to disturb Lord Uxmoor s monopoly," said he sarcastically ; 
" but I could not bear it any longer." 

^^I do not object to the change," said Zoe, smiling 
maternally on him ; " but you will be good enough to 
imitate me in one thing — ^you will always be polite to Lord 
Uxmoor." 

^' He makes it rather hard." 

" It is only for a time ; and we must all learn to be capable 
of self-denial. I assure you I have exercised quite as much 
as I ask of you. Edward, he is a gentleman of great worth, 
universally respected, and my brother has a particular wish 
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to be friends Mdth him. So pray be patient ; be considerate. 
Have a little faith in one who " 

She did not end the sentence. 

" Well, I will/' said he. " But please think of me a little. 
I am beginning to feel quite thrust aside, and degraded in 
my own eyes for putting up with it." 

^' For shame to talk so ! " said Zoe ; but the tears came into 
her eyes. 

The master of arts saw, and said no more. He had the 
art of not over-doing : he left the arrow to rankle. He 
walked by her side in silence for ever so long. Then, sud- 
denly, as if by a mighty effort of unselfish love, went off into 
delightful discourse. He cooed and wooed, and flattered, 
and fascinated ; and by the time they reached the &rm, had 
driven Uxmoor out of her head. 

Miss Gale was out. The farmer's wife said she had gone 
into the town — meaning Hillstoke — which was, strictly speak- 
ing, a hamlet, or tributary village. Hillstoke Church was 
onJy twelve years old, and the tithes of the place went to the 
parson of Islip. 

When Zoe turned to go, Uxmoor seized the opportunity, 
and drew up beside her, like a soldier falling into the ranks. 
Tjoe, felt hot ; but as Seveme took no open notice, she could 
not help smiling at the behaviour of the fellows ; and Uxmoor 
got his chance. 

Seveme turned to Fanny, with a wicked sneer. "Very 
well, my lord,"^id he;. "but I have put a spoke in your 
wheel." 

" As if I did not see, you clever creature ! " said Fanny 
admiringly. 

"Ah, Miss Dover, I need to be as clever as you. See 
what I have against me : a rich lord, with the bushiest 
beard." 

"Never you mind," said Fanny. "Good wine needs no 
bush — ^ha ! ha ! You are lovely and have a wheedling tongue, 
and you were there first. Be good, now — and you can flirt 
with me to fill up the time. I hate not being flirted at. It 
is stagnation." 

" Yes, but it is not so easy to flirt with you, just a little. 
You are so charming." Thereupon he proceeded to flatter 
her, and wonder how he had escaped a passionate attach- 
ment to so brilliant a creature. " What saved me," said he 
oracularly, " is, that I never could love two at once ; and Zoe 
seized my love at sight. She left me nothing to lay at your 
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feet but my admiration^ the tenderest friendship man ean feel 
for woman^ and my life-long gratitude for fighting my battle. 
Oh, Miss Dover, I must be quite serious a moment What 
other lady but you would be so generous as to befriend a poor 
man with another lady, when there's wealth and title on the 
other side." 

Fanny blushed and softened, but turned it off. ''There — 
no heroics, please," said she. ** You are a dear little fellow ; 
and don't go and be jealous, for he shan't have her. He 
would never ask me to his house, you know. Now I think 
you would, perhaps — who knows? Tell me, fascinating 
monster, are you going to be ungrateftd } " 

" Not to you. My home would always be yours ; and you 
know it" And he caught her hand, and kissed it in an 
ungovernable transport, the strings of which he pulled /him- 
self He took care to be quick about it though, and not let 
Zoe or Uxmoor see, who were walking on before, and behav- 
ing sedately. ^ 

In Hillstoke lived, on a pension from Vizard, old Mrs. 
Greenaway, rheumatic about the lower joints, so she went on 
crutches ; but she went fast, beixig vigorous, and so did her 
tongue. At Hillstoke she was Dame Greenaway, being a 
relic of that generation which applied the word dame to every 
wife, high and low ; but at Islip she was *' Sally," because 
she had started under that title, fifty-five years ago, as house- 
maid at Visard Court ; and by tiie tenacity of oral tradition, 
retained it ever since, in spite of two husbands she had 
wedded and buried with equal composure. 

Her feet were stiU springy, her arms strong as iron, and 
her crutches active. At the sight of our party she came out 
with amazing wooden strides, agog for gossip, and met them 
at the gate. She managed to indicate a curtsey, and said, 
" Good day, miss ; your sarvant, all the company. Lord, how 
nice you be dressed, all on ye! to— be — sure. Well, miss, 
have ye heerd the news ? " 

''No, Sally. What is it?" 

''M^at! haant ye heerd about the younir 'oman at the 
farm?" ^ ^ 

'' Oh yes ; we came to see her." 

" No, did ye now ? Well, she was here not half an hour 
agone. By the same toaken, I did put her a question, and 
she answered me then and there." 

'' And may I ask what the question was ? " 

*' And welcome, miss. I said, says I, ' Young 'oman, where 
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be you come from ? ' so says she^ ^ Old 'oman, I be come from 
forin parts.' ' I thought as much/ says I. ' And what be'e 
come^br 9* 'To sojourn here/ says she, which she meant to 
bide a time. ' And what de'e count to do whilst here you 
be ? ' says I. Says she, ' As much good as ever I can do, 
and as little harm.' ' That is no answer,' says I. She said 
it would do for the present ; ' and good day to you, ma'am,' 
says she. ' Your sarvant, miss,' says I ; and she was off like a 
flash. But I called my grandson Bill, and I told him he must 
follow her, go where she would, and let us know what she was 
up to down in Islip. Then I went round the neighbours, and 
one told me one tale, and another another. But it all comes 
to one — ^we have gotten a busybody ; that's the name I gives 
her. She don't give into that, ye know ; she is a Latiner, 
and speaks according. She gave Master Giles her own 
description. Says she, 'I'm suspector-general of this here 
districk.' So then Giles he was skeared a bit — he have got 
an acre of land of his own, you know — and he up and asked 
her did she come under the taxes, or was she a fresh imposi* 
tion; 'for we are burdened enough a'ready, no offence to 
you, miss,' says Josh Giles. ' Don't you be beared, old man,' 
says she, ' I shan't cost you none ; your better pays for I.' 
So says Giles, ' Oh, if you falls on Squire I don't vally that ; 
Squire's back is broad enough to bear the load, but I'm a poor 
man.' That's how a' goes on, ye know. Poverty is always 
in his mouth ; but the old chap have got a hatful of money 
hid away in the thatch or some're, only he haant a got the 
heart to spend it." 

" Tell us more about the young lady," asked Uxmoor. 

" What young lady } Oh, her I She is not a young lady 
— ^leastways she is not dressed like one, but like a plain, 
decent body. She was all of a piece — blue serge! Bless 
your heart ! the pedlars bring it round here at elevenpence 
halfpenny the yaid, and a good breadth too ; and plain boots, 
not heeled like your'n, miss, nor your'n, ma'am ; and a felt 
hat like a boy. You'd say the parish had dressed her for 
ten shillings, and got a pot of beer out on't." 

"Well, never mind that," said Zoe; "I must tell you 
she is a very worthy young lady, and my brother has a 
respect for her. Dress? Why, Sally, you know it is not 
the wisest that spend most on dress. You might tell us 
what she does^ 

Dame Greenaway snatched the word out of her mouth. 
*' Well, then, miss, what she have done, she have suspected 
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everything. She have suspected the ponds; she have sus* 
pected the houses; she have suspected the folk; she must 
know what they eat and drink and wear next their very skin, 
and what they do lie down on. She have been at the very 
boys and forbade 'em to swallow the cherry-stones, poor 
thLigs ; but old Mrs. Nash — which her boys lives on cherries 
at this time o' year, and to be sure they are a godsend to 
keep the children hereabout from starving — well. Dame 
Nash told her the Almighty knew best; He had put 'em 
together on the tree, so why not in the boys' insides ; and 
that was common-sense to my mind. But la ! she wouldn't 
hear it She said, ' Then you'd eat the peach-stones by that 
rule, and the fish-bones and all.' Says she, quite resolute- 
like, ^ I forbid 'em to swallow the stones ; ' and says she, ^ Ye 
ma¥mt gainsay me, none on ye, for I be the new doctor.' 
So then it all came out. She isn't suspector-general ; she 
is a wench turned doctor, which it is against reason. Shan't 
doctor me, for one ; but that there old Giles, he says he is 
agreeable, if so be she wool doctor him cheap — cussed old 
fool ! — as if any doctoring was cheap that kills a body and 
doan't cure 'em. Dear heart, I forgot to tell ye about the 
ponds. Well, you know there be no wells here. We makes 
our tea out of the ponds, and capital good tea to drink, far 
before well-water, for I mind that one day about twenty years 
agone, some interfering body did cart a barrel up from Islip, 
and 'twas main tasteless ; and if we wants water withouten 
tea; why we can get plenty on't, and none too much malt 
and hops, at ' The BladiL Horse.' So this here young 'oman 
she suspects the poor ponds, and casts a hevil eye on them, 
and she borrows two mugs of Giles^ and carries the water 
home to suspect it closer. That is all she have done at pre- 
sent, but you see she haant been here so very long. You 
mark my .words, miss; that young 'oman will turn Hillstoke 
village topsy-turvy or ever she goes back to London town." 

"Nonsense, Sally," said Zoe; '^how can anybody do that 
whilst my brother and I are alive ? " She then slipped half- 
a-crown into Sally's hand, and led the way to Islip. 

On the road her conversation with Uxmoor took a turn 
suggestive of this interview. I forget which began it ; but 
they differed a little in opinion, Uxmoor admiring Miss 
Gale's zeal and activity, and Zoe fearing that she would 
prove a rash reformer, perhaps a reckless innovator. 

" And really," said she, " why disturb things? for, go where 
I will, I see no such paradise as these two villages." 
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"They are indeed lovely," said Uxmoor; "but my own 
village is very pretty. Yet on nearer inspection I have found 
so many defects, especially in the internal arrangements of 
the cottages, that I am always glad to hear of a new eye 
having come to bear on any village." 

" I know you are very good," said Zoe, " and wish all the 
poor people about you to be as healthy and as happy as 
possible." 

"I really do," said Uxmoor warmly. ''I often think of 
the strange inequality in the lot of men. Living in the 
country, I see around me hundreds of men who are by nature 
as worthy as I am, or thereabouts. Yet they must toil and 
labour, and indeed fight for bare food and clothing all their 
lives, and worse off at the close of their long labour. That 
is what grieves me to the heart All this time I revel in 
plenty and luxuries — not forgetting the luxury of luxuries, 
the delight of giving to those who need and deserve. Wliat 
have I done for all this.^ I have been bom of the right 
parents. My merit, then, is the accident of an accident. 
But having done nothing meritorious before I was bom, 
surely I ought to begin afterwards. I think a man bom to 
wealth ou^t to doubt his moral title to it, and ought to set 
to work to prove it— ought to set himself to repair the in- 
justice of fortune by which he profits. Yes, such a man 
should be a sort of human sunshine and diffuse blessings all 
round him. The poor man that encounters him ought to 
bless the accident. But there, I am not eloquent You 
know how much more I mean than I can say." 

" Indeed I do," said Zoe, "and I honour you." 

"Ah, Miss Vizard," said Uxmoor, "that is more than I 
can ever deserve." 

"You are praising me at your own expense," said Zoe. 
"Well, then," said she sweetly, '* please accept my sym- 
pathy. It is so rare to find a gentleman of your age thinking 
so little of himself and so much of poor people. Yet that 
is a divine command. But somehow we forget our religion, 
out of church — most of us. I am sure I do, for one." 

This conversation brought them to the village, and there 
they met Vizard, and Zoe repeated old Sally's discourse to 
him word for word. He shook his head solemnly, and said 
he shared her misgivings. " We have caught a tartar." 

On arriving at Vizard Court, they found Miss Gale had 
called and left two cards. 

Open rivalry having now commenced between Uxmoor 
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and Seveme^ his lordship was adroit enough to contrive that 
the drag should be in request next day. 

Then Seveme got Fanny to convey a note to JZoe, im- 
ploring her to open her bedroom window and say good-night 
to him the last. " For/' said he, " I have no coach-and-four, 
and I am very unhappy." 

This and his staying sullenly at home spoiled Zoe's ride, 
and she was cool to Uxmoor, and spoilt his drive. 

At night Zoe peeped through the curtain and saw Seveme 
standing in the moonlight. Her eye drank him in for some 
time in silence, then she softly opened her window and 
looked out. He took a step nearer. 

She said very softly and tenderly, " You are very naughty 
and very foolish. Go to bed (ftrectly." And she closed 
her window with a valiant slam; then sat down and 
sighed. 

Same game next day. Uxmoor driving, Zoe wonder- 
fully polite, but chill; because he was separating her and 
Seveme. At night, Seveme on the wet grass, and Zoe 
remonstrating severely, but not sincerely, and closing the 
window peremptorily she would have liked to keep open half 
the night 

It has often been remarked that great things arise out of 
small things ; and sometimes, when in full motion, depend 
on small things. History offers brilhant examples upon its 
large stage. Fiction has imitated history in un verre d*eau 
and other compositions. To these examples, real or feigned, 
I am now about to add one ; and the curious reader may, if 
he thinks it worth while, note the various ramifications, at 
home and abroad, of a seemingly trivial incident 

They were all seated at luncheon when a servant came in 
with a salver and said, " A gentleman to see you, sir." He 
presented his salver with a card upon it Seveme clutched 
the card, and jumped up reddening. 

" Show him in here," said the hospitable Vizard. 

*' No, no," cried Seveme, rather nervously ; 'Mt is my lawyer 
on a little private business." 

Vizard told the servant to show the visitor into the library, 
and take in the madeira and some biscuits. 

''It is about a lease," said Ned Seveme, and went out 
rather hurriedly. 

"La!" said Fanny, "what a curious name! — Poikilus. 
And what does S. I. mean, I wonder ? " 
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" This is enigmatical discourse^'* said Vizard drily. '' Please 
explain." 

" Why, the card had Poikilus on it" 

" You are very inquisitive/' said Zoe, colouring. 

''No more than my neighbours. But the man put his 
salver right between our noses^ and how could I help seeing 
Poikilus in large letters^ and S. I. in little ones up in the 
comer ? " 

Said Vizard^ ''The female eye is naturally swift. She 
couldn't help seeing all that in ha^ a moment of time ; for Ned 
Seveme snatched up the card with vast expedition." 

" I saw that too/' said Faimy defiantly. 

Uxmoor put in his word. " Poikilus ! That is a name one 
sees in the papers." 

" Of course you do. He is one of the humbugs of the day. 
Pretends to find things out ; advertises mysterious disappear- 
ances ; offers a magnificent reward — ^with perfect safety, be- 
cause he has invented the lost girl's features^ and dress, and 
her disappearance into the bargain; — and I hold with the 
schoolmen, that she who does not exist cannot disappear. 
Poikilus, a puffing detective. S. I., Secret Inquiry. / spell 
Enquiry with an E, — ^but Poikilus is a man of the day. What 
the deuce can Ned Seveme want of him } I suppose I ought 
not to object. I have established a female detective at Hill- 
stoke. So Ned sets up one at IsHp. I shall make my own 
secret arrangements. If Poikilus settles here, he will be 
drawn through the horse-pond by small-minded rastics once 
a week." 

Whilst he was going on like this, Zoe felt uncomfortable, 
and almost irritated by his volubility, and it was a relief to 
her when Seveme returned. He had confided a most delicate 
case to the detective, given him written instructions, and 
stipulated for his leaving the house without a word to any 
one, and, indeed, seen him off — all in seven minutes. Yet 
he returned to our party cool as a cucumber, to throw dust 
in everybody's eyes. 

" I must apologise for this intrusion," he said to Vizard ; 
" but my lawyer wanted to consult me about the lease of one 
of my farms, and finding himself in the neighbourhood, he 
called instead of writing." 

"Your lawyer, eh?" said Vizard slily. "What is your 
lawyer's name ? " 

"Jackson/' said Ned, without a moment's hesitation. 

Fanny giggled in her own despite. 
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Instead of stopping here^ Seveme must go on ; it was his 
unlucky day. 

'^ Not quite a gentleman, you know, or I would have inflicted 
his society on you." 

''Not quite — eh?" said Harrington, so drily that Fanny 
Dover burst into a fit of uncontrollable laughter. 

But Zoe turned hot and cold to see him blundering thus, 
and telling lie upon lie. 

Seveme saw there was something wrong, and buried his nose 
in pigeon-pie. He devoured it with an excellent appetite, 
while every eye rested on him : Zoe's, with shame and misery ; 
Uxmoor's, with open contempt ; Vizard's, with good-humoured 
satire. 

The situation became intolerable to Zoe Vizard. Indignant 
and deeply shocked herself, she still could not bear to see 
him the butt of others' ridicule and contempt She rose 
haughtily and marched to the door. He raised his head for 
a moment as she went out She turned and their eyes met 
She gave him such a glance of pity and disdain as suspended 
the meat upon his fork, and froze him into comprehending 
that something very serious indeed had happened. 

He resolved to learn from Fanny what it was and act ac- 
cordingly. But Zoe's maid came in and whispered Fanny. 
She went out, and neither of the young ladies was seen till 
dinner-time. It was conveyed to Uxmoor that there would 
be no excursion of any kind this afternoon, and therefore he 
took his hat and went off to pay a visit He called on Rhoda 
Gale. She was at home. He intended merely to offer her 
his respects, and to side with her generally against these 
foolish rustics ; but she was pleased with him for coming, and 
made herself so agreeable that he spent the whole afternoon 
comparing notes with her upon village life, and the ameliora- 
tion it was capable of. Each could give the other valuable 
ideas ; and he said he hoped she would visit his part of the 
country ere long. She would find many defects, but also a 
great desire to amend them. 

This flattered her, naturally; and she began to take an 
interest in him. That interest soon took the form of curiosity. 
She must know whether he was seriously courting Zoe Vizard 
or not The natural reserve of a well-bred man withstood 
this at first ; but that armour could not resist for two mortal 
hours such a daughter of Eve as this, with her insidious ques- 
tions, her artful statements, her cat-like retreats and cat-like 
returns. She learned — though he did not see how far he 
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had committed himself— that he admired ZoeVueard^ and would 
marry her to-morrow if she would have him : his hesitation 
to ask her^ because he had a rival, whose power he could not 
exactly measure ; but a formidable and permitted rival. 

They parted aJmost friends ; and Rhoda settled quietly in 
her mind he should have Zoe Visard, since he was so fond 
of her. 

Here again it was Seveme's unlucky day, and Uxmoor's 
lucky. To carry this same day to a close, Seveme tried 
more than once to get near Zoe and ask if he had offended 
her, and in what. But no opportunity occurred. So then 
he sat and gazed at her, and looked unhappy. She saw, 
and was not unmoved, but would not do more than glance 
at him. He resigned himself to wait till night. 

Night came. He went on the grass. There was a light 
in Zoe's room. It was eleven o'clock. He waited, shivering, 
till twelve. Then the light was put out; but no window 
opened. There was a moon ; and her windows glared black 
on him, dark and bright as the eye she now averted from 
him. He was in disgrace. 

The present incident I have recorded did not end here ; 
and I must now follow Poikilus on his mission to Homburg ; 
and, if the reader has a sense of justice, methinks he will not 
complain of the journey, for see how long I have neglected 
the noblest figure in this story, and the most to be pitied. 
To desert her longer would be too unjust, and derange 
entirely the balance of this complicated story. 



CHAPTER XX 

A CRUEL mental stroke, like a heavy blow upon the body, 
sometimes benumbs and sickens at first, but does not torture ; 
yet that is to follow. 

It was so with Ina Klosking. The day she just missed 
Edward Seveme, and he seemed to melt away from her very 
grasp into the wide world again, she could drag herself to 
the theatre and sing angelically, with a dull and aching 
heart. But next day her heart entered on sharper suffering : 
she was irritated, exasperated; chained to the theatre, to 
Homburg, yet wUd to follow Seveme to England without 
delay. She told Ashmead she must and would go. He 
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opposed it 8toutly> and gave good reasons. She could not 
break fiiith with the manageme^t. England was a large 
place. Thej had, as yet^ no due but a name. By waiting, 
the clue would come. The sure course was to give publicity 
in England to her winnings^ and so draw Seveme to her. 

But^ for once^ she was too excited to listen to reason. She 
was tempest-tossed. " I mU go — I mill go/' she repeated, as 
she walked the room wildly^ and flung her arms aloft with 
reckless abandon^ and yet^ with a terrible majesty, an in- 
stinctive grace, and all the poetry of a great soul wronged, 
and driven wild. 

She overpowered Ashmead, and drove him to the Director : 
he went most unwilUqgly ; but, once there, was true to her, 
and begged off the engagement eagerly. The Director refused 
this plump. Then Ashmead, still true to his OMnmission, 
offered him (most reluctantly) a considerable sum down to 
annul the contract, and backed this with a quiet hint that 
she would certainly fall ill, if refused. The Director knew 
by experience what this meant, and how easily these ladies 
can command the human body to death's door, pro re ndta, 
and how readily a doctor's certificate can be had to say or 
swear that the great creature cannot sing or act, without 
peril to life; though really both these arts are grand 
medicines, and far less likely to injure the honA JOe sick, 
than are the certifying doctor's draughts and drugs. The 
Director knew all this ; but he was furious at the disappoint- 
ment threatening him. ** No/' said he ; '' this is always the 
way ; a poor devil of a manager is never to have a success. 
It is treacherous, it is ungrateful ; I'll close. You tell her, 
if she is determined to cut all our throats, and kick her own 

good fortune down, she can ; but, by ^ I'll make her 

smart for it. Mind, now ; she closes the theatre, and pays 
the expenses, if she plays me false." 

«ButifsheisiU?" 

^* Let her die and be , and then I'll believe her. She 

is the healthiest woman in Germany. Til go and take steps 
to have her arrested, if she offers to leave the town." 

Ashmead reported the manager's threats, and the Klosking 
received them as a lioness the barking of a cur. She drew 
herself swiftly up, and her great eye gleamed imperial disdain 
at all his menaces but one. 

'' He will not really close the theatre/' said she loftily, 
but uneasiness lurked in her manner. 

'' He will," said Ashmead. ^ He is desperate : and you 
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knov it is Imxd, to go <m losing mi lomg, and theii, the 
momeDt luck turns, be done out of it, in spite of a written 
bargain. I've been a manager myseli" 

<' So many poor people ! " said Ina, with a sigh ; and her 
defiant head sank a little. 

''Oh, bother them I" said Ashmead craftily. ''Let 'em 
starve." 

"God forbid f " said Ina. Then she sighed again, and her 

aueenly head sank lower. Then she fidtered out, "I have 
lie will to break fiuth and ruin poor people, but I have not 
the eouiage." 

Then a tear or two began to trickle, carrying with them 
aU the egotistical resolution Ina Klosking possessed at that 
time. Perhaps we shall see her harden; nothing stands 
stilL 

This time the poor conquered. 

But every now and then, for many days, there were re* 
turns of torment and agitation, and wild d^ire to escape to 
England. 

Ashmead made head against these with his simple arts. 
For one thing he showed her a dozen paragraphs in MS. he 
was sending to as many English weekly papers, describing 
her heavy gains at the table. "With these stones," said 
he, " I kill two birds : extend your fame, and entice your 
idol back to you." Here a growl, which I suspect was an 
inarticulate curse. Joseph, fie I 

The pen of Joseph on such occasions was like his prede- 
cessor's coat, polyduomatic. The Klosking read him, and 
wondered. " Alas 1 " said she, " with what versatile skiU do 
you descant on a single circumstance, not very creditable 1 " 

" Creditable I " said Ashmead ; " it was very naughty ; but 
ft is very nice." And the creature actually wink^, forget- 
ting, of course, whom he was winking at, and wasting his 
vul^uity on the desert air; for the Kloddng's eye might 
just manage to blink — at the meridian sun or so forth ; but 
it never winked once in all its life. One of the paragraphs 
ran thus, with a heading in small capitals : — 

"A Prima Donna at thk Gambuno-Table. 

" Mademoiselle Klosking, the great contralto, whose success 
has been already recorded in all the journals, strolled on one 
of her off-nights into the Kursaal at Homburg, and sat down 
to (rente ei quaranie. Her melodious voice was soon heard 
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betting heavily^ with the most engaging sweetness of manner ; 
and doubling seven times upon the red, she broke the bank, 
and retired with a charming curtsey, and eight thousand 
pounds in gold and notes." 

Another dealt with the matter thus : — 

'^ Rouge bt Noiil 

*' The latest coup at Homburg has been made by a cantatrice, 
whose praises all Germany are now ringing. Mademoiselle 
Klosking, successor and rival of Alboni, went to the Kursaal, 
pour passer le temps; and she passed it so well, that in half 
an hour the bank was broken, and there was a pile of notes 
and gold before La Klosklng, amounting to ten thousand 
pounds and more. The lady waved these over to her agent, 
Mr. Joseph Ashmead, with a hand which, par parerUhise, is 
believed to be the whitest in Europe, and retired gracefully." 

On perusing this. La Klosking held two white hands up 
to heaven in amazement at the skill and good taste which 
had dragged this feature into the incident 

"A Dramatic SrruAXioN. 

** A circumstance has lately occurred here which will in* 
fallibly be seized on by the novelists in search of an incident 
Mademoiselle Klosking, the new contralto, whose triumphant 
progress through Europe will probably be the next event in 
music, walked into the Kursaal the other night, broke the 
bank, and walked out again with twelve thousand pounds, 
and that charming composure which is said to distinguish 
her in private life. 

'* What makes it more remarkable is that the lady is not 
a gamester, has never played before, and is said to have 
declared that she shall never play again. It is certain that, 
with such a face, figure, and voice as hers, she need never 
seek for wealth at the gaming-table. Mademoiselle Klosking 
is now in negotiation with all the principal cities of the 
Continent But the English managers, we apprehend, will 
prove awkward competitors." 

Were I to reproduce the nine other paragraphs, it would 
be a very curious, instructive, and tedious specimen of htera- 
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tare : and who knows^ I might corrupt some immaculate soul^ 
inspire some actor or actress, singer or songstress, with an 
itch for public self-laudation, a foible from which they are 
all at present so free. Witness the Era, the Hornet, and 
Figaro, 

Ina Klosking spotted what she conceived to be a defect in 
these histories. " My friend/' said she meekly, " the sum I 
won was under five thousand pounds." 

** Was it ? Yes, to be sure. But you see these are English 
advertisements. Now England is so rich, that, if you keep 
down to any Continental sum, you give a fidse impression in 
England of the importance on the spot." 

'' And so we are to falsify figures ? In the first of these 
legends it was double the truth : and as I read, it enlarges — 
oh, but it enlarges," said Ina, with a gallicism we shall have 
to forgive in a lady who spoke five languages. 

''Madam," said Ashmead drily, ''you must expect your 
capita] to increase rapidly, so long as I conduct it." 

Not being herself swift to shed jokes, Ina did not take 
them rapidly. She stared at him. He never moved a 
muscle. She gave a slight shrug of her grand shoulders, 
and resigned that attempt to reason with the creature. 

She had a pill in store for him, though. She told him that 
as she had sacrificed the longings of her heart to the poor of 
the theatre, so she should sMrifice a portion of. her ill-gotten 
gains to the poor of the town. 

He made a hideously wry face at that ; asked what poor* 
rates were for? and assured her that "pauper" meant 
"drunkard." 

" It is not written so in Scripture," said Ina : "and I need 
their prayers ; for I am very unhappy." 

In short, Ashmead was driven out from the presence- 
chamber, with a thousand thalers to distribute amongst the 
poor of Homburg ; and, once in the street, his face Sid not 
shine like an angel's of mercy, but was very pinched and 
morose ; hardly recognisable — poor Joe 1 

By-and-by he scratched his head. Now it is unaccount- 
able; but certain heads often yield an idea in return for 
that. Joseph's did, and his countenance brightened. 

Three da3rs after this, Ina was surprised by a note 
from the Burgomaster, saying that he and certain of the 
town-council would have the honour of calling on her 
at noon. 

What might this mean f 
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She sent to ask for Mr. Ashmead ; he was not to be found ; 
he had hidden himself too carefully. 

The deputation came and thanked her for her munificent 
act of charity. 

She look^ puzzled at firsts then blushed to the temples. 
** Munificent act, gentlemen ! Alas ! I did but direct mj 
agent to distribute a small sum amongst the deserving poor. 
He has done very ill to court your attention. My little con- 
tribution should have been as private as it is insignificant.'' 

*^ Nay, madam^" said the clerk of the council, who was a 
recognised orator, " your agent did well to consult our worthy 
Burgomaster, who knows the persons most in need and most 
deserviug. We do not doubt that you love to do good in 
secret Nevertheless we have also our sense of duty, and we 
think it right that so benevolent an act should be published, 
as an example to others. In the same view, we claim to com- 
ment publicly on your goodness." Then he looked to the 
Burgomaster, who took him up. 

" And we comment dins : Madam, since the middle ages 
the freedom of this town has not been possessed by any 
female. There is, however, no law forbiddii^^ it; and, 
therefore, madam, the civic authorities, whom I represent, 
do hereby present to you the freedom of this burgh." 

He then handed her an emblazoned vellum giving her 
citizenship, with the reasons written plainly in golden letters. 

Ina Klosking, who had remained quite quiet during the 
speeches, waited a moment or two ; and then replied with 
seemly grace and dignity : — 

" Mr. Burgomaster and gentlemen — you have paid me 
a great and unexpected compliment; and I thank you for 
it. But one thing makes me uneasy; it is that I have 
done so little to deserve this. I console myself, however, 
by reflecting that I am still young, and may have oppor- 
tunities to show myself grateful, and even to deserve, in 
the future, this honour, which at present overpays me, and 
almost oppresses me. On that understanding, gentlemen, 
be pleased to bestow, and let me receive, Uie rare com- 
pliment you have paid me by admitting me to citizenship in 
your delightful town." (To herself) "Fll scold him well 
for this." 

Low curtsey; profound bows; exit deputation enchanted 
with her ; manet Klosking with the freedom of the city in her 
hand, and ingratitude in her heart; for her one idea was to 
get hold of Mr. Joseph Ashmead directly, and reproach him 

230 



A WOMAN-HATER 

severelj for all this^ which she justly ascribed to his machina* 
tions. 

The cnnniiiff Ashmead divined her project, and kept per- 
sistently out of her way. That did not suit her neither. She 
was lonely. She gave the waiter a friendly Une to bring him 
to her. Now, mind you, she was too honest to pretend she 
was not going to scold him. So this is what she wrote : — 

'* Mv FnncND, — Have you deserted me ? Come to me, and 
be remonstrated. What have you to fear? You know so 
well how to defend youtself Ina Klosking." 

Arrived in a very few minutes Mr. Ashmead, jaunty^ 
cheerful, and defensive. 

Ina, with a countenance fix>m which all discontent was 
artfully extracted, laid before him, in the friendliest way you 
can imagine, an English Bible, ft was her father's, and she 
always carried it with her. *' I wish," said she insidiously, 
*' to consult you on a passage or two of this book. How do 
you understand this — 

'''When thou doest thine alms, do not sound a trumpet 
before thee, as the hjrpocrites do } * 

"And this— 

"'When thou doest alms, let not thy left hand know 
what thy right hand doeth : that thine alms may be in 
secret; and thy Father which seeth in secret shall reward 
thee openly?'" 

Having pointed out these sentences with her finger, she 
looked to him for his intcTpretation. Joseph, thus erected 
into a Scripture commentator, looked at the passages first 
near, and then afar off, as if the true interpretation depended 
on perspective. Having thus gained a little time, he said : 
" Well, I think the meaning is clear enough. We are to hide 
our own light under a bushel. But it don't say an agent is to 
hide his employer's." 

" Be serious, sir. This is a great authority." 

" Oh, of course, of course. Still — ^if you won't be offended, 
ma'am — times are changed since then. It was a very small 
place, where news spreieul of itself; and all that cannot be 
written for theatrical agents, because there wasn't one in 
creation. 

"And so now, their little customs, lately Invented, like 
themselves, are to prevail against God's im-mor-tal law I" 
It was something half-way ^tween Handel and meUowed 
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thunder^ the way her grand contralto suddenly rolled oat 
these three words. Joseph was cunning. He put on a 
crushed appearance — deceived by which^ the firm but gentle 
Klosking began to soften her tone directly. 

"It has given me pain/* said she sorrowfully. ''And I 
am afraid God will be angry with us both for our osten- 
tation." 

"Not He/' said Joseph consolingly. "Bless your hearty 
He is not half so irritable as the parsons fancy ! They 
confound Him with themselves." 

Ina ignored this suggestion with perfect dignity, and 
flowed on : " All I stipulate now is, that I may not see this 
pitiable parade in print." 

" That is past praying for, then," said Ashmead resolutely. 
" You might as well try to stop the waves as check publicity 
— ^in our day. Your munificence to the poor — confound the 
lazy lot ! — and the gratitude of those pompous prigs, the 
deputation — the presentation — ^your admirable reply " 

" You never heard it now " 

" Which, as you say, I was not so fortunate as to hear, and 
so must content myself with describing it — all this is fljdng 
north, south, east, and west." 

" Oh no, no, no ! You have not advertised it." 

" Not advertised it ? For what do you take me ? Wait 
till you see the bill I am running up against you. Madam, 
you must take people as they are. Don't try to un-Ashmead 
tne ; it is impossible. Catch up that knife and kill me. Til 
not resist: on the contrary, FU sit down and prepare an 
obituary notice for the weeklies, and say I killed myself. 

But WHILST I BREATHE I ADVERTISE." 

And Joseph was defiant ; and the Klosking shrugged her 
noble shoulders and said, "You best of creatures, you are 
incurable." 

To follow this incident to its conclusion ; not a week after 
this scene, Ina Klosking detected, in an English paper — 

"A CHARrTABLE AcT. 

" Mademoiselle Klosking, the great contralto, having won 
a large sum of money at the Kursaal, has given a thousand 
pounds to the poor of the place. The civic authorities, hear- 
ing of this, and desirous to mark their sense of so noble 
a donation, have presented her with the freedom of the 
burgh, written on vellum and gold. Mademoiselle Klosking 
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received the compliment with charming grace and courtesy ; 
but her modesty is said to have been much distressed at the 
publicity hereby given to an act she wished to be known only 
to the persons relieved by her charity." 

Ina caught the culprit and showed him this. " A thousand 
pounds!" said she. '^Are you not ashamed? Was ever a 
niggardly act so embellished and exaggerated? I feel my 
face very red, sir." 

''I'll explain that in a moment/' said Joseph amicably. 
'' Each nation has a coin it is always quoting. France counts 
in francs, Germany in thalers, America in dollars, England 
in pounds. When a thing costs a million francs in France, 
or a million dollars in the States, that is always called a 
million pounds in the English journals; otherwise it would 
convey no distinct idea at all to an Englishman. Turning 
thalers and francs into pounds — that is not exoneration; it is 
only translation," 

Ina gave him such a look. He replied with an unabashed 
smile. 

She shrugged her shoulders in silence this time, and, to 
the best of my belief, made no more serious attempts to un- 
Ashmead her Ashmead. 

A month had now passed, and that was a little more 
than half the dreary time she had to wade through. She 
began to count the days, and that made her pine all the 
more. Time is like a kettle. Be blind to him, he flies; 
watch him, he lags. Her sweet temper was a little affected, 
and she even reproached Ashmead for holding her out false 
hopes that his advertisements of her gains would induce 
Seveme to come to her, or even write. "No," said she; 
''there must be some greater attraction. Karl says that 
Miss Vizard, who called upon me, was a beauty, and dark. 
Perhaps she was the lovely girl I saw at the opera. She 
has never been there since : and he is gone to England with 
people of that name." 

"Well, but that Miss Vizard called on you. She can't 
intend to steal him from you." 

"But she may not know; a woman may injure another 
without intending. He may deceive her; he has betrayed 
me. Her extraordinary beauty terrifies me. It enchanted 
me ; and how much more a man ? " 

Joseph said he thought this was all fancy; and as for his 
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advertisements^ it was too early yet to pronounce on their 
effect 

The very day after this conversation he bounced into her 
room in great dudgeon. ''There^ madam! the advertise- 
ments have produced an effect; and not a pleasant one. 
Here's a detective on to us. He is feeling his way with 
KarL I knew the man in a moment — calls himself Poikilns 
in prints and Smith to talk to ; but he is Aaron at the bottom 
of it all^ and can speak several languages. Confound their 
impudence ! putting a detective on to us^ when it is them 
that are keeping dark." 

" Who do you think has sent him ? " asked Ina intently. 

"The party interested, I suppose." 

''Interested in what?" 

''Why, in the money you won; for he was drawing Rarl 
about that" 

"Then he sent the man ! " And Ina began to pant and 
change colour. 

" Well, now you put it to me, I think so. Come to look 
at it, it is certain. Who else could it be ? Here is a brace 
of sweeps. They wouldn't be the worse for a good kick- 
ing. You say the word, and Smith shall have one, at all 
events." 

"Alas, my friend!" said Ina, "for once you are slow. 
What ! a messenger comes here direct from Awn, and are we 
so dull we can learn nothing from him who comes to question 
us } Let me think." 

She leaned her forehead on her white hand, and her face 
seemed slowly to fill with intellectual power. 

"That man," said she at last, "is the only link between 
him and me. I must speak to him." 

Then she thought again. 

"No, not yet He must be detained in the house. 
Letters may come to him, and their postmarks may give us 
some clue." 

"I'll recommend the house to him." 

"Oh, that is not necessary. He will lodge here of his 
own accord. Does he know you ? " 

"I think not" 

" T^o not give him the least suspicion that you know he is 
a detective." 

"AU right, I won't" 

"If he sounds you about the money, say nobody knows 
much about it, except Mademoiselle Kloddng. If you can 
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get the matter so far, come and tell me. But be you very 
reserved, for jou are not clear." 

Ashmead received these instructions meekly, and went 
into the Mile d manger and ordered dinner. Smith was 
there, and had evidently got some information from Karl; 
for he opened an easy conversation with Ashmead, and it 
ended in their dining together. 

Smith played the open-handed countryman to the life ; stood 
champagne. Ashmead chattered, and seemed quite off his 
guard. Smith approached the subject cautiously. '^ Gamble 
here as much as ever ? " 

" All day, some of them." 

''Ladies and all?" 

*' Why, the ladies are the worst" 

''No; are they now? Ah, that reminds me. I heard 
there was a lady in this very house won a pot o' money." 

" It is true. I am her agent." 

" I suppose she lost it all, next day ? " 

"Well, not all^ for she gave a thousand pounds to the 
poor." 

" The dressmakers collared the rest ? " 

"I cannot say. I have nothing to do, except with her 
theatrical business. She will make more by that than she 
ever made at play." 

"What, is she tip-top?" 

" The most rising singer in Europe." 

" I should like to see her." 

" That you can easily do. She sings to-night. TU pass 
you in." 

" You are a good fellow. Have a bit of supper with me 
afterwards. Bottle of fizz." 

These two might be compared to a couple of spiders, each 
taking the other for a fly. Smith was enchanted with Ina's 
singing, or pretended. Ashmead was delighted with him, or 
pretended. 

" Introduce me to her," said Smith. 

" I dare not do that : you are not professional — are 
you?" 

" No ; but you can say I am, for a lark." 

Ashmead said he should like to ; but it would not do^ un« 
less he was very wary. 

" Oh, I'm fly," said the other. "She won't get anjrthing 
out of me. Fve been behind the scenes often enough. ' 

Then Ashmead said he would go and ask her if he might 
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present a London manager to her. He soon brought back the 
answer. " She is too tired to-night ; but I pressed her, and 
she says she will be charmed if you breakfast with her to- 
morrow at eleven." He did not say that he was to be with 
her at half-past ten for special instructions. They were very 
simple. " My friend/' said she, '* I mean to tell this man 
something, which he will think it his duty to telegraph or 
write to him immediately. It was for this I would not have 
the man to supper, being after post-time. This morning he 
shall either write or telegraph ; and then, if you are as clever 
in this as you are in some things, you will watch him, and find 
out the address he sends to." 

Ashmead listened very attentively, and fell into a brown 
study. 

" Madam," said he, at last, ^^ this is a first-rate combination. 
You make him communicate with England, and I will do the 
rest. If he telegraphs, I'll be at his heels. If he goes to the 
post, I know a way : if he posts in the house, he makes it too 
easy." 

At eleven, Ashmead introduced his friend ^'Sharpus, 
manager of Drury Lane Theatre ; " and watched the fencing- 
match with some an3dety, Ina being little versed in guile. 
But she had tact and self-possession; and she was not an 
angel, after all, but a woman whose wits were sharpened by 
love and suffering. 

Sharpus, alias Smith, played his assumed character to 
perfection. He gave the Klosking many incidents of 
business, and professional anecdotes, and was excellent 
company. The Klosking was gracious, and more bonne 
enfant than Ashmead had ever seen her. It was a fine 
match between her and the detective. At last he made 
his approaches. 

'*And I hear we are to congratulate you on success at 
rouge ei noir as well as opera. Is it true that you broke the 

" Perfectly," was the frank reply. 

'^ And won a million." 

^' More or less," said the Klosking, with an open smile. 

'^I hope it was a good lump, for our countrymen leave 
hundreds of thousands here every season." 

'^It was four thousand nine hundred pounds, sir." 

" Pheugh ! Well, I wish it had been double. You are not 
so dose as our friend here, madam." 

" No, sir ; and shall I tell you why ? " 
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'' If jou like, madam," said Smith, with assumed irnlif-^ 
ference. 

''Mr. Ashmead is a model agent; he never allows him- 
self to see anybody's interest but mine. Now the truth is 
another person has an interest in my famous winnings. A 
gentleman handed £25 to Mr. Ashmead to play with. He 
did not do so ; but I came in and joined £25 of my own to 
that £25, and won an enormous sum. Of course, if the 
gentleman chooses to be chivalrous and abandon his claim, 
he can ; but that is not the way of the world, you know. I 
feel sure he will come to me for his share some day ; and the 
sooner the better, for money bums the pocket." 

Sharpus, alias Smith, said this was really a curious story. 
''Now, suppose," said he, "some fine day a letter was to 
come asking you to remit that gentleman his half, what 
should you do ? " 

" I should decline ; it might be an escroc. No ; Mr. 
Ashmead here knows the gentleman. Do yon not ? " 

" I'll swear to him anywhere." 

"Then, to receive his money, he must face the eye of 
Ashmead. Ha, ha!" 

The detective turned the conversation, and never came 
back to the subject ; but shortly he pleaded an engagement, 
and took his leave. 

Ashmead lingered behind, but Ina hurried him off, with 
an emphatic command not to leave this man out of his sight 
a moment 

He violated this order ; for in five minutes he ran back to 
tell her, in an agitated whisper, that Smith was, at that 
moment, writing a letter in the salle d manger, 

" Oh, pray don't come here ! " cried Ina, in despair. " Do 
not lose sight of him for a moment." 

"Grive me that letter to post then," said Ashmead, and 
snatched one up Ina had directed overnight. 

He went to the hotel door and lighted a cigar ; out came 
Smith with a letter in his very hand. Ashmead peered with 
all his eyes ; but Smith held the letter vertically in his hand, 
and the address inwards. The letter was sealed. 

Ashmead watched him, and saw he was going to the 
General Post He knew a shorter cut, ran and took it, 
and lay in wait As Smith approached the box, letter in 
hand, he bustled up in a furious huny, and posted his own 
letter so as to stop Smith's hand at the very aperture before 
he could insert his letter. He saw, apologised, and drew 
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back. Smith laughed and said, '' All right, old man. That 
is to your sweetheart, or you wouldn't be in such a huny/' 

" No ; it was to my grandmother," said Ashmead. 

** Go on," said Smith, and poked the ribs of Joseph. They 
went home jocular ; but the detective was no sooner out ot 
the way, than Ashmead stole up to Ina Klosking, and put 
his finger to his lips; for Karl was clearing away, and in 
no hurry. 

They sat on tenter-hooks, and thought he never would go. 
He did go at last, and then the Klosking and Ashmead 
came together like two magneta 

"WeU?" 

''All right ! Letter to post Saw address quite plain. — 
Edward Seveme, Esq." 

"Yes." 

''Vizard Court" 

"Ah!" 

" Taddington—Barfordshire— England." 

Ina, who was standing all on fire, now sat down and inter- 
laced her hands. " Vizard ! " said she gloomily. 

" Yes ; Vizard Court," said Ashmead triumphantly ; " that 
means he is a large landed proprietor, and you will easily 
find him if he is there in a month." 

"He will be there," said Ina. "She is veiy beautiful. 
She is dark, too, and he loves change. Oh, if to all I have 
suffered he adds thai " 

"Then you will forgive him ihai,*' said Ashmead, shaking 
his head. 

" Never. Look at me, Joseph Ashmead." 

He looked at her with some awe, for she seemed trans- 
formed, and her Danish eye gleamed strangely. 

" You, who have seen my torments and my fidelity, maik 
what I say : If he is fidse to me with another woman, I shall 
kill him — or else I shall hate him." 

She took her desk and wrote, at Ashmead's dictation — 

"Vizard Court, 

Taddinoton, 

Barfordshire." 
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CHAPTER XXI 



Thk next mombig Vizl^d carried Lord Uxmoor awfy to a 
magistrates' meeting, and left the road clear to Seveme. 
But Zoe gave him no opportunity until just before luncheon^ 
and then she put on her bonnet and came downstairs ; but 
Fanny was with her. 

Seveme^ who was seated patiently in his bedroom with 
the door ajar, came out to join them, feeling sure Fanny 
would openly side with him^ or slip away and give him his 
opportunity. 

But^ as the young ladies stood on the broad flight of 
steps at the hall door, an antique figure drew nigh — an 
old lady, the shape of an egg, so short and stout was she. 
On her head she wore a black silk boxmet constructed 
many years ago, with a droll design — ^viz., to keep otf 
sun, rain, and wind; it was like an iron coal-scuttle, 
slightly shortened ; yet have I seen some vexy pretty fkces 
very prettily framed in such a bonnet. She had an old 
black silk gown that only reached to her ankle, and over 
it a scarlet cloak of superfine cloth, fine as any colonel or 
queen's outrider ever wore, and looking splendid, though 
sue had used it forty years at odd times. This dame had 
escaped the village ill, rheumatics, and could toddle along 
without a staff at a great, and indeed a fearfiil pace ; for 
owing to her build, she yawed so from side to side at every 
step, that, to them who knew her not, a capsize appeared 
inevitable. 

" Mrs. Judge, I declare," cried Zoe- 

''Ay, miss, Hannah Judge it is. Your sarvant, ma'am:" 
and she dropped two curtseys, one for each lady. 

Mrs, Ju(^ was Harrington's old nurse. Zoe often paid 
a visit to her cottage, but she never came to Vizard Court 
except on Harrington's birthday, when the servants enter- 
tained all the old pensioners and retainers at supper. Her 
sudden appearance therefore, and in gala costume, aston- 
ished Zoe. Probably Zoe's face betrayed this, for the 
old lady began, "You wonder to see me here, now, 
doan'tye?" 

"WeU, Mrs. Judge," said Zoe diplomaticaUy, "nobody 
bus a better right to come." 
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'*You be very good, miss. I don't doubt my welcome 
nohow." 

"Bat," said Zoe playfully, "you seldom do us the honour; 
so I am a little surprised. What can I do for you ? " 

"You does enough for me, miss, you and young Squire. 
I hain't come to ask no favours. I ain't one o' that sort. 
I'll tell ye why I be come. 'Tis to warn you all up here." 

" This is alarming," said Zoe to Fanny. 

"That is as may be," said Mrs. Judge: "forewarned, 
forearmed, the byword sayeth. There is a young 'oman 
a-prowling about this here parish, as don't belong to hus," 

" La ! " said Fanny ; " mustn't we visit your parish, if we 
were not bom there ? " 

"Don't you take me up before I be down, miss," said 
the old nurse, a little severely. "'Tain't for the likes of 
you I speak, which you are a lady, and visits the Court by 
permission of Squire ; but what I objects to is — ^hinterlopers." 
She paused, to see the effect of so big a word, and then re- 
sumed graciously, " You see most of our hills comes from 
that there Hillstoke. If there's a poacher, or a thief, he is 
Hillstoke. They harbours the gipsies as ravages the whole 
country, mostly; and now they have let loose this here 
young 'oman on to us. She is a Poll Pry : goes about the 
town a-sarching: pries into their housen, and their vittels, 
and their very beds. Old Marks have got a muckheap at 
his door; for his garden, ye know. Well, miss, she sticks 
her parasole into this here, and turns it about, as if she was 
a-going to spread it : says she, ' I must know the de-com-po- 
sition of this 'ere as you keeps under the noses of your young 
folk.' Well, I seed her a-going her rounds, and the folk 
had told me her ways ; so I did set me down to my knitting 
and wait for her ; and when she came to me, I offered her 
a seat ; so she sat herself down, and says she, ' This is the 
one clean house in the village,' says she : ^ you might eat 
your dinner off the floor, let alone the chairs and tables.' 
'You are very good, miss,' says I. Says she, 'I wonder 
whether upstairs is as nice as this ? ' ' Well,' says I, ' them 
as keeps it downstairs keeps it hup ; I don't drop cleanliness 
on the stairs, you may be sure.' ' I suppose not,' says she, 
' but I should like to see.' That was what I was a-waiting 
for, you know, so I said to her, * Curiosity do breed curiosity,* 
says I. 'Afore you sarches this here house from top to 
bottom, I should like to see the warrant' 'What warrant ?' 
says she. ' I've no warrant. Don't take me for an enemy/ 

240 



A WOMAN-HATER 

says she. ' I'm your best fiiend/ says she. ' I'm the new 
doctor.' I told her I had heard a whisper of that too ; but 
we had got a parish doctor already, and one was enough. 
'Not when he never comes anigh you/ says she, 'and lets 
you ffo half-way to meet your diseases.' ' I don't know for 
that, says I, and indeed I haan't a notion what she meant, 
for my part; but, says I, 'I don't want no women-folk to 
come here a-doctoring o' me, that's sartin.' So she said, 
'But suppose you were very ill, and the he-doctor three 
miles off, and fifty others to visit afore you ? ' ' That is no 
odds,' says I ; ' I would not be doctored by a woman.' Then 
she says to me, says she, ' Now you look me in the face.* ' I 
can do that,' says I, 'you, or anybody else. I'm an honest 
woman, / am ; ' so I up and looked her in the face as bold 
as brass. ' Then,' says she, ' am I to understand that, if you 
was to be ill to-morrow, you would rather die than be doctored 
by a woman ? ' She thought to daant me, you see, so I says, 
'Well, I don't know as I oodn't' You do laugh, miss. 
Well, that is what she did. 'AH right,' says she. 'Make 
haste and die, my good soul,' says she, ' for, while you live, 
you'll be a hobelisk to reform.' So she went oiF; but I made 
to the door, and called after her I should die when God 
pleased, and I had seen a good many young folk laid out, 
that looked as like to make old bones as ever she does — 
chalk-faced — skinny — to-a-d ! ! And I called after her she 
was no lady. No more she ain't, to come into my own house 
and call a decent woman ' a hobelisk ! ' Oh ! oh ! Whiqh 
I never nasy not even in my giddy days, but did work hard 
in my youth, and am respect for my old age." 

" Yes, nurse, yes ; who doubts it ? " 

"And nursed young Squire, and. Lord bless your heart! 
a was a poor puny child when I took him to my breast, 
and in six months the finest chubbiest boy in all the 
parish ; and his dry nurse for years arter, and always at 
his heels a-keeping him out of the stable and the ponds 
and consorting with the village boys ; and a proper resolute 
child he was, and hard to manage : and my own man that 
is gone, and my son ' that's not so clever as some,' ^ I 
always done justice by them both ; and arter all to be called 
a hobelisk, oh ! oh! oh!" 

Then behold the gentle Zoe with her arm round nurse's 

* Paraphrase for the nonn substantive ** idiot." It is also a specimen 
of the Greek figure " Litotes.** 
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neck^ and her handkerchief to nurse's eyes^ murmuiinf^ 
"There— there— don't ciy, nurBe— everybody esteems you; 
and that lady did not mean to afiront you; she did not 
say ' obelisk/ she said ' obstacle ; ' that oidy means that you 
stand in the way of her improvements; there was not much 
harm in that^ you know. And, nurse, please give that lady 
her way, to oblige me ; for it is by my brother's invitation 
she is here." 

'* Ye doan't say so. What ! does he hold with female she* 
doctoresses ? " 

" He wishes to try one. She has his authority." 

"Ye doan't say so." 

"Indeed I do." 

« Con — sam the wench ; why couldn't she say so, 'stead of 
hargefying ? " 

" She is a stranger, and means well ; so she did not think 
it necessaiy. You must take my word for it" 

"La, miss, I'll take your'n before hers, you may be sure," 
said Mrs. Judge, with a decided remnant of hostility. 

And now a proverbial incident happened. Miss Rhoda 
Crale came in sight, and walked rapidly into the group. 

After greeting tlie ladies and ignoring Seveme, who took 
off his hat to her, with deep respect, in the background, she 
turned to Mrs. Judge. " Well, old lady," said she cheerfiilly, 
." and how do you do ? " 

Mrs. Judge replied in fawning accents, " Thank you, nuss, I 
be well enough to get about I was a-telling 'em about you — 
and, to be sure, it is uncommon good of a lady like you to 
trouble so much about poor folk." 

"Don't mention it: it is my duty, and my inclination. 
You see, my good woman,. it is not so easy to cure diseases as 
people think ; therefore it is a part of medicine to prevent 
them : and to prevent them you must remove the predisposing 
causes, and to find out all those causes you must have eyes, 
and use them." 

" You are right, miss," said La Judge obsequiously. " Pre- 
vention is better nor cure, and they say ' a stitch in time saves 
nine.' " 

"That is capital good sense, Mrs. Judffe; and pray tell 
the villagers that, and make them as fuQ of 'the wisdom 
of nations ' as you seem to be, and their houses as dean — 
if you can." 

" I'll do my best, miss," said Mrs. Judge obsequiously ; "it 
is the least we can all do for a young lady lUce you, that 
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leaves the pomps and vanities, and gives her mind to better- 
ing the condishing of poor folk." 

Having once taken this cue and entered upon a vein of 
flattery, she would have been extremely voluble — for vil- 
lages can vie with cities in adulation as well as in detrac- 
tion — but she was interrupted by a footman announcing 
luncheon, 

Zoe handed Mrs. Judge over to the man with a request 
that he would be kind to her, and have her to dine with the 
servants. 

Yellowplush saw the gentlefolks away, and then, parting 
his legs, and putting his thumbs into his waistcoat-pockets, 
delivered himself thus : '' Well, old girl, am I to give you my 
harm round to the kitchen; or do you know the way by 
yourself.^" 

''Young chap," said Mrs. Judge, and turned a glittering 
eye, " I did know the way afore you was bom ; and I should 
know it all one if so be you was to be hung, or sent to Botany 
Bay — to lam manners." 

Having delivered this shot, she rolled away in the direction 
of Roast Beef. 

The little party had hardly settled at the table when they 
were joined by Vizard and Uxmoor ; both gentlemen wel- 
comed Miss Gale more heartily than the ladies had done, and 
before luncheon ended. Vizard asked her if her report was 
ready. She said it was. 

" Have you got it with you ? " 

«Yes." 

"Then please hand it to me.*' 

" Oh, it is in my Lead ! I don't write much down ; that 
weakens the memory. If you would give me half-an-hour 
after luncheon " she hesitated a little. 

Zoe jaloused a i^te-h-tHe, and parried it skilfully. '' Oh," 
said she, '' but we are all much interested : are not you. Lord 
Uxmoor?" 

" Indeed I am," said Uxmoor. 

'' So am I," said Fanny, who didn't care a button. 

*' Yes, but," said Rhoaa, " truths are not always i^;reeable, 

and there are some that I don't like " she hesitated 

again, and this time actually blushed a little. 

The acute Mr. Seveme, who had been watching her slily, 
came to her assistance. '' Look here, old fellow," said he to 
Vizard ; '' don't you see that Miss Gale has discovered some 
spots in your Paradise ? but out of delicacy, does not want 
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to publish them^ but to confide them to your own ear. Then 
you can mend them or not" 

Miss Gale turned her eyes full on Seveme. ''You are 
very keen at reading people, sir/' said she drily. 

''Of course he is/' said Vizard. "He has given great 
attention to your sex. Well, if that is all. Miss Gale, pray 
speak out and gratify their curiosity. You and I shall never 
quarrel over the truth." 

" I'm not so sure of that," said Miss Gale. " However, I 
suppose I must risk it. I never do get my own way ; that's 

After this little ebullition of spleen, she opened her 
budget. " First of all, I find that these villages all belong 
to one person ; so does the soil : nobody can build cottages 
on a better model, nor make any other improvement; you 
are an absolute monarch. This is a piece of Russia, not 
England. They are all serfs, and you are the Tsar." 

"It is true," said Vizard^ "and it sounds horrid; but it 
works benignly. Every snob who can grind the poor 
does grind them; but a gentleman never, and he hinders 
others. Now, for instance, an English firmer is generally 
a tyrant; but my power limits his tyranny. He may dis- 
charge his labourer; but he can't drive him out of the 
vOlage, nor rob him of parish relief, for poor Hodge is vty 
tenant, not a snob's. Nobody can build a beer-shop in 
Islip. That is true. But if they could, they would sell 
bad beer, give credit in the ardour of competition, poison 
the villagers, and demoralise them. Believe me, republican 
institutions are beautiful on paper; but they would not 
work well in Barfordshire villages. However, you profess 
to go by experience in everything. There are open villages 
within five miles. I'll give you a list. Visit them. You 
will find that liberty can be the fitther of tyranny. Petty 
tradesmen have come in and built cottages, and ground the 
poor down with rents unknown in Islip ; ^irmers have built 
cottages, and turned their labourers into slaves. Drunken- 
ness, dissipation, poverty, disaffection, and misery — that is 
what you will find in the open villages. Now, in Islip 
you have an omnipotent squire, and that is an abominor 
tion in theory — a mediaeval monster, a blot on modem 
civilisation; but practically the poor monster is a softener 
of poverty — an incarnate buffer between the poor and 
tyrannv, the poor and misery." 

"I'll inspect the open villages, and suspend my opinion 
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till then/' said Miss Gale heartily; ''but, in the meantime^ 
yoa must admit that where there is great power there is 
great responsibility." 

'' Oh, of course." 

''Well, then, your little outlying province of Hillstoke 
is full of rheumatic adults and putty-faced children. The 
two phenomena arise from one cause — ^the water. No lime 
in it ; and too many reptiles. It was the children gave me 
the clue. I suspected the cherry-stones at first ; but when 
I came to look into it, I found they eat just as many cherry-* 
stones in the valley, and are as rosy as apples; but then 
there is well-water in the valleys. So I put this and that 
together, and I examined the w^er they drink at Hillstoke. 
Sir, it is full of animalcule. Some of these cannot with- 
stand the heat of the human stomach ; but others can, for 
I tried them in mud artificially heated. (A giggle fit>m 
Fanny Dover.) Thanks to your microscope, I have made 
sketches of several infusoria, who live in those boys' stomachs, 
and irritate their membranes, and share their scanty nourish- 
ment, besides other injuries." Thereupon she produced 
some drawings. They were handed round, and struck terror 
in gentle bosoms. "Oh, gracious!" cried Fanny, "one 
ought to drink nothing but champagne." Uxmoor looked 
grave. Visard affected to doubt their authenticity. He 
said, " You may not know it, but I am a zoologist, and these 
are antediluvian eccentricities, that have long ceased to 
embellish the world we live in. Fie, Miss Gale ! Down 
with anachronisms." 

Miss Gale smiled, and admitted that one or two of the 
prodigies resembled antediluvian monsters ; but said oracu- 
larly that Nature was fond of producing the same thing on 
a large scale and a small scale ; and it was quite possible 
the small type of antediluvian monster might have survived 
the large. 

" That is most ingenious," said Vizard ; " but it does not 
account for this fellow. He is not an antediluvian. He is 
a bare&ced modem ; for he is a steam-engine." 

This caused a laugh, for the creature had a perpendicular 
neck, Hke a funnel, tiiat rose out of a body like a horizontal 
cylinder. 

"At any rate," said Miss Gale, "the little monster was 
in the world before us ; so he is not an imitation of man's 
work." 

"Well," said Vizard, " after all, we have had enough of the 
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numsters of the deep. Now we can vary the monotony, and 
say the monaters of the shallow. But I don't see how they 
can cause rheumatism." 

^' I never said they did/' retorted Miss Gale sharply ; *' but 
the water which contains them is soft water. There is no 
lime in it, and that is bad £>r the bones in every way. Only 
the children drink it as it is : the wives boil it, and so drink 
soft water and dead reptiles in their tea. The men instinc- 
tively avoid it, and drink nothing but beer. Thus for want 
of a pure diluent with lime in solution, an acid is created in 
the blood which produces gout in the rich, and rheumatism 
in the poor, thanks to their meagre food, and exposure to the 
weather." 

''Poor things!" said womanly Zoe. ''What is to be 
done ? " 

"La," said Fanny, "throw lime into the ponds: that wiU 
kill the monsters, and cure the old people's bones into the 
bargain." 

This compendious scheme struck the imagination, but did 
not satisfy the judgment, of the assembly. 

" Fanny i " said Zoe reproachfully. 

"That fooM be killing two birds with one stone," sug- 
gested Uxmoor satirically. 

" The tender mercies of the wicked are cruel," explained 
Vizard composedly. 

Zoe reiterated her question, what was to be done ? 

Miss Gale turned to her with a smile. " We have nothing 
to do but to point out these abominations. The person to 
act is the Russian autocrat, the paternal dictator, the monarch 
of all he surveys, and advocate of monarchical institutions. 
He is the buffer between the poor and all their ills» especially 
poison — he must dig a welL" 

Every eye being turned on Vizard to see how he took this, 
he said, a little satirically : " What I does science bid me bore 
for water at the top of a hill ? " 

"She does so" said the viraga "Now look here, good 
people," 

And although they were not all good people, yet they all 
did look there; she shone so with intelligence, being now 
quite on her metaL 

" Half-dvilised man makes blunders that both the savage 
and the civilised avoid The savage builds his hut by a 
running stream. The civilised man draws good water to 
his door, though he must lay down pipes from a highland 
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lake to a lowland city. It is only balf-dvilised num that 
builds a village on a hill^ and drinks wonns» and snakes, and 
etta, and antediluvian monsters in limeless water. Then 
I say, if great but half-civilised monarchs would consult 
Science before they built their s^-huts, Sd^ice would say, 
'Don't you go and put down human habitations far from 
pure water — the universal diluent — ^the only cheap diluent — 
and the only liquid which does not require digestion, and 
therefore must always assist and never chemically resist the 
digestion of solids.' But, when the mischief is done, and the 
cottages are built on a hill three miles from water, then all 
that Science can do is to show the remedy, and the remedy 
is — ^boring." 

''Then the remedy is like the discussion," said Fanny 
Dover, very pertly. 

Zoe was amused but shocked. Miss Gale turned her bead 
on the offender as sharp as a bird. " Of course it is to chil- 
dren," said she ; " and that is why I wished to confine it to 
mature minds. It is to you I speak, sir. Are your sub- 
jects to drink poison, or will you bore me a well? — Oh, 
please ! " 

"Do you hear that?" said Visard piteously to Uxmoor. 
" Threatened and cajoled in one breath. Who can resist this 
fatal sex ? — Miss Gale, I will bore a well on Hillstoke com- 
mon. Any idea how deep we must go — to the antipodes, or 
only to the centre ? " 

" Three hundred and thirty feet, or thereabouts." 

" No more ? Any idea what it will cost ? " 

" Of course I have. The well, the double windlass, the 
iron cliain, the two buckets, a cupola over the well, and 
twenty-three keys, one for every head of a house in the 
hamlet, will cost you about £315." 

'' Why this is Detail made woman. How do you know all 
this?" 

" From Tom Wilder." 

"Who is he?" 

'' What ! don't you know ? He is the eldest son of the 
Islip blacksmith, and a man that will make his mark. He 
casts every Thursday night. He is the only village black- 
smith in all the county who ccuts. .You know, that, I 
suppose." 

" No ; I had not the honour." 

"Well, he is then: and I thought you would consent, 
because you are so good ; and so I thought there could ^ 
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no harm in sounding Tom Wilder. He oflers to take the 
whole contract^ if Squire's agreeable ; bore the well ; brick 
it fifty yards down : he says that ought to be done, if she is 
to have justice. 'She' is the well: and he will also con- 
struct the gear. He says there must be two iron chains 
and two buckets going together ; so then the empty bucket 
descending will help the man or woman at the windlass to 
draw the full bucket up. £315. — One week's incomci 
your majesty." 

''She has inspected our rent-roll, now/' said Vizard 
pathetically ; " and knows nothing about the matter." 

" Except that it is a mere fleabite to you to bore through 
a hill for water. For all that, I hope you will leave me to 
battle it with Tom Wilder ; then you won't be cheated for 
once. You always are, and it is abominable. It would have 
been five hundred if you had opened the business." 

" I am sure that is true/' said Zoe. She added this would 
please Mrs. Judge : she was full of the superiority of Islip to 
Hillstoke. 

"Stop a bit," said Vizard. " Miss Gale has not reported 
on Islip yet" 

" No, dear ; but she has looked into everything, for Mrs. 
Judge told me. You have been into the cottages ? " 

"Yes." 

"Into Marks's.J'" 

" Yes, I have been into Marks's." 

She did not seem inclined to be very communicative ; so 
Fanny, out of mischief, said pertly, " And what did you see 
there — ^with your Argus eye ? " 

" I saw — ^three generations." 

" Ha ! ha ! La ! did you now ? And what were they all 
doing?" 

"They were all living together, night and day, in one 
room." 

This conveyed no very distinct idea to the ladies; but 
Vizard, for the first time, turned red at this revelation before 
Uzmoor, improver of cottage life. " Confound the brutes ! " 
said he. " Why, I built mem a new room — a larger one ; 
didn't you see it?" 

" Yes. They stack theur potatoes in it" 

"Just like my people," said Uxmoor. " That is the worst 
of it ; they resist thehr own improvement." 

" Yes, but," said the doctress, " with monarchical power 
we can trample on them for their good. Outside Mariu's 
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door at the back there is a muck-heap^ as he calls it ; all the 
refuse of the house is thrown there : it is a horrible melange of 
organic matter and decaying vegetables, a hotbed of malaria. 
Suffocated and poisoned with the breath of a dozen persons^ 
they open the window for fresh air, and in rushes Fever from 
the stronghold its victims have built. Two children were 
buried from that house last year. They were both killed by 
the domestic arrangements as certainly as if they had been 
shot with a double-barrelled pistoL The outside roses you 
admire so are as delusive as flattery ; their sweetness covers 
a foul, unwholesome den." \ 

" Marks's cottage ! The showplace of the village ! " Zoe 
Vizard flushed wi£ indignation at the bold hand of truth so 
rudely applied to a pleasant and cherished illusion. 

Vizard, more candid and open to new truths, shrugged 
his shoulders, and said, " What can I do more than I have 
done?" 

''Oh, it is not your fault," said the doctress graciously; 
'' it is theirs. Only, as you are their superior in intelligence 
and power, you might do something to put down indecency, 
immorahty, and disease." 

"May I ask what?" 

"Well, you might build a granary for the poor people's 
potatoes. No room can keep them dry ; but you build your 
granary upon four pillars : then that is like a room over a 

"Well, I'll build it so— if I build it at all," said Vizard 
drily. "What next?" 

" Then you could make them stack their potatoes in the 
granary, and use the spare room, and so divide their £unilies, 
and give moraUty a chance. The muck-heap you should 
disperse at once with the strong hand of power" 

At this last proposal. Squire Vizard — the truth must be 
told — delivered a long ploughman's whistle at the head of his 
own table. 

"Pheugh!" said he; "for a lady that is more than half 
republican, you seem to be taking very kindly to monarchical 
tyranny." 

" Well, now, I'll tell you the truth," said she. " You have 
converted me. Ever since you promised me the well, I have 
discovered that the best form of government is a good-hearted 
tyrant" 

" With a female viceroy over him, eh ? " 

"Only in these little domestic matters^" said Rhoda depre* 
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catingly. ** Women are good advisers in such things. The 
male physician relies on drugs. Medical women are wanted 
to moderate that delusion ; to prevent disease by domestic 
vigilance^ and cure it by well-selected esculents and pure air. 
These will core fifty for one that medicine can : besides, drugs 
kill ever so many ; these never killed a creature. You will 
give me the granary, won't you ? Oh, and there's a black 
pond in the centre of the village. Your tenant Pickett, who 
is a fool--«begging his pardon ^lets all his liquid manure run 
out of his yani into the village till it accumulates in a pond 
right opposite the five cottages they call New Town ; and its 
exhalations taint the air. There are as many fevers in Islip 
as in the back-slums of a town. You might fill the pond up 
with chalk, and compel Pickett to sink a tank in his yard, and 
cover it ; tiien an agricultural treasure would be preserved for 
its proper use, instead of being perverted int9 a source of 
infection." 

Visard listened civilly, and as she stopped, requested her 
to go on. 

'' I think we have had enough," said Zoe bitterly. 

Rhoda, who was in love with Zoe, hung her head and 
said, " Yes ; I have been very bold." 

''Fiddlestick!" said Visard. ''Never mind those girls; 
^otf speak out like a man ; a stranger s eye always discovers 
things that escape the natives. Proceed." 

"No: I won't proceed till I have explained to Miss 
Visard" 

" You may spare yourself the trouble. Miss Vizard thought 
Islip was a Paradise. You have dispelled the illusion^ and 
she will never forgive you. Miss Dover will; because she 
is like Gallio^«he careth for none of these things." 

" Not a pin," said Fanny, with admirable frankness. 

''Well, but," said Rhoda naively, "I can't bear Miss 
Visard to be angry with me ; I admire her sa Please let 
me explain. Islip is no Paradise — quite the reverse; but 
the fiiults of Islip are not your faults. The children are 
ignorant; but you pay for a school The people are poor 
from insufficient wages; but you are not paymaster. Your 
gardeners, your hinds, and dl your outdoor people have 
enough. You give them houses. You let cottages and 
gardens to the rest at half their value ; and very often they 
don't pay that, but make excuses ; and you accept them, 
though they are all stories ; for they can pay everybody but 
you, and their one good bargain is with you. Miss Visard 
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has carried a basket all her life with things from your table 
for the poor." 

Miss Vizard blushed crimson at this sudden revelation. 

'* If a man or a woman has served your house long, there's 
a pension for life. You are easy, kind, and charitable. It is 
the £iult8 of others I ask you to cure, because you have such 
power. Now, for instance, if the boys at Hillstoke are putty- 
faced, the boys at Islip have no calves to their legs. That is 
a sure sign of a deteriorating species. The lower type of 
savage has next to no calf. The calf is a sign of civilisation 
and due nourishment This single phenomenon was my clue, 
and led me to others ; and I have examined the mothers and 
the people of all ages, and I tell you it is a village of starve- 
lings. Here a child begins life a starveling, and ends as he 
began. The nursing-mother has not food enough for one, far 
less for twa The man's wages are insufficient, and the diet 
is not only insufficient, but injudicious. The race has de- 
clined. There are only five big, strong men in Islip — Josh 
Grace, Will Hudson, David Wilder, Absalom Green, and 
Jack Greenaway; and they are all over fifty — men of 
another generation. I have questioned these men how they 
were bred, and they all say milk was common when they were 
boys. Many poor people kept a cow ; Squire doled it ; the 
figirmers gave it, or sold it cheap; but nowadays it is scarcely 
to be had. Now that is not your fiiult, but you are the man 
who can mend it. New milk is meat imd drink, especially to 
young and growing people. You have a large meadow at the 
back of the village. If you could be persuaded to start four 
or dye cows, and let somebody sell their new milk to the poor 
at cost price — say five farthings the quart You must not 
give it, or they wiU water their muck-heaps with it With 
those cows alone you will get rid, in the next generation, 
of the half-grown, slouching men, the hollow-eyed, narrow- 
chested, round-backed women, and the calfless boys one sees 
all over Islip, and restore the stalwart race that filled the little 
village under your sires, and have left proofs of their whole- 
some food on the tombstones : for I have read every inscrip- 
tion, and far more people reached eighty-five between 1750 
and 1800 than betwen 1820 and 1870. Ah ! how I envy 
you to be able to do such great things so easily ! Water to 
poisoned Hillstoke with one hand ; milk to starved Islip with 
the other. This'is to be indeed a king ! " 

The enthusiast rose from the table in her excitement, and her 
face was transfigured ; she looked beautiful for the moment 
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*' ril do it/* shouted Vizard; "and you are a trump." 

Miss Gale sat down^ and the colour left her cheek entirely. 

Fanny Dover, who had a very quick eye for passing events, 
cried out, " Oh dear ! she is going to hmt now" The tone 
implied, what a diversified pU^ue she is ! 

Thereupon Seveme rushed to her, and was going to 
sprinkle her face; but she faltered, ''No! no! a glass of 
wine." He gave her one with all the hurry and empresse* 
ment in the world. She fixed him with a strange look as 
she took it from him : she sipped it ; one tear ran into it. 
She said she had excited herself. But she was all right 
now. Elastic Rhoda I 

"I am very glad of it," said Vizard. "You are quite 
strong enough, without fainting. For heaven s sake, don't 
add woman's weakness to your artillery, or you will be irre- 
sistible; and I shall have to divide Vizard Court amongst 
the villagers. At present I get off cheap, and science on 
the rampage: let me see, only a granary — a well — and six 
cows." 

"They'll give us as much milk as twelve cows without 
the well," said Fanny ; it was her day for wit 

This time she was rewarded with a general laugh. 

It subsided, as such things will, and then Vizard said 
solemnly, " New ideas are suggested to me by this charming 
interview ; and permit me to give them a form, which will 
doubtless be new to these accomplished ladies. 

'* * Qien there's a hole in a' jonr ooats, 
I rede ye tent it ; 
A chiel's amang ye takin* notes, 
And faith he'll prent it' " 

Zoe looked puzzled, and Fanny inquired what language 
that was. 

" Veiy good language.' 

" Then perhaps you will translate it into language one can 
understand?" 

" The F^gUsh of the day, eh ? " 

"Yes." 

" You think that would improve it, do you ? Well, then — 

" ' If there is a defect in any one of yoor habiliments. 

Let me earnestly impress on yon the expediency of repairing it ; 
An individual is amongst you with singular powers of observation^ 
Whioh wiU infallibly result in printing and publication.' 
^5% 
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Zoe, yott are an afiectionate sister ; take this too observant 
lady into the garden, poison her with raw fruit, and bury her 
under a pear-tree." 

Zoe said she would carry out part of the programme, if 
Miss Gale would come. 

Then the ladies rose and rustled away, and the rivals 
would have followed, but Vizard detained them on the 
pretence of consulting them about the well ; but, when 
the ladies had gone, he owned he had done it out of his 
hatred to the sex. He said he was sure both girls disliked 
his virago in their hearts, so he had compelled them to 
spend an hour together, without any man to soften their 
asperity. 

This malicious experiment was tolerably successful. The 
three ladies strolled together, dismal as souls in purgatory. 
One or two little attempts at conversation were made, but 
died out for want of sympathy. Then Fanny tried personali- 
ties, the natural topic of the sex in general. 

"Miss Gale, which do you admire most — Lord Uxmoor, 
or Mr. Seveme ? " 

"For their looks?" 

" Oh, of course." 

« Mr. Seveme." 

" You don't admire beards then ? " 

"That depends. Where tiie mouth is well shaped and 
expressive, the beard spoils it. Where it is commonplace, 
the beard hides its defect, and gives a manly character. 
As a general rule, I think the male bird looks well with 
his crest and feathers." 

"And so do I," said Fanny warmly; "and yet I should 
not Uke Mr. Seveme to have a beard. Don't you think he 
is very handsome ? " 

"He is something more," said Rhoda; "he is beautiful. 
If he was dressed as a woman, the gentlemen would all 
run after him. I -think his is the most perfect oval face I 
ever saw." 

" But you must not fall in love with him," said Fanny. 

"I do not mean to," said Rhoda. "Falling in love is 
not mj business : and if it was, I should not select Mr. 
Seveme." 

" Why not, pray ? " inquired Zoe haughtily. Her manner 
was so menacing, that Rhoda did not like to say too much 
just then. She felt her way. 

"I am a physiognomist," said she, "and I don't think 
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he can be very truthful. He is old of his tige, and there 
are premature marks under his eyes that reveal craft, 
and perhaps dissipation. These are hardly visible in the 
room^ but they are in the open air^ when you get the full 
light of day. To be sure, just now his face is marked with 
care and anxiety : that young man has a good deal on his 
mind." 

Here the observer discovered that even this was a great 
deal too much. Zoe was displeased^ and felt afironted by 
her remarks, though she did not condescend to notice them, 
so Rhoda broke off and said, " It is not fair of you. Miss 
Dover, to set me giving my opinion of people you must 
know better than I do. Oh, what a gaiden 1 " And she 
was off directly on a tour of inspection. '' Come along," 
said she, " and I will tell you their names and properties." 

They could hardly keep up with her, she was so eager. 
The fruits did not interest her, but only the simples. She 
was downright learned in these, and found a surprising 
number. But the fact is, Mr. Lucas had a respect for his 
predecessors. What they had planted he seldom uprooted 
— at least he always left a specimen. Miss Gale approved 
his system highly, until she came to a row of leaves planted 
by the side of the horse-radish. 

^'This is too bad, even for Islip," said Miss Gale. " Here 
is one of our deadliest poisons planted by the very side of 
an esculent root, which it resembles. Vou don't happen 
to have hired the devil for gardener at any time, do you? 
Just fancy ! any cook might come out here for horse-radish, 
and gather this plant, and lay you all dead at your own 
table. It is the Aconibtm of medicine, the monk's-hood or 
wolf s-bane of our ancestors. Call the gardener, please, 
and have every bit of it pulled up by the roots. None of 
your lives are safe while poisons and esculents are planted 
together like this." 

And she would not budge till Zoe directed a gardener 
to dig up all the Aconite. A couple of them went to work 
and soon uprooted it The gardeners then asked if they 
should bum it 

'' Not for all the world," said Miss Gale. '' Make a bundle 
of it for me to take home. It is only poison in the hands 
of ignoramuses. It is most sovereign medicine. I shall 
make tinctures, and check many a sharp ill with it Given 
in time, it cuts down fever wonderfully; and when you 
check the fever you check the disease." 
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Soon after this Miss Gale 6aid she had not come to stop ; 
she was on her way to TaddSngton to buy lint and German 
styptics^ and many things useful in domestic surgery : '' for/' 
said she^ ''the people at Hillstoke are relenting; at least 
they run to me with their cut fingers and black eyes, 
though they won't trust me with their sacred rheumatics. 
I must also supply myself with vermifuges till the well 
is dug^ and so mitigate puerile puttiness and internal 
torments." 

The other ladies were not sorry to get rid of an irrelevant 
zealot, who talked neither love nor dress, nor anything that 
reaches the «oul. 

So Zoe said, ''What! going already?" and having paid 
that tax to politeness, returned to the house with alacrity. 

But the doctress would not go without her wolf s-bane. 
Aconite yclept. 

The irrelevant zealot being gone, the true business of the 
mind was resumed ; and that is love-making, or novelists give 
us false pictures of life — and that is impossible. 

As the doctress drove from the front door. Lord Uxmoor 
emerged from the libraiy, a coincidence that made both girls 
smile ; he hoped Miss Vizard was not too tired to take another 
turn. 

"Oh no!" said Zoe; "are you, Fanny?" 

At the first step they took, Seveme came round an angle 
of the building and joined them. He had watched from the 
balcony of his bedroom. 

Both men looked black at each other, and made up to Zoe. 
She felt uncomfortable, and hardly knew what to do. How- 
ever, she would not seem to observe, and was polite, but a 
little stiff, to both. 

However, at last, Seveme, having asserted his rights, as he 
thought, gave way, but not without a sufficient motive, as may 
be gathered from his first word to Fanny. 

" My dear friend — for heaven s sake, what is the matter ? 
She is angry with me about something. What is it ? has she 
told you?" 

" Not a word. But I see she is in a fury with you ; and 
really it is too ridiculous. You told a fib ; that is the mighty 
matter, I do believe. No, it isn't, for you have told her a 
hundred, no doubt, and she liked you all the better ; but this 
time you have been naughty enough to be found out, and 
she is romantic, and thinb her lover ought to be the soul of 
truth." 
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** Well, and so he ought," said Ned. 

'^ He isn't, then ; " and Fanny burst out laughing so loud that 
Zoe turned round and enveloped them both in one haughty 
glance, as the exaggerating Gaul would say. 

''La ! there was a look for you 1 " said Fanny pertly ; "as 
if I cared for her black brows." 

" I do, though : pray remember that" 

" Then tell no more fibs. Such a fuss about nothing. What 
is a fib?" and she turned up her little nose very contemptu- 
ously at all such trivial souls as minded a little mendacity. 

Indeed she disclaimed the importance of veracity so im- 
periously that Seveme was betrayed into saying, " Well, not 
much, between you and me; and Til be bound I can ex- 
plain it" 

" Explain it to me, then." 

« Well, but I don't know—-" 
• " Which of your fibs it was." 

Another silver burst of laughter. But Zoe only vouchsafed 
a slightly contemptuous movement of her shoulders. 

''Well, no," said Seveme, half laughing himself at the 
sprightly jade's smartness. 

" Well, then, that friend of yours that called at luncheon." 
Seveme turned grave directly. " Yes," said he. 

"You said he was your lawyer, and came about a lease." 

"So he did." 

" And his name was Jackson." 

" So it was," 

" This won't do. You mustn't fib to me ! It was Poikilus, 
a Secret Inquiry ; and they all know it : now tell me, without 
a fib — ^if you can — ^whatever did you want with Poikilus ?" 

Seveme looked aghast He faltered out, " Why, how could 
they know ? '' 

" Why, he advertises — stupid — and Lord Uxmoor and Har- 
rington had seen it Gentlemen read advertisements. That 
is one of their peculiarities." 

" Of course he advertises : that is not what I mean. I 
did not drop this card, did I ? No, I am sure I pocketed 
it directly. What mischief-making villain told them it was 
Poikilus?" 

Fanny coloured a Httle, but said hastily, " Ah, that I could 
not tell you." 

" The footman perhaps ? " 

" I should not wonder." [What is a fib ?] 

"Curse him I" 
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" Oh^ don't swear at the servants ; that is bad taste." 

" Not when he has ruined me." 

'' Ruined you? nonsense. Make up some other fib^ and 
excuse the first." 

^' I can't I don't know what to do ; and before my rival, 
too ! This accounts for the air of triumph he has worn ever 
since, and her glances of scorn and pity. She is an angel, 
and I have lost her." 

" Stuff and nonsense/' said Fanny Dover. " Be a man, 
and tell me the truth." 

'^ Well, I will," said he ; " for I am in despair. It is all 
that cursed money at Homburg. I could not clear my 
estate without it. I dare not go for it She forbade me ; 
and indeed I can't bear to leave her for anything ; so I em- 
ployed Poikilus to try and learn whether that lady has tlie 
money still, and whether she means to rob me of it or not" 

Fanny Dover reflected a moment, then delivered herself 
thus: "You were wrong to tell a fib about it What you 
must do now, brazen it out. Tell her you love her, but 
have got your pride, and will not come into her family a 
pauper. Defy her, to be sure: we like to be defied now 
and then, when we are fond of the fellow." 

'^ I will do it," said he ; ^^ but she shuns me. I can't get 
a word with her." 

Fanny said she would try and manage that for him ; and 
as the rest of their talk might not interest the reader, and 
certainly would not edify him, I pass on to the fact that 
she did, that very afternoon, go into Zoe's room, and tell 
her Seveme was very unhappy: he had told a fib; but it 
was not intended to deceive her, and he wished to explain 
the whole thing. 

" Did he explain it to you ? " asked Zoe, rather sharply. 

''No; but he said enough to make me think you are 
using him very hardly. To be sure, you have another string 
to your bow." 

''Oh, that is the interpretation you put" 

"It is the true one. Do you think you can make me 
believe you would have shied him so long if Lord Uxmoor 
had not been in the house ? " 

Zoe bridled but made no reply, and Fanny went to her 
own room laughing. 

Zoe was much disturbed. She secretly longed to hear 
Seveme justify himself She could not forgive a lie, nor 
esteem a liar. She was one of those who could pardon 
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certain things in a woman she would net forgive in a man. 
Under a calm exterior, she had sufiered a noble distress; 
but her pride would not let her show it. Yet now that 
he had appealed to her for a hearing, and Fanny knew he 
had appealed, she began to falter. 

Still Fanny was not altogether wrong. The presence of 
a man incapable of a falsehood, and that man devoted to 
her, was a little damaging to Seveme, though not so much 
as Miss Artful thought 

However, this very afternoon. Lord Uxmoor had told her 
he must leave Vizard Court to-morrow morning. 

So Zoe said to herself, ''I need not make opportunities; 
after to-morrow he will find plenty." 

She had an instinctive fear he would tell more falsehoods, 
to cover those he had told ; and then she should despise 
him, and they would both be miserable ; for she felt, for a 
moment, a horrible dread that she might both love and 
despise the same person, if it was Edward Seveme. 

There were several people to dinner, and, as hostess, she 
managed not to think too much of either of her admirers. 

However, a stolen glance showed her they were both out 
of spirits. She felt sorry. Her nature was very pitiftil. 
She asked herself was it her fault ; and did not quite acquit 
herself. Perhaps she ought to have been more open, and 
declared her sentiments. Yet would that have been modest 
in a lady who was not formally engaged ? She was puzzled. 
She had no experience to guide her : only her high breeding 
and her virginal instincts. 

She was glad when the night ended. 

She caught herself wishing the next day was gone too. 

When she retired Uxmoor was already gone, and Seveme 
opened the door to her. He fixed his eyes on her so implor- 
ingly it made her heart melt; but she only blushed high, 
and went away sad and silent 

As her maid was undressing her she caught sight of a 
letter on her table. " What is that ? " said she. 

" It is a letter," said Rosa, very demurely. 

Zoe divined that the girl had been asked to put it there. 

Her bosom heaved, but she would not encourage such 
[iroceedings, nor let Rosa see how eager she was to hear 
those very excuses she had evaded. 

But, for all that, Rosa knew she was going to read it, for 
she only had her gown taken off and a peignoir substituted, 
and her hair let down and brushed a little. Then she dis- 
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missed Rosa> locked the door^ and pounced on the letter. 
It lay on her table with the seal uppermost. She turned it 
round : it wlis not from him ; was from Lord Uzmoor. 
She sat down and read it 

''Dear Miss Vizard, — I have had no opportunities of 
telling you all I feel for you^ without attracting an attention 
that might have been unpleasant to you ; but I am sure you 
must have seen that I admired you at first sight That was 
admiration of your beauty and grace^ though even then you 
showed me a gentle heart and a sympathy that made me 
gratefuL But now I have had the privilege of being under 
the same roof with you, it is admiration no longer — it is 
deep and ardent love ; and I see that my happiness depends 
on you. Will you confide ^our happiness to me? I don't 
know that I could make you as proud and happy as I should 
be myself; but I should try very hard, out of gratitude as 
well as love. We have also certain sentiments in common. 
That would be one bond more. 

'' But indeed I feel I cannot make my love a good bargain 
to you, for you are peerless, and deserve a much better lot in 
every way than I can offer. I can only kneel to you and say, 
' Zoe Vizard, if your heart is your own to give, pray be my 
lover, my queen, my wife.' 

" Your &ithful servant and devoted admirer, 

"UXMOOR." 

" Poor fellow ! " said Zoe, and her eyes filled. She sat 
quite quiet with the letter open in her hand. 

She looked at it, and murmured, ''A pearl is offered me 
here : wealth, title, all that some women sigh for ; and — ^what 
I value above all — a noble nature, a true heart, and a soul 
above all meanness. No ; Uxmoor will never tell a fidsehood. 
He could not" 

She sighed deeply and closed her eyes. All was still. 
The light was faint; yet she closed her eyes, like a true 
woman, to see the future clearer. 

Then, in the sober and deep calm, there seemed to be 
faint peeps of coming things : it appeared a troubled sea, 
and Uxmoor s strong hand stretched out to rescue her. If 
she married him she knew the worst, — an honest man she 
esteemed, and had almost an affection for — but no love. 

As some have an impulse to fling themselves from a height, 
she had one to give herself to Uxmoor, quietly, irrevocably, 
by three written words despatched that night 
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But it was only an impulse. If she had written itj she 
would have torn it up. 

Presently a light thrill passed through her ; she wore a sort 
of half-furtive^ guilty look^ and opened the window. 

Ay, there he stood in the moonlight, waiting to be 
heai^. 

She did not start, nor utter any exclamation. Somehow or 
other she almost knew he was there before she opened the 
window. 

" Well ? " said she, with a world of meaning. 

" You grant me a hearing at last" 

'^ I do. But it is no use. You cannot explain away a false- 
hood." 

" Of course not. I am here to confess that I told a false- 
hood. But it was not you I wished to deceive. I was going 
to explain the whole thing to you and tell you all ; but there 
is no getting a word with you since that lorid came." 

" He had nothing to do with it I should have been just as 
much shocked." 

" But it would only have been for five minutes. Zoe I " 

"Well?" 

" Just put yourself in my place. A detective, who ought 
to have written to me in reply to my note, surprises me with 
a call. I was ashamed that such a visitor should enter your 
brother's house to see me. There sat my rival — an aristocrat 
I was surprised into disowning the unwelcome visitor, and 
calling him my soHcitor.'^ 

Now, if Zoe had been an Old Bailey counsel she would have 
kept him to the point, reminded him that his visitor was un- 
seen, and fixed a voluntary falsehood on him ; but she was not 
an experienced cross-examiner, and perhaps she was at heart 
as indignant at the detective as at the falsehood: so she 
missed her advantage, and said indignantly, "And what 
business had you with a detective ? Your having one at all, and 
then calling him your soHcitor, makes one think all manner 
of things." 

" I should have told you all about it that afternoon ; only 
our intercourse is broken off, to please a rival. Suppose I gave 
you a rival, and used you, for her sake, as you use me for his, 
what would you say ? That would be a worse infidelity than 
sending for a detective, would it not ? " 

Zoe replied haughtily, " You have no right to say you have 
a rival, — ^how dare you ? Besides," said s£e, a little ruefully, 
"it is you who are on your defence, not me." 

260 



A WOMAN-HATER 

"True; I forgot that. Recrimination is not convenient^ 
is it?" 

''I can escape it by shutting the window/' said Zoe 
coldly. 

"Oh, don't do that Let me have the bliss of seeing 
you, and I will submit to a good deal of injustice without a 
murmur." 

" The detective ? " said Zoe sternly. 

" I sent for him, and gave him his instructions, and he has 
gone for me to Homburg." 

'' Ah !— I thought so. What for ? " 

"About my money. To tiy and find out whether they 
mean to keep it" 

" Would you really take it if they would give it you ? " 

" Of course I would." 

" Yet you know my mind about it" 

"I know you forbade me to go for it in person: and I 
obeyed you, did I not ? " 

" Yes, you did — at the time." 

" I do now. You object to my going in person to Hom- 
burg. You know I was once acquainted with that lady, 
and you feel about her a little of what I feel about Lord 
Uxmoor ; about a tenth part of what I feel, I suppose, and 
with not one-tenth so much reason. Well, 1 know what the 
pangs of jealousy are : I will never inflict them on you, as 
you have on me. But I mil have my money, whether you 
like or not" 

Zoe looked amazed at being defied. It was new to her. 
She drew up, but said nothing. 

Seveme went on: "And I will tell you why; because 
without money I cannot have you. My circumstances have 
lately improved: with my money that lies in Homburg I 
can now clear my family estate of all encumbrance, and come 
to your brother for your hand. Oh, I shall be a very bad 
match even then, but I shall not be a pauper, nor a man in 
debt. I shall be one of your own class, as I was bom — a 
small landed gentleman with an unencumbered estate." 

"That is not the way to my affection. I do not care for 
money." 

"But other people do. Dear Zoe, you have plenty of 
pride yourself; you must let me have a little. Deeply as I 
love you, I could not come to your brother and say, 'Give 
me your sister, and maintain us both.' No, Zoe, I cannot 
ask your hand till I have cleared my estate : and I cannot 
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clear it without that money. For once I must resist you^ 
and take mj chance. There is wealth and a title offered 
you. I won't ask you to dismiss them and take a pauper. 
If you don't like me to try for my own money^ give your 
hand to Lord Uxmoor: then I shall recall my detective, 
and let all go ; for poverty or wealth will matter nothing to 
me: I shall have lost the angel I love; and she once 
loved me." 

He faltered, and the sad cadence of his voice melted 
her. She began to cry. He turned his head away, and 
cried too. 

There was a silence. Zoe broke it first. 

" Edward," said she softly. 

"Zoe!" 

" You need not defy me. I would not humiliate you for 
all the world. Will it comfort you to know that I have been 
very unhappy ever since you lowered yourself so? I will 
try and accept your explanation." 

He clasped his hands with gratitude. 

" Edward, will you grant me a favour ? " 

"Qui you ask?" 

"It is to have a little more confidence in one who 

Now you must obey me implicitly, and perhaps we may both 
be happier to-morrow night than we are to-night Directly 
after breakfast take your hat, and walk to Hillstoke. You 
can call on Miss Gale, if you like; and say something 
civil." 

" What ! go and leave you alone with Lord Uxmoor ? " 

"Yes." 

" Ah, Zoe ! you know your power. Have a little mercy." 

" Perhaps I may have a great deal, if you obey me." 

" I mil obey you." 

" Then go to bed this minute." 

She gave him a heavenly smile, and closed the window. 

Next morning, as soon as break£Eust was over, Ned Seveme 
said, " Any messages for Hillstoke ? I am going to walk up 
there this morning." 

" Embrace my virago for me," said Vizard. 

Seveme begged to be excused. 

He hurried off, and Lord Uxmoor felt a certain relief. 

The Master of Arts asked himself what he could do to 
propitiate the female M.D. He went to the gardener and 
got him to cut a huge bouquet, choice and fra^ant, and he 
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carried it all the way to Hillstoke. Miss Gale was at home. 
As he was introduced rather suddenly^ she started and 
changed colour, and said sharply^ ''What do you want?" 
Never asked him to sit down^ rude Thing. 

He stood hanging his head like a culprit, and said, with 
well-feigned timidity, that he came by desire of Miss Vizard, 
to inquire how she was getting on, and to hope the people 
were beginning to appreciate her. 

''Oh! that alters the case; any messenger from Miss 
Vizard is welcome. Did she send me these flowers too? 
They are beautiful." 

" No ; I gathered them myself. I have always understood 
ladies love flowers." 

"It is only by report you know that, eh? Let me add 
something to your information : a good deal depends on the 
giver; and you may fling these out of the window." She 
tossed them to him. 

The Master of Arts gave a humble, patient sigh, and 
threw the flowers out of the window, which was open. He 
then sank into a chair and hid his face in his hands. 

Miss Gale coloured and bit her lip. She did not think 
he would have done that, and it vexed her economical soul. 
She cast a piercing glance at him, then resumed her studies, 
and ignored his presence. 

But his patience exhausted hers. He sat there twenty 
minutes, at least, in a state of collapse that bade fair to last 
for ever. 

So presently she looked up and affected to start. " What ! 
are you there still ? " said she. 

"Yes," said he ; "you did not dismiss me — only my poor 
flowers." 

"Well," said she apologetically, "the truth is, Fm not 
strong enough to dismiss you by the same road." 

" It is not necessary. You have only to say ' Go.' " 

"Oh, that would be rude. Could not you go without 
being told right out ? " 

" No, I could not. Miss Gale, I can't account for it, but 
there is some strange attraction. You hate me, and I fear 
you, yet I could follow you about like a dog ; let me sit here 
a little longer, and see you work." 

Miss Gale leaned her head upon her hand, and contem- 
plated him at great length. Finally she adopted a cat-like 
course. " No/' said she at last ; " I am going my rounds : 
you can cofoe with me, if I am so attractive." 
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He said he should be proud, and she put on her hat in 
thirty seconds. 

They walked together in silence. He felt as if he was 
promenading a tiger-cat, that might stop any moment to fall 
upon him. 

She walked him into a cottage: there was a little dead 
wood burning on that portion of the brick floor called the 
hearth. A pale old man sat close to the fire, in a wooden arm- 
chair. She felt his pulse, and wrote him a prescription : — 

" To Mr. Vizard's housekeeper. Vizard Court. 
"Please give the bearer two pounds of good roast-beef, 
or mutton, not salted, and one pint port wine. 

"Rhoda Gale, M.D." 

'' Here, Jenny," she said, to a sharp little girl, the man's 
grand-niece, "take this down to Vizard Court, and if the 
housekeeper objects, go to the front door, and demand, in my 
name, to see the Squire, or Miss Vizard, and give tkem the 
paper. Don't you give it up without the meat. Take this 
basket on your arm." 

Then she walked out of the cottage, and Seveme fol- 
lowed her; he ventured to say that was a novel pre- 
scription. 

She explained. " Physicians are obliged to send the rich to 
the chemist, or else the fools would think they were slighted. 
But we need not be so nice with the poor ; we can prescribe 
to do them good. When you inflicted your company on me, 
I was sketching out a treatise, to be entitled ^ Cure of Dis- 
orders by Esculents.' That old man is nearly exsangids. 
There is not a drug in creation that could do him an atom 
of good. Nourishing food may. If not, why he is booked 
for the long journey ! Well, he has had his innings. He 
is fourscore. Do you think you will ever see fourscore ; you 
and your vices?" 

" Oh, no. But I think i^ou will ; and I hope so : for you 
go about doing good." 

"And some people one could name go about doing 
mischief." 

Severne made no reply. 

Soon after they discovered a little group, principally 
women and children. These were inspecting something on 
the ground, and chattering excitedly. The words of dire 
import, "She have possessed him with a devil," struck their 
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ear. But soon they caught sight of Miss Gale^ and were 
dead silent. She said^ ''What is the matter? Oh^ I see; 
the vermifuge has acted." 

It was so : a putty-faced boy had been unable to eat his 
breakfast ; had suffered malaise for hours afterwards^ and at 
last had been seized with nausea^ and had restored to the 
world they so adorn a number of amphibia, which now, to 
judge by their movements, bitterly regretted the reckless 
impatience with which they had fled from an unpleasant 
medicine to a cold-hearted world. 

"Well, good people," said Miss Gale, "what are you 
making a fuss about ? Are they better in the boy, or out 
of him?" 

The women could not fmd their candour at a moment's 
notice, but old Giles replied heartily, " Why, hout ! ! better 
an empty house than a bad tenant." 

"That is true," said half-a-dozen voices at once. They 
could resist common-sense in its liquid form, but not when 
solidified into a proverb. 

" Catch me the boy," said Miss Gale severely. 

Habitual culpabihty destro3rs self-confidence; so the boy 
suspected himself of crime, and instantly took to flight His 
companions loved hunting; so three swifter boys followed 
him with a cheerful yell, secured him, and brought him up 
for sentence. 

" Don't be frightened, Jacob," said the doctress ; " I only 
want to know whether you feel better or worse." 

His mother put in her word. "He was ever so bad all 
the morning." 

" Hold your jaw," said old Giles, " and let the boy tell his 
own tale." 

" Well, then," said Jacob, " I was mortal bad^ but now I 
do feel like a feather ; wust on't is, I be so blessed hungry 
now. Dall'd if I couldn't eat the devil — ^stuffed with thunder 
and lightning." 

" I'll prescribe accordingly," said Miss Gale, and wrote in 
pencil an order on a beef-steak pie they had sent her from 
the Court 

The boy's companions put their heads together over this 
order, and offered their services to escort him. 

"No, thank you," said the doctress; "he will go alone, 
yOu young monkeys. Your turn will come." 

Then she proceeded on her rounds, with Mr. Seveme at 
her heels, until it was past one o'clock. 
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Then she turned round and faced him. " We will part 
here/' said she, ''and I will explain my conduct to you, as 
you seem in the dark. I have been co-operating with Miss 
Vizard all this time. I reckon she sent you out of the 
way to give Lord Uxmoor his opportunity, so I have de- 
tained you. Whilst you have been studying medicine, he 
has been popping the question, of course. Good-bye^ Mr. 
Villain." 

Her words went through the man like cold steel. It was 
one woman reading another. He turned very white, and put 
his hand to his heart But he recovered himself and said, 
'' If she prefers another to me, I must submit It is not my 
absence for a few hours that will make the difference. You 
cannot make me regret the hours I have passed in your 
company. Grood-bye ; " and he seemed to leave her very 
reluctantly. 

'' One word," said she, softening a little. " Tm not proof 
against your charm. Unless I see Zoe Vizard in danger, 
you have nothing to fear from me. But I love ker, you 
understand." 

He returned to her directly, and said, in most earnest, 
supplicating tones, " But will you ever forgive me ? " 

'' I will try." 

And so they parted. 

He went home at a great rate ; for Miss Gale s insinuations 
had raised some fear in his breast 

Meantime this is what had really passed between Zoe and 
Lord Uxmoor. ^Vizard went to his study, and Fanny retired 
at a signal from Zoe. She rose, but did not go ; she walked 
slowly towards the window : Uxmoor joined her ; for he saw 
he was to have his answer from her mouth. 

Her bosom heaved a little, and her cheek flushed. " Lord 
Uxmoor," she said, " you have done me the greatest honour 
any man can pay a woman, and frt)m you it is indeed an 
honour. I could not write such an answer as I could 
wish ; and, besides^ I wish to spare you all the mortification 
I can." 

'' Ah ! " said Uxmoor piteously. 

" You are worthy of any lad/s love ; but I have only my 
esteem to give you, and that was given long ago." 

Uxmoor, who had been graduaUy turning very white, 
faltered, " I had my fears. Cxood-bye," 

She gave him her hand. He put it respectfully to his 
lips; then turned and left her, sick at heart, but too 
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brave to let it be seen. He preferred her esteem to her 
pity. 

By this means he got both. She put her handkerchief to 
her eyes without disguise. But he only turned at the door 
to say, in a pretty firm voice, '' God bless you ! *' 

In less than an hour he drove his team from the door, 
sitting heart-broken and desolate, but firm and unflinching 
as a rock. 

So then, on his return fipom Hillstoke, Seveme found them 
all at luncheon except Uxmoor. He detailed his visit to 
Miss Gale, and whilst he talked, observed. 2iOe was beam- 
ing with love and kindness. He felt sure she had not de- 
ceived him. He learned, by merely listening, that Lord 
Uxmoor was gone, and he exulted inwardly. 

After luncheon, elysium. He walked with the two girls, 
and Fanny lagged behind ; and Zoe proved herself no coquette. 
A coquette would have been a little cross, and shown him she 
had made a sacrifice. Not so Zoe Vizard. She never told 
him, nor even Fanny, she had refused Lord Uxmoor. She 
esteemed the great sacrifice she had made for him as a little 
one, and so loved him a little more, that he had cost her an 
earl's coronet and a large fortune. 

The party resumed their habits that Uxmoor had inter- 
rupted ; and no warning voice was raised. 

The boring commenced at Hillstoke, and Doctress Gale 
hovered over the work. The various strata and their fossil 
deposits were an endless study, and kept her microscope 
employed. With this and her treatise on "Cure by Escu- 
lents," she was so employed that she did not visit the Court 
for some days : then icame an invitation from Lord Uxmoor 
to stay a week with him, and inspect his village. She 
accepted it, and drove herself in the bailifi^'s gig, all alone. 
She found her host attending to his duties, but dejected ; 
so then she suspected, and turned the conversation to Zoe 
Vizard, and soon satisfied herself he had no hopes in that 
quarter. Yet he spoke of her with undisguised and tender 
admiration. Then she said to herself, " This is a man, and 
he shall have her." 

She sat down and wrote a letter to Vizard, telling him 
all she knew, and what she thought — viz., that another 
woman, and a respectable one, had a claim on Mr. Seveme, 
which ought to be closely inquired into, and the ladys 
vernon heard. " Think of it," said she. "He disowned 
the woman who had saved his life^ he was so afraid I 
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should tell Miss Vizard under what circumstances I first 
saw him." 

She folded and addressed the letter. 

But, having relieved her mind, in some degree, by this, she 
asked herself whether it would not be kinder to all parties 
to try and save Zoe without an exposure. Probably Severne 
benefited by his grace and his disarming qualities; for her 
ultimate resolution was to give him a chance — ofier him an 
alternative: he must either quietly retire, or be openly 
exposed. 

So then she put the letter in her desk, made out her visit, 
of which no further particulars can be given at present, re- 
turned home, and walked down to the Court next morning, 
to have it out with Edward Severne. 

But unfortunately, from the very day she offered him terms 
up at Hillstoke, the tide began to run in Seveme's fiivour 
with great rapidity. 

A letter came from the detective. Severne received it 
at breakfast, and laid it before Zoe, which had a favourable 
effect on her mind to begin. 

Poikilus reported that the money was in good hands. He 
had seen the lady. She made no secret of the thing : the 
sum was £4900, and she said half belonged to her and half to 
a gentleman. She did not know him, but her agent. Ash- 
mead, did. Poikilus added that he had asked her would she 
honour that gentleman's draft ? She had replied she should 
be afraid to do that ; but Mr. Ashmead should hand it to him 
on demand. Poikilus summed up that the lady was evidently 
respectable, and the whole thing square. 

Severne posted this letter to his cousin, under cover, to 
show him he was really going to clear his estate ; but begged 
him to return it immediately, and lend him £50. The 
accommodating cousin sent him £50, to aid him in wooing 
his heiress. He bought her a hoop-ring, apologised for its 
small value, and expressed his regret that all he could offer 
her was on a small scale, except his love. 

She blushed, and smiled on him, like heaven opening. 
" Small and great, I take them," said she, and her lovely head 
rested on his shoulder. 

They were engaged. 

From that hour he could command a tite-h-tHe with her 
whenever he chose, and his infernal passion began to suggest 
all manner of wild, wicked, and unreasonable hopes. 
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Meantime there was no stopping. He soon found he must 
speak seriously to Vizard. He went into his study^ and beffan 
to open the subject. Vizard stopped him. '^ Fetch the ower 
culprit^" said he; and when Zoe came, blushing^ he said, 
'' Now I am goinff to make shorter work of this thim you have 
done. Zoe has £10,000. What have you got ? " 

" Only a small estate, worth £8000^ that I hope to clear of 
all encumbrances, if I can get my money." 

" Fond of each other ? — Well, don't strike me dead with 
your eyes. I have watched you, and, I own, a prettier pair 
of turtle-doves I never saw. Well, you have got love, and I 
have got money. FU take care of you both. But you must 
live with me. I promise never to marry." 

This brought Zoe round his neck, with tears and kisses 
of pure affection. He returned them and parted her hair 
paternally. 

" This is a beautiful world, isn't it } " said he, with more 
tenderness than cynicism this time. 

'^Ah, that it is I" cried Zoe earnestly. ''But I can't 
have you say you will never be as happy as I am. There 
are true hearts in this heavenly world; for I have found 
one." 

" I have not, and don't mean to try again. I am going in 
for the paternal now. You two are my children. I have a 
talisman to keep me from marrying. I'll show it you." He 
drew a photograph from his drawer, set round with gold and 
pearls. He showed it them suddenly. They both started. 
A fine photograph of Ina Klosking. She was dressed as 
plainly as at the gambling-table ; but without a bonnet, and 
only one rose in her hair. Her noble forehead was shown, 
and her face a model of intelligence, womanliness, and serene 
dignity. 

He gazed at it, and they at him and it 

He kissed it. " Here is my Fate," said he. '* Now mark 
the ingenuity of a parent. I keep out of my Fate's way. 
But I use her to keep off any other little Fates that may be 
about. No other humbug can ever catch me while I have 
such a noble humbug as this to contemplate. Ah 1 and 
here she is as Siebel. What a goddess ! just look at her ! 
Adorable ! There, this shall stand upon my table, and the 
other shall be hung in my bedroom. Then, my dear Zoe, 
you will be safe from a step-mother, for I am your father 
now. Please understand that. 

'lliis brought poor Zoe round his neck again with such an 
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effusion^ that at last he handed her to Seveme> and he led 
her from the room^ quite overcome, and to avoid all conver- 
sation about what had just passed, gave her over to Fanny, 
whilst he retired to compose himself. 

By dinner-time he was as happy as a prince again, and 
relieved of all compunction. 

He heard afterwards, from Fanny, that Zoe and she had 
discussed the incident, and Vizard's infatuation, Fanny being 
especially wroth at Vizard's abuse of pearls ; but she told 
him she had advised Zoe not to mention that lady's name, 
but let her die out 

And in point of fact, Zoe did avoid the subject. 

There came an eventful day. Vizard got a letter at break- 
fast from his bankers that made him stare and then knit his 
brows. It was about Edward Seveme's acceptances. He said 
nothing, but ordered his horse, and rode into Taddington. 

The day was keen but sunny; and, seeing him afoot so 
early, Zoe said she should like a drive before luncheon. She 
would show Seveme and Fanny some ruins on Pagnell Hill. 
They could leave the trap at the village inn, and walk up 
the hill. Fanny begged off, and Seveme was very glad. 
The prospect of a long walk up a hill with Zoe, and then a 
day spent in utter seclusion with her, fired his imagination 
and made his heart beat. Here was one of the opportu- 
nities he had long sighed for of making passionate love to 
innocence and inexperience. 

Zoe herself was eager for the drive, and came down, fol- 
lowed by Rosa with some wraps, and waited in the morning- 
room for the dog-cart. It was beliind time for once, because 
the careful coachman had insisted on the axle being oiled. 
At last the sound of wheels was heard. A carriage drew up 
at the door. 

" Tell Mr. Seveme," said Zoe. " He is in the dining-room^ 
I think." 

But it was not the dog-cart 

A vigilant footman came hastily out and opened the hall- 
door. A lady was on the steps and spoke to him, but in 
speaking she caught sight of Zoe in the hall. She instantly 
slipped past the man and stood within the great door. 

" Miss Vizard ? " said she. 

Zoe took a step towards her and said, with astonishment, 
" Mademoiselle Klosking ! " 

The ladies looked at each other; and Zoe saw something 
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strange was comings for the Klosking was very pale^ yet firm, 
and fixed her eyes upon her as if there was nothing else in 
sight 

" You have a visitor — Mr. Seveme ? " 

" Yes," said Zoe, drawing up. 

" Can I speak with him ? " 

" He will answer for himself. Edward ! " 

At her call Seveme came out hastily behind Ina Klosking. 

She turned, and they &ced each other. 

" Ah ! " she cried ; and in spite of all there was more of 
joy than any other passion in the exclamation. 

Not so he. He uttered a scream of dismay, and staggered, 
white as a ghost, but still glared at Ina Klosking. 

2iOe's voice fell on him like a clap of thunder : " What ! — 
Edward ! — Mr. Seveme — has this lady still any right " 

*^ No, none whatever ! " he cried ; " it is all past and gone." 

"W^hat is past.?" said Ina Klosking grandly. "Are you 
out of your senses } " 

Then she was close to him in a moment, by one grand 
movement, and took him by both lappels of his coat, and 
held him firmly. "Speak before this lady," she cried. 
"Have — I — no — rights — over you?" and her voice was 
majestic, and her Danish eyes gleamed lightning. 

The wretch's knees gave way a moment, and he shook in her 
hands. Then suddenly he turned wild. " Fiend ! you have 
ruined me ! " he yelled ; and then, with his natural strength, 
which was great, and the superhuman power of mad excite- 
ment, he whirled her right rounds and fiung her from him, and 
dashed out of the door, uttering cries of rage and despair. 

The unfortunate lady, thus taken by surprise, fell heavily, 
and by cruel ill-luck struck her temple, in falling, against 
the sharp comer of a marble table. It gashed her forehead 
fearfully, and she lay senseless, with the blood spurting in 
jets from her white temple. 

Zoe screamed violently; and the hall and the hall-stair- 
case seemed to fill by magic. 

In the terror and confusion Harrington Vizard strode into 
the hall from Taddington. " What is the matter ? " he cried ; 
" a woman killed ? " 

Some one cried out she had fallen. 

"Water, fools! a sponge! don't stand gaping!" and he 
fiung himself on his knees, and raised the woman's head from 
the floor. One eager look into her white face— one wild cry 

— " Great God ! — ^it is '* He had recognised her. 
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CHAPTER XXn 



It was piteous to see and hear. The blood would not stop ; 
it spurted no longer^ but it flowed alarmingly. Vizard sent 
Harris off in his own fly for a doctor^ to save time. He 
called for ice. He cried out in agony to his servants^ " Can 
none of you think of anything ? There — ^that hat Here, 
you women ! tear me the nap off with your fingers. My 
God ! — ^what is to be done ? She'll bleed to death." And 
he held her to his breast^ and almost moaned with pity over 
her^ as he pressed the cold sponge to her wound — in vain ; 
for still the red blood would flow. 

Wheels ground the gravel. Servants flew to the door, 
crying, " The doctor I the doctor ! " 

As if he could have been fetched in five minutes from 
three miles off. 

Yet it was a doctor. Harris had met Miss Gale walking 
quietly down from Hillstoke. He had told her in a few 
hurried words, and brought her as fast as the horses could go. 

She glided in swiftly, keen, but self-possessed, and took it 
all in directly. 

Vizard saw her and cried, '^ Ah ! help \ — ^she is bleeding to 
death!" 

^'She shall not," said Rhoda. Then to one footman« 
"Bring a footstool you;" to another, ^^You bring me a cork;" 
to Vizard, '' You hold her towards me so. Now sponge the 
wound." 

This done, she pinched the lips of the wound together 
with her neat strong fingers. " See what I do," she said to 

Vizard " You will have to do it whilst I ah, the stool ! 

Now lay her head on that ; the other side, man. Now, sir, 
compress the wound as I did, vigorously. Hold the cork, 
you, till I want it." 

She took out oi her pocket some adhesive plaster, and 
flakes of some strong styptic, and a piece of elastic. " Now," 
said she to Vizard, " give me a little opening in the middle 
to plaster these strips across the wound." He did so. Then 
in a moment she passed the elastic under the sufferer s head, 
drew it over with the styptic between her finger and thumb, 
and crack 1 the stjrptic was tight on the compressed wound ; 
she forced in more styptic, increasing the pressure, then she 

272 



A WOMAN-HATER 

whipped out a sort of surgical house- wife, and with some cut- 
ting instrument reduced the cork, then cut it convex, and 
fastened it on the styptic by another elastic. There was no 
flutter, yet it was all done in fifty seconds. 

^' There," said she, " she will bleed no more, to speak of. 

Now seat her upright Why ! I have seen her before. This 

is Sir, you can send the men away." 

" Yes ; and Harris, pack up Mr. Seveme's things, and bring 
them down here this moment." 

The male servants retired, the women held aloof. Fanny 
Dover came forward, pale and trembling, and helped to place 
Ina Klosking in the hall porter's chair. She was insensible 
still, but moaned faintly. 

Her moans were echoed: all eyes turned. It was Zoe, 
seated apart, all bowed and broken — ghastly pale, and glaring 
straight before her. 

" Poor girl ! " said Vizard. " We forgot her. It is her 
heart that bleeds. Where is the scoundrel, that I may kill 
him ? " and he rushed out at the door to look for him. The 
man's life would not have been worth much if Squire Vizard 
could have found him then. 

But he soon came back to his wretched home, and eyed 
the dismal scene, and the havoc one man had made: the 
marble floor all stained with blood — Ina Klosking supported 
in a chair, white, and faintly moaning — Zoe still crushed and 
glaring at vacancy, and Fanny sobbing round her with pity and 
terror ; for she knew there must be worse to come than this 
wild stupor. 

"Take her to her room, Fanny dear," said Vizai-d, in a 
hurried, faltering voice; "and don't leave her. Rosa, help 
Miss Dover. Do not leave her alone, night nor day." Then 
to Miss Gale, " She will live } Tell me she will live." 

"I hope so," said Rhoda Gale. "Oh, the blow will not 
kill her ; nor yet the loss of blood. But I fear there will be 
distress of mind added to the bodily shock. And such a 
noble face ! My own heart bleeds for her. Oh, sir ! do not 
send her away to strangers. Let me take her up to the 
farm. It is nursing she will need, and tact, when she comes 
to herself." 

" Send her away to strangers ! " cried Vizard. " Never ! 
No — ^not even to the farm. Here she received her wound ; 
here all that you and I can do shall be done to save her. 
Ah, here's Harris with the villain s things. Get the lady's 
boxes out, and put Mr. Severne's into the ^y. Give the 
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man two guineas^ and let him leave them at the 'Swan/ 
in Taddington." 

He then beckoned down the women^ and had Ina Klosking 
carried upstairs to the very room Seveme had occupied. 

He then convened the servants^ and placed them formally 
under Miss Gale's orders; and one female servant having 
made a remark, he turned her out of the house neck and 
crop directly with her month's wages. The others had to 
help her pack, only half-an-hour being allowed for her exit. 

The house seemed all changed. Could this be Vizard 
Court? Dead gloom — hurried whispers — and everybody 
walking softly, and scared — ^none knoiving what might be 
the next calamity. 

Vizard felt sick at heart and helpless. He had done all 
he could, and was reduced to that condition women bear far 
better than men — ^he must wait, and hope, and fear. He 
walked up and down the carpeted landing, racked with 
anxiety. 

At last there came a single scream of agony from Ina 
Klosking's room. 

It made the strong man quake. 

He tapped softly at the door. 

Rhoda opened it. 

" What is it ? " he feltered. 

She replied gravely, " Only what must be. She is begin- 
ning to realise what has befallen her. Don't come here ; you 
can do no good. I will run down to you whenever I dare. 
Give me a nurse to help, this first night" 

He went down and sent into the village for a woman who 
bore a great name for nursing. Then he wandered about, 
disconsolate. 

The leaden hours passed. He went to dress, and dis- 
covered Ina Klosking's blood upon his clothes. It shocked 
him first, and then it melted him : he felt an inexpressible 
tenderness at sight of it The blood that had flowed in her 
veins seemed sacred to him. He folded that suit, and tied it 
up in a silk handkerchief, and locked it away. 

In due course he sat down to dinner ; we are all such crea- 
tures of habit. There was everything as usual, except the 
familiar faces. There was the glittering plate on the polished 
sideboard, the p3rramid of flowers surrounded with fruits. 
There were even chairs at the table, for the servants did not 
know he was to be quite alone. But he was. One delicate 
dish after another was brought him, and sent away untasted 
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Soon after dinner Rhoda Gale came down and told him her 
patient was in a precarious condition ; and she feared fever 
and delirium. She begged him to send one servant up to the 
farm for certain medicaments she had there^ and another to 
the chemist at Taddington. These were despatched on swift 
horses ; and both were back in half-an-hour. 

By-and-by Fanny Dover came down to him with red eyes, 
and brought him Zoe's love. ''But/' said she, "don't ask 
her to come down. She is ashamed to look anybody in the 
face, poor girL" 

" Why } what has she done ? " 

"Oh, Harrington, she has made no secret of her affec- 
tion : and now, at sight of that woman, he has abandoned 
her." 

"Tell her I love her more than I ever did; and respect 
her more. Where is her pride ? " 

" Pride ! she is full of it ; and it will help her — ^by-and-by. 
But she has a bitter time to go through first. You don't 
know how she loves him." 

" What ! love him still, after what he has done } " 

"Yes. She interprets it this way and that. She cannot 
bear to believe another woman has any real right to separate 
them." 

"Separate them! The scoundrel knocked her down for 
loving him still, and fled from them both. Was ever guilt 
more clear ? If she doubts that he is a villain, tell her from 
me that he is a forger, and has given me bills with false 
names on them. The bankers gave me notice to-day, and 
I was coming home to order him out of the house when this 
miserable business happened." 

" A forger I is it possible ? " said Fanny. " But it is no 
use my telling her that sort of thing. If he had committed 
murder, and was true to her, she would cling to him. She 
never knew till now how she loved him, nor I either. She 
put him in Coventry for telling a lie ; but she was far more 
unhappy all the time than he was. There is nothing to do 
but to be kind to her, and let her hide her face. Don't 
hurry her." 

"Not I. God help her! If she has a wish it shall be 
gratified. I am powerless. She is young. Surely time will 
cure her of a villain, now he is detected." 

Fanny said she hoped so. 

The truth is, Zoe had not opened her heart to Fanny: 
she clung to her and writhed in her arms; but she spoke 
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little; and one broken sentence contradicted the other. 
But mental agony^ like bodily^ finds its vent, not in speech, 
the brain's great interpreter, but in inarticulate cries, and 
moans, and sighs, that prove us animals even in the throes 
of mind. Zoe was in that cruel state of suffering. 
So passed that miserable day. 



CHAPTER XXni 

Ina Klosking recovered her senses that evening, and asked 
Miss Gale where she was. Miss Gale told her she was in 
the house of a friend. 

"What friend?" 

" That," said Miss Gale, " I will tell you by-«nd-by. You 
are in good hands, and I am your physician." 

"I have heard your voice before," said Ina; "but I know 
not where ; and it is so dark. Why is it so dark ? " 

" Because too much light is not good for you. You have 
met with an accident." 

" What accident, madam ? " 

"You fell and hurt your poor forehead. See, I have 
bandaged it, and now you must let me wet the bandage — to 
keep your brow cool." 

" Thank you, madam," said Ina, in her own sweet but 
queenly way ; " you are very good to me. I wish I could see 
your face more clearly. I know your voice," Then after a 
silence, during which Miss Gale eyed her with anxiety, she 
said, like one groping her way to the truth, " I — fell — and 
— hurt — my — forehead ? — Ah ! " 

Then it was she uttered the cry that made Vizard 
quake at the door, and shook, for a moment, even Rhoda's 
nerves, though, as a rule, they were iron in a situation of 
this kind. 

It had all come back to Ina Klosking. 

After that piteous cry she never said a word. She did 
nothing but think, and put her hand to her head. 

And soon after midnight she began to talk incoherently. 

The physician could only proceed by physical means. She 
attacked the coming fever at once, with the remedies of 
the day, and also with an infusion of monk's-hood. That 
poison, promptly administered, did not deceive her. She 
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obtained a slight perspiration^ which was so much gained in 
the battle. 

In the morning she got the patient shifted into another 
bed^ and she slept a little after that. But soon she was 
awake, restless^ and raving : still her character pervaded her 
delirium. No violence. Nothing any sore-injured woman 
need be ashamed to have said : only it was all disconnected. 
One moment she was speaking to the leader of the orchestra 
— at another to Mr. Ashmead — at another, with divine 
tenderness, to her still faithful Seveme. And though not 
hurried, as usual in these cases, it was almost incessant and 
pitiable to hear, each observation was so wise and good, 
yet, all being disconnected, the hearer could not but feel 
that a noble mind lay before him, overthrown and broken 
into fragments like some Attic column. 

In the middle of this the handle was sofUy turned, and 
Zoe Vizard came in pale and sombre. 

Long before this, she had said to Fanny, several times, " I 
ought to go and see her ; " and Fanny had said, " Of course 
you ought." 

So now she came. She folded her arms, and stood at the 
foot of the bed, and looked at her unhappy rival, unhappy as 
possible herself. 

What contrary feelings fought in that young breast ! Pity 
and hatred. She must hate the rival who had come between 
her and him she loved ; she must pity the woman who lay 
there, pale, wounded, and little likely to recover. 

And with all this, a great desire to know whether this 
sufferer had any right to come and seize Eklward Seveme by 
the arm, and so draw down calamity on both the women who 
loved him. 

She looked and listened, and Rhoda Gale thought it hard 
upon her patient 

But it was not in human nature the girl should do other- 
wise : so Rhoda said nothing. 

What fell from Ina's lips was not of a kind to make Zoe 
more her friend. 

Her mind seemed now like a bird tied by a long silken 
thread. It made large excursions, but constantly came back 
to her love. Sometimes that love was happy, sometimes un- 
happy. Often she said " Edward," in the exquisite tone of a 
loving woman; and whenever she did Zoe received it with 
a sort of shiver, as if a dagger, fine as a needle, had passed 
through her whole body. 
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At last, after telling some tenor that he had sung F natural 
instead of F sharp, and praised somebody's rendering of a 
song in // jiaxAo magico, and told Ashmead to make no more 
engagements for her at present, for she was going to Vizard 
Court, the poor soul paused a minute and uttered a deep 
moan. 

"Struck down by the very hand that was vowed to protect 
me I " said she. Tnen was silent again. Then began to cry, 
and sob, and wring her hands. 

Zoe put her £uid to her heart and moved feebly to- 
wards tne door. However, she stopped a moment to say, 
"I am no use here. You would soon have me raving in 
the next bed. I will send Fanny." Then she drew her- 
self up. ''Miss Gale, everybody here is at your command. 
Pray spare nothing you can think of to save — my brother's 
guest," 

There came out the bitter drop. 

When she had said that, she stalked from the room like 
some red Indian bearing a mortal arrow in him, but too 
proud to show it. 

But when she got to her own room, she flung herself on 
her sofa, and writhed and sobbed in agony. 

Fanny Dover came in and found her so, and flew to her. 

But she ordered her out quite wildly. ''No, no; go to 
her, like all the rest, and leave poor Zoe all alone. She is 
alone." 

Then Fanny clung to her, and tried hard to comfort her. 

This young lady now became very zealous and active. 
She divided her time between the two sufferers, and was 
indefatigable in their service. When she was not support- 
ing Zoe, she was always at Miss Gale's elbow offering her 
services. " Do let me help you," she said ; "do pray let me 
help. We are poor at home, and there is nothing I cannot 
do. I'm worth any three servants." 

She always helped shift the patient into a fresh bed, 
and that was done very often. She would run to the cook 
or the butler for anything that was wanted in a hurry. 
She flung gentility and humbug to the winds. Then she 
dressed in ten minutes, and went and dined with Vizard, 
and made excuses for Zoe's absence, to keep everything 
smooth: and finally, she insisted on sitting up with Ina 
Klosking till three in the morning, and made Miss Gale 
go to bed in the room. " Paid nurses 1 " said she ; " they 
are no use ex?opt to snore, and drink the patient's Tiine. 
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You and I will watch her every moment of the night ! and 
if Fm ever at a loss what to do, I will call you," 

Miss Gale stared at her once, and then accepted this 
new phase of her character. 

The fever was hot while it lasted; but it was so en- 
countered with tonics, and port wine, and strong beef-soup 
— ^not your rubbishy beef-tea — ^that in forty-eight hours it 
began to abate. Ina recognised Rhoda Gale as the lady 
who had saved Seveme's life at Montpelier, and wept long 
and silently upon her neck. In due course Zoe, hearing 
there was a great change, came in again to look at her. She 
stood and eyed her. Soon Ina Klosking caught sight of her, 
and stared at her. 

" You here ! " said she. " Ah ! you are Miss Vizard. I 
am in your house. I will get up and leave it;" and she 
made a feeble attempt to rise, but fell back, and the tears 
welled out of her eyes at her helplessness. 

Zoe was indignant, but for the moment more shocked than 
anything else. She moved away a little, and did not know 
what to say. 

'' Let me look at you," said the patient " Ah ! you are 
beautiful. When I saw you at the theatre you fascinated 
me ; how much more a man ? I will resist no more. You 
are too beautiful to be resisted. Take him, and let me 
die." 

'^ I do her no good," said Zoe, half sullenly, half trembling. 

"Indeed you do not," said Rhoda bluntly, and almost 
bitterly. She was all nurse. 

"1*11 come here no more," said Zoe sadly, but sternly, 
and left the room. 

Then Ina turned to Miss Gale and said patiently, ''I 
hope I was not rude to that lady — who has broken my 
heart" 

Fanny and Rhoda took each a hand, and told her she 
could not be rude to anybody. 

'^ My friends," said Ina, looking piteously to each in turn, 
" it is her house, you know, and she is very good to me now 
— after breaking my heart" 

Then Fanny showed a deal of tact " Her house ! " said 

she; ''it is no more hers than mine. Why, this house 

belongs to a gentleman, and he is mad after music. He 

knows you very well, though you don't know him, and he 

. thinks you the first singer in Europe." 

" You flatter me," said Ina sadly. 
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'^Well, he thinks so; and he is reckoned a very good 
judge. Ah ! now I think of it^ I will show you somethings 
and then you will believe me." 

She ran off to the library^ snatched up Ina's picture, set 
round with pearls, and came panting in with it ''There/' 
said she ; '' now, you look at that ! ' and she put it before 
her eyes. " Now, who is that, if you please ? " 

" Oh ! it is Ina Klosking that was. Please bring me a 



The two ladies looked at each other. Miss Gale made 
a negative signal, and Fanny said, ''By-and-by. This will 
do instead, for it is as like as two peas. Now, ask yourself 
how this comes to be in the house, and set in pearls. Why, 
they are worth three hundred pounds. I assure you that 
the master of this house is Jaruttico per la musica ; heard you 
sing Siebel at Homburg — raved about you — wanted to call 
on you ; we had to drag him away from the place ; and he 
declares you are the first singer in the world; and you 
cannot doubt his sincerity, for here are the pearls," 

Ina Klosking's pale cheek coloured, and then she opened 
her two arms wide, and put them round Fanny's neck and 
kissed her. Her innocent vanity was gratified, and her 
graciotis nature suggested gratitude to her, who had brought 
her the compliment, instead of the usual ungrateful bump- 
tiousness praise elicits from vanity. 

Then Miss Gale put in her word — " When you met with 
this unfortunate accident, I was for taking you up to my 
house. It is three miles off; but he would not hear of it. 
He said, ' No ; here she got her wound, and here she must 
be cured.' " 

"So," said Fanny, "pray set your mind at ease. My 
cousin Harrington is a very good soul, but rather arbitrary. 
If you want to leave this place, you must get thoroughly 
well and strong ; for he will never let you go till you are." 

Between these two ladies, clever and co-operating, Ina 
smiled, and seemed relieved; but she was too weak to 
converse any more just then. 

Some hours afterwards she beckoned Fanny to her and 
said, " The master of the house — what is his name ? " 

" Harrington Vizard." 

"What!— Aer father!" 

" La, no ; only her half-brother." 

"If he is so kind to me because I sing, why comes he 
not to see me ? She has come." 
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Fanny smiled. '^It is plain you are not an English- 
woman, though you speak it so beautifully. An English 
gentleman does not intrude into a lady's room." 

" It is his room." 

"He would say that whilst you occupy it, it is yours, 
and not his." 

" He awaits my invitation then ? " 

"I daresay he would come if you were to invite him, 
but certainly not without," 

"I wish to see him who has been so kind to me, and 
so loves music ; but not to-day — I feel unable." 

The next day she asked for a glass, and was distressed 
at her appearance. She begged for a cap. 

" What kind of cap ? " asked Fanny. 

"One like that," said she, pointing to a portrait on the 
wall. It was of a lady in a plain brown silk dress, and a 
little white shawl, and a neat cap with a narrow lace border 
all round her face. 

This particular cap was out of date full sixty years ; but 
the house had a store-room of relics, and Fanny, with 
Vizard's help, soon rummaged out a cap of the sort, with a 
narrow frill all round. 

Her hair was smoothed, a white silk band passed over 
the now closed wound, and the cap fitted on her. She 
looked pale but angelic. 

Fanny went down to Vizard, and invited him to come 
and see Mademoiselle Klosking — ^by her desire. "But," 
she added, " Miss Gale is very anxious, lest you should get 
talking of Seveme. She says the fever and loss of blood 
have weakened her terribly : and if we bring the fever on 
again, she cannot answer for her life." 

"Has she spoken of him to you ? " 

"Not once." 

" Then why should she to me ? " 

"Because you are a man, and she may think to get 
the truth out of you ; she knows rve shall only say what is 
for the best. She is very deep, and we don't know her. 
mind yet," 

Vizard said he would be as guarded as he could ; but if 
they saw him going wrong, they must send him away. 

"Oh, Miss Gale will do that, you may be sure," said 
Fanny. 

Thus prepared. Vizard followed Fanny up the stairs to 
the sick-room. 
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Either there is such a thing as love at first sight, or it 
is something more than first sight, when an observant roan 
gazes at a woman for an hour in a blaze of light, and drinks 
in her looks, her walk, her voice, and all the outward signs 
of a beautiful soul ; for the stout cynic's heart beat at enter- 
ing that room as it had not beat for jears. To be sure 
he had not only seen her on the stage in all her glory, 
but had held her, pale and bleeding, to his manly breast, 
and his heart warmed to her all the more, and, indeed, 
fairly melted with tenderness. 

Fanny went in and announced him. He followed softly, 
and looked at her. 

Wealth can make even a sick-room pretty. 

The Klosking lay on snowy pillows whose glossy damask 
was edged with lace, and upon her form was an eider-down 
quilt covered with violet-coloured satin, and her face was 
set in that sweet cap which hid her wound, and made her 
eloquent face less ghastly. 

Sne turned to look at him, and he gazed at her in a 
way that spoke volumes. 

" A seat," said she softly. 

Fanny was for putting one close to her. 

" No," said Miss Gale, " lower down : then she need 
not turn her head." 

So he sat down, nearer her feet 

''My good host," said she, in her mellow voice, that re- 
tained its quality but not its power, " I desire to Uiank you 
for your goodness to a poor singer, struck down — by the hand 
that was bound to protect her." 

Vizard faltered out that there was nothing to thank him 
for. He was proud to have her under his roof, though deeply 
grieved at the cause. 

She looked at him, and her two nurses looked at her, and 
at each other, as much as to say, " She is going upon danger- 
ous ground." 

They were right But she had not the courage; or, 
perhaps — as most women are a little cat-like in this, that 
they go away once or twice from the subject nearest their 
heart, before they turn and pounce on it — she must speak 
of other things first Said she, " But if I was unfortunate 
in that, I was fortunate in this, that I fell into good hands. 
These ladies are sisters to me," and she gave Miss Gale 
her hand; and kissed the other hand to Fanny, though 
she could scarcely lift it: ''and I have a host who loves 
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music^ and ovenrates my poor ability." Then, after a pause^ 
" What have you heard me sing ? " 

•'SiebeL" 

''Only Siebel ! why, that is a poor little thing." 

'' So / thought, till I heard you sing it" 

" And, after Siebel, you bought my photograph." 

" Instantly." 

" And wasted pearls on it." 

" No, madam ; I wasted it on pearls." 

" If I were well, I should call that extravagant But it is 
permitted to flatter the sick. It is kind. Me you overrate, 
I fear; but you do well to honour music. Ay, I, who lie 
here wounded, and broken-hearted, do thank God for music. 
Our bodies are soon crushed; our loves decay, or turn to 
hate ; but art is immortal." 

She could no longer roll this out in her grand contralto ; 
but she could still raise her eyes with enthusiasm, and her 
pale face was illuminated. A grand soul shone through her, 
though she was pale, weak, and prostrate. 

They admired her in silence. 

After a while she resumed, and said, " If I live, I must live 
for my art alone." 

Miss Gale saw her approaching a dangerous topic ; so she 
said hastily, " Don't say if you live, please, because that is 
arranged. You have been out of danger this twenty-four 
hours, provided you do not relapse ; and I must take care of 
that" 

"My kind friend," said Ina, "I shall not relapse; only 
my weakness is pitiable. Sometimes I can scarcely forbear 
crying, I feel so weak. When shall I be stronger ? ' 

" You shall be a little stronger every three days. There 
are always ups and downs in convalescence." 

" When shall I be strong enough to move ? " 

" Let me answer that question," said Vizard. ''When you 
are strong enough to sing us SiebeVs great song." 

" There," said Fanny Dover ; " there is a mercenary host 
for you. He means to have a song out of you. Till then you 
are his prisoner." 

" No, no, she is mine," said Miss Gale ; " and she shan't go 
till she has sung me ' Hail, Columbia ! ' None of your Italian 
trash for me." 

Ina smiled, and said it was a fair condition, provided that 
" Hail, Columbia," with which composition unfortunately she 
was unacquainted, was not beyond her powers. "I have 
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often sung for money," said she, " but this time " — ^here she 
opened her grand arms, and took Rhoda Gale to her bosom 
— " I shall sing for love." 

"Now we have settled that," said Vizard, ''my mind is 
more at ease, and I will retire." 

" One moment," said Ina, turning to him. Then, in a low 
and veiy meaning voice, " There is something else," 

"No doubt there is plenty," said Miss Gale sharply: "and 
by my authority, I postpone it all till you are stronger. Bid 
us good-bye for the present, Mr. Vizard." 

" I obey," said he. " But, madam, please remember I am 
always at your service. Send for me when you please, and 
the oftener the better for me." 

"Thank you, my kind host Oblige me with your 
hand." 

He gave her his hand. She took it, and put her lips to it 
with pure and gentle and seemly gratitude, and with no loss 
of dignity, though the act was humble. 

He turned his head away to hide the emotion that act and 
the touch of her sweet lips caused him ; Miss Gale hurried 
him out of the room. 

" You nciughty patient/'said she, " you must do nothing to 
excite yourself." 

" Sweet physician, loving nurse, I am not excited." 
\ Miss Gale felt her heart to see. 

" Gratitude does not excite," said Ina. " It is too tame a 
feeling in the best of us." 

" That is a fact," said Miss Gale : " so let us all be grateful 
and avoid exciting topics. Think what / should feel if you 
had a relapse. Why, you would break my heart." 

"Should I?" 

"I really think you would, tough as it is. One gets 
so fond of an unselfish patient You cannot think how 
rare they are, dear. You are a pearl. I cannot afford to 
lose you." 

"Then you shall not," said Ina firmly. "Know that I, 
who seem so weak, am a woman of great resolution. I will 
follow good counsel ; I will postpone all dangerous topics till 
I am stronger: I will live. For I will not grieve the true 
friends calamity has raised me." 

Of course Fanny told Zoe all about this interview. She 
listened gloomily; and all she said was, "Sisters do not go 
for much, when a man is in love." 
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'' Do brothers, when a woman is ? " said Fanny. 

" I daresay they go for as much as they are worth." 

'^Zoe, that is not fair. Harrington is full of aflTection for 
you ; but you will not go near him. Any other man would 
be very angry. Do pray make an effort and come down to 
dinner to-day." 

" No, no ; he has you, and his Klosking ; and I have my 
broken heart I am alone ; and so I will be all alone." 

She cried and sobbed, but she was obstinate, and Fanny 
could only let her have her own way in that. 

Another question was soon disposed of. When Fanny 
invited her into the sick-room, she said haughtily, "I go 
there no more. Cure her, and send her away — if Harrington 
will let her go. I daresay she is to be pitied." 

" Of course she is. She is your fellow-victim, if you would 
only let yourself see it." 

*' Unfortunately, instead of pitying her, I hate her. She 
has destroyed my happiness, and done herself no good. He 
does not love her, and never will." 

Fanny found herself getting angiy, so she said no more ; 
for she was determined notiiing should make her quarrel with 
poor Zoe, But after dinner, being tete-h-iele with Vizard, she 
told him she was afraid Zoe could not see tilings as they were ; 
and she asked him if he had any idea what had become of 
Seveme. 

" Fled the country, I suppose." 

^* Are you sure he is not lurking about ? " 

"What for?" 

" To get a word with Zoe — alone." 

" He will not come near this. I will break every bone in 
his skin if he does." 

" But he is so sly ; he might hang about." 

"What for? She never goes out; and if she did, have 
you so poor an opinion of her as to think she would speak 
to him?" 

" Oh, no ; and she would forbid him to speak to her. But 
he would be sure to persist, and he has such wonderful powers 
of explanation, and she is blinded by love : I think he would 
make her believe black was white, if he had a chance ; and if 
he is about he will get a chance some day. She is doing the 
very worst thing she could — shutting herself up so. Any 
moment she will turn wild, and rush out reckless. She is in a 
dangerous state, you mark my words : she is broken-hearted, 
and yet she is bitter against everybody, except that young 
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villain^ and he is the only enemy she has in the world. I 
don't believe MademoiseUe Klosking ever wronged her, nor 
never will. Appearances are against her; but ^e is a good 
woman^ or I am a fooL Take my advice^ Harrington^ and 
be on your guard. If he had written a penitent letter to 
Mademoiselle Klosking^ that would be a different thing ; but 
he ignores her, and that frightens me for Zoe." 

Harrington would not admit that Zoe needed any other 
safeguard against a detected scoundrel than her own sense 
of dignity. He consented, however, to take precautions, if 
Fanny would solemnly promise not to tell Zoe, and so wound 
her. On that condition, he would see his head-keeper to- 
morrow, and all the keepers and watchers should be posted 
so as to encircle the parish with vigilance. He assured 
Fanny these fellows had a whole system of signals to the ear 
and eye, and Seveme could not get within a mile of the 
house undetected. *' But," said he, " I will not trust to that 
alone. I will send an advertisement to the local papers and 
the leading London journals, so worded, that the scoundrel 
shall know his forgery is detected, and that he will be 
arrested on a magistrate's warrant if he sets foot in Bar- 
fordshire." 

Fanny said that was capital, and altogether he had set 
her mind at rest. 

" Then do as much for me," said Vizard. " Please explain 
a remarkable phenomenon. You were always a bright girl, 
and no fool; but not exactly what humdrum people would 
call a good girl. You are not offended ? " 

"The idea! Why, I have pubUcly disowned goodness 
again and again. You have heard me." 

'' So I have, but was not that rather deceitful of you } for 
you have turned out as good as gold. Anxiety has kept me 
at home of late, and I have watched you. You live for 
others; you are all over the house to serve two suffering 
tvomen. That is real charity, not sexual charity, which hum- 
bugs the world, but not me. You are cook, housemaid, 
butler, nurse, and friend to both of them. In an interval of 
your time so creditably employed, you come and cheer me 
up with your bright little face, and give me wise advice. 
I know that women are all humbugs ; only you are a hum- 
bug reversed, and deserve a statue — and trimmings. You 
have been passing yourself off^ for a naughty girl, and all 
the time you were an extra good one." 

"And that puzzles the woman-hater, the cynical student, 
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who says he has fathomed woman. My poor dear Harrington, 
if you cannot read so shallow a character as I am, how will 
you get on with those ladies upstairs, — Zoe, who is as deep 
as the sea, and turbid with passion — and the Klosking, who 
is as deep as the ocean ? " 

She thought a moment, and said, ''There, I will have 
pity on you. You shall understand one woman before you 
die, and that is me ; I'll give you the clue to my seeming 
inconsistencies — if i^ou will give me a cigarette." 

"What, another hidden virtue ! You smoke ?" 

''Not I, except when I happen to be with a noble soul 
who won t tell." 

Vizard found her a Russian cigarette, and lighted his own 
cigar, and she lectured as follows : — 

"What women love and can't do without, if they are 
young, and healthy, and spirited, is — Excitement. I am one 
who pines for it. Now society is so constructed that, to get 
excitement you must be naughty. Waltzing all night, and 
flirting all day, are excitement Crochet, and church, and 
examining girls in St Matthew, and dining en famille, and 
going to bed at ten, are stagnation. Good girls — that means 
stagnant girls ; I hate and despise the tame little wretches, 
and I never was one and never will be. But now look here : 
we have two ladies in love with one villain— that is exciting. 
One gets nearly killed in the house — that is gloriously ex- 
citing ; the other is broken-hearted. If I were to be a bad 
girlj and say, ' It is not my business ; I will leave them to 
themselves, and go my little mill round of selfishness as 
before,' — ^why, what a fool I must be I I should lose Excite- 
ment Instead of that, I run and get things for the Klosking 
— Excitement I cook for her, and nurse her, and sit up 
half the night — Excitement. Then I run to Zoe and do 
my best for her, and get snubbed — Excitement. Then I 
sit at the head of your table and order you — ^Excitement 
Oh, it is lovely!" 

"Shall you not be sony when they both get well, and 
Routine recommences ? " 

"Of course I shall: that is the sort of good girl I am. 
And oh, when that fatal day comes, how I sh«Jl flirt ! Heaven 
help my next flirtee I I shall soon flirt out the stigma of a 
good girl. You mark my words, I shall flirt with some 
fnarried man after this. I never did that yet But I shall ; 
I know I shall, — Ah ! — there, I have burnt my finger." 

" Never mind ; that is exciting." 
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" As such I accept it. Good-bye. I must go and relieve 
Miss Gale. Exit the good girl on her mission of charity; 
ha ! ha ! ha ! " She hummed a wUse d deux temps, and went 
dancing out with such a whirl, that her petticoats^ which 
were ample, and not as now, Hke a sack tied at the knees, 
made quite a cool air in the room. 

She had not been gone long when Miss Gale came down, 
full of her patient. She wanted to get her out of bed 
during the daytime; but said she was not strong enough 
to sit up. Would he order an invalid couch down from 
London? She described the article, and where it was to 
be had. 

He said Harris should go up in the morning and bring 
one down with him. 

He then put her several questions about her patient ; and 
at last asked her, with an anxiety he in vain endeavoured 
to conceal, what she thought was the relation between her 
and Seveme. 

Now it may be remembered that Miss Gale had once been 
on the point of telling him all she knew, and had written him 
a letter. But, at that time, the Klosking was not expected 
to appear on the scene in person. Were she now to say she 
had seen her and Seveme living together, Rhoda felt that 
she should lower her patient She had not the heart to do 
that 

Rhoda Gale was not of an amorous temperament, and she 
was all the more open to female attachments. With a little 
encouragement she would have loved Zoe, but she had now 
transferred her affection to the Klosking. She replied to 
Vizard, almost like a male lover defending the object of his 
affection. 

" The exact relation is more than I can tell ; but I think 
he has lived upon her, for she was richer than he was ; and I 
feel sure he has promised her marriage. And my great fear 
now is lest he should get hold of her and keep his promise. 
He is as poor as a rat, or a female physician : and she has a 
fortune in her voice, and has money besides. Miss Dover tells 
me. Pray keep her here till she is quite weU, please." 

" I will." 

'^ And then let me have her up at Hillstoke. She is begin- 
ning to love me, and I dote on her." 

"So do I." 

" Ah, but you must not." 

"Why not?" 
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''Because " 

"Well, why not?" 

" She is not to love any man again, who will not marry her. 
I won't let her. I'll kill her first, I love her so. A rogue she 
shan't marry, and I can't let you marry her, because her con- 
nection wiUi that Seveme is mysterious. She seems the 
soul of virtue, but I could not let you many her until things 
are clearer." 

" Make your mind easy. I will not marry her — ^nor any- 
body else — ^till things are a great deal clearer than I have 
ever found them, where your sex is concerned." 

Miss Gale approved the resolution. 

Next day. Vizard posted his keepers, and sent his advertise* 
ments to the London and country jounials. 

Fanny came into his study to tell him there was more 
trouble — Miss Maitland taken seriously ill, and had written 
to Zoe. 

" Poor old soul ! " said Vizard. ''I have a great mind to 
ride over and see her." 

'' Somebody ought to go," said Fanny. 

"Well, you go." 

" How can 1— with Zoe, and Mademoiselle Klosking, and 
you, to look after ? " 

" Instead of one old woman. Not much excitement in 
that." 

" No, cousin. To think of your remembering ! Why, you 
must have gone to bed sober." 

" I often do." 

" You were always an eccentric landowner." 

" Don't you talk. You are a caricature." 

This banter was interrupted by Miss Gale, who came to 
tell Harrington Mademoiselle Klosking desired to see him, 
at his leisure. 

He said he would come directly. 

" Before you go," said Miss Gale, " let us come to an under- 
standing. She had only two days' fever ; but that fever, and 
the loss of blood, and the shock to her nerves, brought her 
to death's door by exhaustion. Now she is slowly recovering 
her strength, because she has a healthy stomach, and I give 
her no stimulants to spur and then weaken her, but choice 
and simple esculents, the effect of which I watch, and vary 
them accordingly. But the convalescent period is always one 
of danger, especially from chills to the body and excitements 
to the brain. At no period are more patients thrown away, 
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for want of vigilance. Now I can guard against chills 
and other bodily things, but not against excitements — un- 
less you co-operate. The fkct is, we must agree to avoid 
speaking about Mr. Seveme. We must be on our guard. 
We must pany^-^we must evade — ^we must be deaf, stiqnid, 
slippery ; bat no Seveme— £>r five or six days morCy at aU 
events." 

Thus forewarned. Vizard in due course paid his second 
visit to Ina Klosking. 

He found her propped up with pillows this time. Kie 
begged him to be seated. 

She had evidently something on her mind, and her nurses 
watdied her like cats. 

" You are fond of music, sir P " 

^ Not of all music ; I adore good music, I hate bad ; and I 
despise mediocre. Silence is golden indeed, compared with 
poor music." 

'' You are right, sir. Have you good music in the house ? " 

** A little. I get all the operas, and you know there are 
generally one or two good thiuj^ in an opera — amongst the 
rubbish. But the great bulk of our collectkm is rather old- 
fashioned. It is sacred music; oratorios, masses, anthems, 
services, chants. My mother was the collector. Her tastes 
were good but narrow. Do you care for that sort of 
music ? " 

" Sacred music ? Why, it is, of all music, the most divine, 
and soothes the troubled soul. Can I not see the books ? I 
read music like words. By reading I almost hear." 

'^ We vail bring you up a dozen hooks to begin on." 

He went down directly; and such was his pleasure in 
doing anything for the Klosking, that he executed the order 
in person, brought up a little pile of folios and quartos, 
beautifully bound and lettered^ a lady having been the 
collector. 

Now, as he mounted the stairs, with his very chin upon 
the pile, who should he see lookiiig over the rails at him but 
his sister Zoe. 

She was sadly changed. There was a fixed ashen pallor on 
her cheeky and a dark cirde under her eyes. 

He stopped to look at her. ^ My poor diild," said he^ 
''you look v^yilL" 

^'lamvciy ill, dear." 

*' Would you not be better fiir a change? " 

« I might." 
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" Why coop younelf up in your own room ? Why deny 
yourself a brother s sympathy ? " 

The girl trembled and tears came to her eyes. 

" Is it with me you sympathise P " said she. 

«' Can you doubt it, Zoe ? " 

2^e hung her head a moment and did not reply. Then 
she made a diversion. " What are those books ?— Oh, I see ; 
your mothei^s mnsic-boc^s. Nothing is too good for her.*' 

" Nothing in the way of music-books is too good for her. 
For shame ! — are you jealous of that unfortunate lady ? " 

Zoe made no reply. 

She put her hands before her face that Vizard might not 
see her mind. 

Then he rested his books on a table, and came and took 
her head in his hands paternally. ^'Do not shut yourself 
up any longer. Solititude is dangerous to the afflicted. Be 
more with me than ever; and let this cruel blow bind us 
more closely, instead of disuniting us." 

He kissed her lovingly ; and his kind words set her tears 
flowing. But they did her little good. They were bitter 
tears. Between her and her brother there was now a barrier 
sisterly love could not pass. He hated and despised Edward 
Seveme ; and she only distrusted him, and feared he was a 
villain : she loved him still with every fibre of her heart, and 
pined for his explanation of all that seemed so dark. 

So then he entered the sick-room with his music-books ; 
and Zoe, after watching him in, without seeming to do sOj 
crept away to her own room. 

Then there was rather a pretty little scene. Miss Gale 
and Miss Dover, on each side of the bed, held a heavy music- 
book, and Mademoiselle Klosking turned the leaves and read, 
when the composition was wcnrth reading. If it was not, she 
quietly passed it over, without any injurious comment 

Vizard watched her from the foot of the bed, and could tell 
in a moment by her £ice whether the composition was good, 
bad, or indiffisrent. When bad, her face seemed to turn im- 
passive, like marble, when good, to expand ; and when she 
lighted on a masterpiece, she was almost transfigured, and 
her face shone with elevated joy. 

This was a study to the enamoured Vizard, and it did not 
escape the quick-sighted doctress. She despised music on its 
own merits, but she despised nothing that could be pressed 
into the service of medicine; and she said to herself, ^^I'll 
cure her with esculents and music." 
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The book was taken away to make room for another. 

Then said Ina Klosking, ''Mr. Vizard, I desire to say a 
word to you. Excuse me, my dear friends." 

Miss Gale coloured up. Sne had not foreseen a Ute-hrtiU 
between Vizard and her patient However, there was no help 
for it : and she withdrew to a little distance with Fanny ; but 
she said to Vizard, openly and expressively, '' Remember ! " 

When they had withdrawn a little way, Ina Klosking 
fixed her eyes on Vizard, and said, in a low voice, ''Your 
sister!" 

Vizard started a little at the suddenness of this, but he said 
nothing ; he did not know what to say. 

When she had waited a little, and he said nothing, she 
spoke again. " Tell me something about her. Is she good ? 
Forgive me ; it is not that I doubt" 

" She is good, according to her lights." 

"Is she proud?" 

"Yes." 

"Is she just?" 

" No. And I never met a woman that was." 

" Indeed it is rare. Why does she not visit me ? " 

" I don't know." 

" She blames me for all that has happened." 

"I don't know, madam. My sister looks very ill, and 
keeps her own room. If she does not visit you, she holds 
equally aloof from us alL She has not taken a single meal 
with me for some days." 

" Since I was your patient and your guest" 

" Pray do not conclude firom that Who can interpret 

a woman ? " 

"Another woman. Enigmas to you, we are transparent 
to each other. Sir, will you grant me a favour ? Will you 
persuade Miss Vizard to see me here alone — all alone ? It 
will be a greater trial to me than to her, for I am weak. In 
this request I am not selfish. She can do nothing for me ; 
but I can do a little for her, to pay the debt of gratitude I 
owe this hospitable house. May Heaven bless it, from the 
roof to the foundation stone ! " 

" I wiU speak to my sister, and she shall visit you — ^with 
the consent of your physician." 

" It is well," said Ina Klosking, and beckoned her friends ; 
one of whom. Miss Gale, proceeded to feel her pulse, with 
suspicious glances at Vizard. But she found the pulse calm^ 
.and said so. 
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Visaid took his leave and went straight to Zoe's toohl 
She was not there. He was glad of that ; for it gave him 
hopes she was going to respect his advice and give up her 
solitary life. 

He went downstairs and on to the lawn to look for her. 
He coold not see her anywhere. 

At last^ when he had given up looking for her^ he found 
her in his study, crouched in a comer. 

She rose at sight of him and stood before him. ''Har- 
rington/' said she, in rather a commanding way, ''Aunt 
Maitland is HI, and I wish to go to her." 

Harrington stared at her with surprise. "You are not 
well enough yourself." 

" Quite well enough in body to go anywhere." 

"Well, but," said Harrington — she caught him up im- 
patiently. "Surely you cannot object to my visiting Aunt 
Maitland. She is dangerously iU. I had a second letter, 
this morning — see." And she held him out a letter. 

Harrington was in a difficulty. He felt sure this was not 
her real motive ; but he did not like to say so, harshly, to an 
unhappy girl. He took a moderate course. " Not just now, 
dear," he said. 

"What! am I to wait till she dies?" cried Zoe, getting 
agitated at his opposition. 

"Be reasonable, dear. You know you are the mistress 
of this house. Do not desert me just now. Consider the 
position. It is a very chattering county. I entertain 
Mademoiselle Klosking; I could not do otherwise when 
she was nearly killed in my hall. But for my sister to go 
away whilst she remains here would have a bad effect." 

" It is too late to think of that, Harrington. The mischief 
is done ; and you must plead your eccentricity. Why should 
I bear the blame ? I never approved of it" 

" You would have sent her to an inn, eh ? " 

"No; but Miss Gale offered to take her." 

"Then I am to understand that you propose to mark your 
reprobation of my conduct by leaving my house." 

" What f publicly ? Oh na You may say to yourself that 
your sister could not bear to stay under the same roof with 
Mr. Seveme's mistress. But this chattering county shall 
never know my mind. My aunt is dangerously ill. She 
lives but thirty miles off. She is a fit object of pity. She is 
a — respectable — lady ; she is all alone : no female physician ; 
no flirt, turned sister of charity ; no woman-hater — ^to fetch 
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and carry for her. And so I shall go to her. I am your 
sister^ not your slave. If you grudge me your horses, I will 
go on foot" 

Vizard was white with wrath, but governed himself like 
a man. ** Go on, young lady/' said he ; ''go on. Jeer, 
and taunt, and wound the best brother any young mad- 
woman ever had. But don't think I'll answer you as you 
deserve; I'm too cunning. If I was to say an unkind 
word to you, I should suflfer the tortures of the danmed. 
So, go on." 

'' No, no. Forgive me, Harrington. It is your opposition 
that drives me wild. Oh, have pity on me. I shall go mad 
if I stay here. Do, pray, pray, pray let me go to Aunt 
Maitland." 

'< You shall go, Zoe. But I tell you plainly, this step will 
be a blow to our affection — ^the first" 

Zoe cried at that But as she did not withdraw her re- 
quest, Harrington told her, with cold civility, that she must 
be good enough to be ready directly after break&st to- 
morrow, and take as little luggage as she could with con- 
venience to hersel£ 

Horses were sent on that night to the ^' Fox," an inn half- 
way between Vizard Court and Miss Maitland's place. 

In the morning a light barouche, with a sling for luggage, 
came round, and Zoe was soon seated in it Then, to her 
surprise, Harrington came out and sat beside her. 

She was pleased at this and said, '' What ! are you going 
with me, dear ; all that way ? " 

*' Yes, to save appearances," said he ; and took out a news- 
paper to read. 

This froze Zoe, and she retired within herself 

It was a fine fresh morning ; the coachman drove fast ; iht 
air fanned her cheek ; the motion was enlivening ; the horses' 
hoofs rang quick and clear upon the road. Fresh objects met 
the eye every moment Her heart was as sad and aching 
as before ; but there arose a faint encouraging sense that 
some day she might be better, or things might take some 
turn. 

When they had rolled about ten miles, she said in a low 
voice, '' Harrington." 

''Well?" 

" You were right. Cooping one's self up is the way to go 
mad." 
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''Of course it is." 

'' I feel a little better now ; a very little." 

''I am glad of it" 

But he was not heartj^ and she said no more. 

He was extremely attentive to her all the journey, and 
indeed had never been half so polite to her. 

This, however, led to a result he did not intend nor antici- 
pate. Zoe, being now cool, fell into a state of compunction 
and dismay. She saw his affection for her leaving him, and 
stiff politeness coming instead. 

She leaned forwivd, put her hands on his knees, and 
looked all scared, in his &ce. '' Harrington I " she cried, 
'' I was wrong. What is Aunt Maitland to me ? You are 
my all. Bid him turn the horses' heads and go home." 

''Why, we are only six miles from the place." 

"What does that matter? We shall have had a good 
long drive together, and I will dine with you after it; 
and I will ride or drive with you every day, if you will 
let me." 

Vizard could not help smiling. He was disarmed. " You 
impulsive young monkey," said he, " I shall do nothing of 
the kind. In the first place, I couldn't turn back from any- 
thing; I'm only a man. In the next place, I have been 
thinking it over as you have ; and this is a good move of 
ours, though I was a little mortified at first Occupation 
is the best cure of love ; and this old lady will find you 
plenty. Besides, nursing improves the character. Look at 
that frivolous girl, Fanny, how she has come out And 
you know, Zoe, if you get sick of it in a day or two, you 
have only to write to me, and I will send for you directly. 
A short absence, with so reasonable a motive as visiting 
a sick aunt, will provoke no comments. It is aU for the 
best" 

This set Zoe at her ease ; and brother and sister resumed 
their usual manners. 

They reached Miss Maitland's house, and were admitted to 
her sick-room. She was really very Ul ; and thanked them 
so pathetically for coming to visit a poor lone old woman, 
that now they were both glad they had come. 

Zoe entered on her functions with an alacrity that sur- 
prised herself; and Vizard drove away. But he did not 
drive straight home. He had started from Vizard Court 
with other views. He bad telegnpbed Lord Uxmoor the 
night beforo, and now drove to his place, which was only Ave 
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miles distant. He found him at home, and soon told him 
his errand. '^ Do you remember meeting a young fellow at 
my house called Seveme ? " 

" I do/' said Lord Uxmoor, drily enough. 
I "Well, he has turned out an impostor." 

Uxmoor's eye flashed. He had always suspected Seveme 
of being his rival, and a main cause of his defeat. " An im- 
postor ? " said he ; " that is rather a strong word. Certainly 
I never heard a gentleman tell such a falsehood as he volun- 
teered about — what's the fellow's name P — a detective." 

"Oh, Poikilus. That is nothmg. That was one of his 
white lies. He is a villain all round, and a forger by way 
of climax.'^ 

" A forger I What ! a criminal ? " 

" Rather. Here are his drafts. The drawer and acceptor 
do not exist. The whole thing was written by Edward 
Seveme, whose endorsement 6gures on the bill He got 
me to cash these bills. I deposit them with you, and I 
ask you for a warrant to commit him — ^if he should come 
this way. " 

"Is that likely?" 

"Not at all; it is a hundred to one he never shows his 
nose again in Barfordshire. When he was found out he 
bolted, and left his very clothes in my house. I packed 
them off to the 'Swan* at Taddington. He has never been 
heard of since ; and I have warned him, by advertisement, 
that he will be arrested if ever he sets foot in Barfordshire." 

"Well, then?" 

"WeU, then — I am not going to throw away a chance. 
The beggar had the impudence to spoon on my sister Zoe. 
That was my fault, not hers. He was an old college acquaint- 
ance, and I gave him opportunities : I deserve to be horse- 
whipped. However, I am not going to commit the same 
blunder twice. My sister is in your neighbourhood for a few 
days." 

"Ah!" 

" And perhaps you will be good enough to keep your eye 
on her." 

" I feel much honoured by such a commission. But you 
have not told me where Miss Vizard is." 

" With her aunt. Miss Maitland, at Somerville Villa, near 
Bagley. A propas, I had better tell you what she is there for, 
or your good Dowager will be asking her to parties. She has 
come to nurse her Aunt Maitland. The old lady is seriously 
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ill, and all our young coquettes are going in for nursing. We 
have a sick lady at our house^ I am sorry to say, and she is 
nursed like a queen by Doctress Gale and ex-Flirt Fanny 
Dover. Now is fulfilled the saying that was said*- 

' Oh woman, in oar honn of ease ;' 

I spare you the rest^ and simply remark that our Zoe^ fired 
by the example of these two ladies, has devoted herself to 
nursing Aunt Maitland. It is very good of her, but experi- 
ence tells me she will very soon find it extremely trying; 
and as she is a very pretty girl, and therefore a fit subject 
of male charity, you might pay her a visit now and then, and 
show her that this best of all possible worlds contains young 
gentlemen of distinction, with long and glossy beards, as well 
as peevish old women^ who are extra selfish and tyrannical 
when they happen to be sick." 

Uxmoor positively radiated as this programme was un- 
folded to him. Vizard observed that and chuckled inwardly. 

He then handed him the forged acceptances. 

Lord Uxmoor begged him to write down the facts on 
paper, and also his application for the warrant He did sa 
Lord Uxmoor locked the paper up, and the firiends parted. 
Vizard drove off, easy in his mind, and congratulating him- 
self, not unreasonably, on his little combination, by means 
of which he had provided his sister with a watch-dog, a com- 
panion, and an honourable lover, all in one. 

Uxmoor put on his hat and strode forth into his own 
grounds, with his heart beating high at this strange turn of 
things in favour of his love. 

Neither foresaw the strange combinations which were to 
arise out of an event that appeared so simple and one-sided. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

Ina Klosrino's cure was retarded by the state of her mind. 
The excitement and sharp agony her physician had feared 
died away as the fever of the brain subsided ; but then there 
settled down a grim, listless lethargy, which obstructed hep 
return to health and vigour. Once she said to Rhoda Gale, 
*' But I have nothing to get well for." As a nile, she did 
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not speak her mind^ Imt thought a great deal. She often 
asked after Zee; and her nurses could see that her one 
languid anxiety was somehow conoected with that lady. 
Yet she did not seem hostile to her now^ nor jealous. 
It was hard to understand her; she was reserved^ and 
very deep. 

The first relief to the deailly languor of her mind came 
to her from Music. That was no great wonder ; but, strange 
to say, the music that did her good was neither old enough 
to be revered, nor new enough to be &shionable. It was 
English music too, and pas*4e music. She came across a 
collection of Anglican anthems and services — ^written, most 
of it, towards the end of the last century and the beginning 
of this. The composers' names promised little: they were 
Blow, Nares, Greene, Kent, King, Jackson, &c. The words 
and the music of these compositions seemed to suit one 
another; and, as they were all quite new to her, she 
went through them sdmost eagerly, and hummed several 
of the strains, and with her white but now thin hand beat 
time to others. She even sent for Vizard, and said to 
him, ''You have a treasure here. Do you know these 
compositions ? " 

He inspected his treasure. *' I remember," said he, '' my 
mother used to sing this one, ' When the eye saw her, then 
it blessed her ; ' and parts of this one, ' Hear my prayer : ' 
and let me see, she used to sing this psalm, 'Praise the 
Lord,' by Jackson. I am ashamed to say I used to ask 
for 'Praise the Lord Jackson,' meaning to be funny, not 
devout" 

" She did not choose ill," said Ina. " I thought I knew 
English music, yet here is a whole stream of it new to me. 
Is it esteemed?" 

" I think it was once, but it has had its day." 

"That is strange; for here are some immortal qualities. 
These composers had brains, and began at the right end; 
they selected grand and tuneful words, great and pious 
thoughts; they impregnated themselves with those words, 
and produced appropriate music. The harmonies are some- 
times thin, and the writers seem scarcely to know the skill- 
ful use of discords ; but they had heart and invention ; 
they saw their way clear, before they wrote the first note : 
there is an inspired simplicity and fervour. If all these 
choice things are dead, they must have fallen upon bad 
interpreters." 
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** No doubt/' said Vizard, " so please get well, and let me 
hear these pious strains, which my poor dear mother loved so 
well, interpreted worthily." 

The Klosking's eyes filled. '* That is a temptation," said 
she simply. Then she turned to Rhoda Gale. "Sweet 
physician, he has done me good. He has given me some- 
thing to get well for." 

Vizard's heart yearned. '^ Do not talk like that," said he 
buoyantly; then in a broken voice, "Heaven forbid you 
should have nothing better to live for than that" 

"Sir," said she gravely, "I have nothing better to Hve for 
now than to interpret good music worthily," 

There was a painful silence. 

Ina broke it. She said, quite calmly, " First of all, I wish 
to know how others interpret these strains your mother loved, 
and I have the honour to agree with her." 

"Oh," said Vizard, "we will soon manage that for 
you. These things are not defunct; only unfashionable. 
Every choir in England has sung them, and can sing them, 
after a fashion; so, at 12 o'clodL to-morrow, look out — for 
squalls!" 

He mounted his horse, rode into the cathedral town — 
distant eight miles — and arranged with the organist for him- 
self, four leading boys, and three lay clerks. He was to send 
a carriage in for them, after the morning service, and return 
them in good time for vespers. 

Fanny told Ina Klosking, and she insisted on getting up. 

By this time Doctress Gale had satisfied herself that a 
little excitement was downright good for her patient, and 
led to refreshing sleep. So they dressed her loosely but 
very warmly, and rolled her to the window on her invalid 
couch, set at a high angle. It was a fine clear day in 
October, keen but genial ; and after muffling her well, they 
opened the window. 

While she sat there, propped high, and inhaling the pure 
air. Vizard conveyed his little choir, by another staircase, 
into the ante-chamber ; and, under his advice, they avoided 
preludes, and opened in full chorus with Jackson's song of 
praise. 

At the first burst of sacred harmony, Ina Klosking was 
observed to quiver all over. 

They sang it rather coarsely, but correctly and boldly, and 
with a pertain fervour. There were no operatic artifices to 
remind her of earth ; the purity and the harmony struck her 
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full. The great singer and sufferer lifted her clasped hands 
to God, and the tears flowed &st down her cheeks. 

These tears were balm to that poor lacerated soul, tormented 
by many blows. 

« lacrymarom fons, tenero sacros 
Dacemtiiim ortus ex animo, quater 

Felix, in tmo qui scatentem 
Pectore, te, pia uympha, sensit" 

Rhoda Gale, who hated music like poison, crept up to her, 
and enfolding her delicately, laid a pair of wet eyes softly on 
her shoulder. 

Vizard now tapped at the door, and was admitted from the 
music-room. He begged Ina to choose another composition 
from her book. She marked a service and two anthems, and 
handed him the volume, but begged they might not be done 
too soon, one after the other. That would be quite enough 
for one day, especially if they would be good enough to 
repeat the hymn of praise to conclude; ^^for," said she, 
" these are things to be digested." 

Soon the boys' puve voices rose again, and those poor dead 
English composers, with prosaic names, found their way again 
to the great foreign singer's soul. 

They sang an anthem, which is now especially despised by 
those great critics, the organists of the country — '' My Song 
shall be of Mercy and Judgment" 

The Klosking forgave the thinness of the harmony, and 
many little &iults in the vocal execution. The words, no 
doubt, went far with her, being clearly spoken. She sat 
meditating, with her moist eyes raised, and her face trans- 
figured, and at the end she murmured to Vizard, with her 
eyes still raised, ** After all, they are great and pious words, 
and the music has at least this crowning virtue — it means 
the words." Then she suddenly turned upon him and said, 
'' There is another person in this house who needs this con- 
solation as much as I do. Why does she not come? But 
perhaps she is with the musicians." 

'* Whom do you mean ? " 

" Your sister." 

''Why, she is not in the house." 

Ina Klosking started at that information, and bent her eyes 
keenly and inquiringly on him. 

"She left two days ago." 

''Indeed!" 
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" To nurse a sick aunt" 

*' Indeed ! Had she no other reason ? " 

'^ Not that I know of," said Vizard ; but he could not help 
colouring a little. 

The little choir now sang a service. King, in F. They sang 
the ^' Magnificat " rudely, and rather profanely, but recovered 
themselves in the " Dimittis." 

When it was over Ina whispered, '^'To be a light to 
lighten the Gentiles.' That is an inspired duet Oh, how 
it might be sung ! " 

" Of course it might," whispered Vizard ; " so you have 
something to get well for." 

"Ye8, my friend — ^thanks to you and your sainted 
mother." 

This, uttered in a voice which, under the healing influence 
of music, seemed to have regained some of its rich melody, 
was too much for our cynic, and he bustled off to hide his 
emotion, and invited the musicians to lunch. 

All the servants had been listening on the stairs, and the 
hospitable old butler plied the boys with sparkling Moselle, 
which, being himself reared on mighty port, he thought a 
light and playful wine — just the itdng for women and chil- 
dren. So after luncheon they sang rather wild, and the 
Klosking told Vizard drily that would do for the present 

Then he ordered the carriage for them, and asked Made- 
moiselle Klosking when she would like them again. 

" When can I ? " she inquired, rather timidly. 

« Every day, if you like — Sundays and all." 

" I must be content with every other day." 

Vizard said he would arrange it so, and was leaving her ; 
but she begged him to stay a moment 

'' She would be safer here," said she, very gravely. 

Vizard was taken aback by the suddenness of this return to 
a topic he was simple enough to think she had abandoned. 
However, he said, " She is safe enough. I have taken care 
of that, you may be sure." 

" You have done well, sir," said Ina, very gravely. 

She said no more to him; but just b^ore dinner Fanny 
came in, and Miss Gale went for a walk in the garden. Ina 
pinned Fanny directly. *' Where is Miss Vizard ? " said she 
quietly. 

Fanny coloured up; but seeing in a moment that fibs 
would be dangerous, said mighty carelessly, ''She is at 
Aunt Maitland'a." 
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" Where does the live, dear ? " 

« In a poky little place called 'Somerville Villa.' " 

" Far fifom this ? " 

"Not very. It is forty miles by the railway^ but not 
thirty by the road ; ajid Zoe went in the barouche all the 
way." 

Mademoiselle Klosking thought a little, and then taking 
Fanny Dover's hand, said to her, very sweetly, " I beg you 
to honour me with your confidence, and tell me something. 
Believe me, it is for no selfish motive I ask you ; but I think 
Miss Vizard is in danger. She is too £ur from her brother, 
and too far from me. Mr. Vizard says she is safe. Now, can 
you tell me what he means } How can she be sa& ? Is her 
heart turned to stone, like mine ? " 

''No, indeed," said Fanny. "Yes, I will be frank with 
you; for I believe you are wiser than any one of us. Zoe 
is not safe, left to hersel£ Her heart is anything but 
stone ; and heaven knows what wild, mad thing she might 
be 1^ into. But I know perfectly well what Vizard 
means. No, I don't like to tell it you alL It will give you 
pain." 

" There is little hope of that. I am past pain." 

"Well, then— Miss Gale will scold me." 

"No, she shall not" 

"Oh, I know you have got the upper hand even of her; 
so if you promise I shall not be scolded, I'll tell you. You 
see, I had my misgivings about this very thing; and as soon 
as Vizard came home — ^it was he who took her to Aunt 
Maitland — I asked him what precautions he had taken to 
hinder that man from getting hold of her again. Well then 
—oh, I ought to have begun by telling you Mr. Seveme 
forged bills to get money out of Harrington." 

" Good heavens ! " 

"Oh, Harrington will never punish him, if he keeps his 
distance; but he has advertised in aU the papers, warning 
him that, if he sets foot in Barfordshire, he will be arrested 
and sent to prison." 

Ina Klosking shook her head "When a man is in love 
with such a woman as that, dangers could hardly deter 
him." 

"That depends upon the man, I think. But Harrington 
has done better than that. He has provided her with a 
watch-doff — ^the best of all watch-dogs, another lover. Lord 
Uxmoor lives near Aunt Maitland, and he adores Zoe; so 
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Harrington has commissioned him to watch her, and cure 
her and all. I wish he'd cure me — an earl's coronet and 
twenty thousand a year ! " 

" You relieve my mind/' said Ina. Then, after a pause-— 
'* But let me ask you one question more. Why did you not 
tell me Miss Vizanl was gone ? " 

'^I don't know/' said Fanny, colouring up. "She told 
me not. 

"Who?" 

" Why, the Vixen in command. She orders everybody." 

'^ And why did she forbid you ? " 

"Don't know." 

" Yes, you do. Kiss me, dear. There, I will distress you 
with no more questions. Why should I ? Our instincts 
seldom deceive us. Well, so be it ; I ha\ e something more 
to get well for, and I will." 

Fanny looked up at her inquiringly. 

" Yes/' said she ; " the daughter of this hospitable house 
will never return to it whilst I am in it. Poor girl ! She 
thinks she is the injured woman. So be it. I will get well 
— and leave it" 

Fanny communicated this to Miss Gale, and all she said 
was, ^'She shall go no farther than Hillstoke, then; for I 
love her better than any man can love her." 

Fanny did not tell Vizard ; and he was downright happy, 
seeing the woman he loved recover, by slow degrees, her 
health, her strength, her colour, her voice. Parting was 
not threatened. He did not realise that they should 
ever part at all He had vague hopes that, whilst she 
was under his roof, opportunity might stand his friend, 
and she might requite his affection. All this would not 
bear looking into very closely ; for that very reason he took 
particular care not to look into it very closely, but hoped 
all things, and was happy. In this condition he received a 
little shock. 

A one-horse fly was driven up to the door, and a card 
brought in — 

" Mr. Joseph Ashmead." 

Vizard was always at home at Vizard Court, except to con- 
victed bores. Mr. Ashmead was shown into his study. 

Vizard knew him at a glance. The velveteen coat had 
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yielded to tweed; but another loud tie had succeeded to 
the one " that fired the air at Homburg." There, too, was 
the wash-leather face, and other traits Vizard professed to 
know an actress's lover by. Yes, it was the very man, at 
sight of whom he had fought down his admiration of La 
Klosking, and declined an introduction to her. Vizard knew 
the lady better now. But still he was a little jealous even 
of her acquaintances^ and thought this one unworthy of her ; 
so he received him with stiff but guarded politeness, leaving 
him to open his business. 

Ashmead, overawed by the avenue, the dozen gables, four 
score chimneys, &c., addressed him rather obsequiously, but 
with a certain honest trouble, that soon softened the bad 
impression caused by his appearance. 

^ Sir," said he, " pray excuse this intrusion of a stranger ; 
but I am in great anxiety. It is not for myself, but for 
a lady, a very distinguished lady, whose interests I am 
charged with. It is Mademoiselle Klosking, the famous 
singer." 

Vizard maintained a grim silence. 

'' You may have heard of her." 

'' I have.'^ 

^' I almost fancy you once heard her sing — at Homburg." 

« I did." 

''Then I am sure you must have admired her, being a 
gentleman of taste. Well, sir, it is near a fortnight since I 
heard from her." 

"Well, sir .J^" 

'' You will say, what is that to you ? But the truth is, she 
left me, in London, to do certain business for her, and she 
went down to this very place. I offered to come with her, 
but she declined To be sure, it was a delicate matter, and 
not at all in my way. She was to write to me, and report 
progress, and give me her address, that I might write to her ; 
but nearly a fortnight has passed. I have not received a 
single letter. I am in real distress and anxiety. A great 
career awaits her in England, sir; but this silence is so 
mysterious, so alarming, that I begin actually to hope she 
has played the fool, and thrown it all up, and gone abroad 
with that blackguard." 

'' What blackguard, sir ? " 

Joseph drew in his horns. ''I spoke too quick, sir," said 
he ; '' it is no business of mine. But these brilliant women 
are as mad as the rest in throwing away their affections, 
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They prefer a blackguard to a good man. It is the rule. 
Excuse my plain-speaking/' 

*' Mr. Ashmead/' said Vizard, " I may be able to answer 
your questions about this lady ; but, before I do so, it is right 
I should know how £sir you possess her confidence. To speak 
plainly, have you any objection to tell me what is the precise 
relation between you and her ? " 

" Certainly not, sir ; I am her theatrical agent" 

« Is that all?" 

"Not quite. I have been a good deal about her lately, 
and have seen her in deep distress. I think I may almost 
say I am her friend, though a very humble one." 

Vizard did not yet quite realise the truth, that this 
Bohemian had in his heart one holy spot, — his pure devotion 
and unsexual friendship for that great artist. Still his pre- 
judices were disarmed, and he said, ''Well, Mr. Ashmead, 
excuse my cross-questioning you. I will now give myself 
the pleasure of setting your anxieties at rest. Mademoiselle 
Klosking is in this house." 

Ashmead stared at him, and then broke out, ''In tliis 
house ? O Lord 1 how can that be ? " 

" It happened in a way very distressing to us all, though 
the result is now so delightful. Mademoiselle Klosking 
called here on a business with which, perhaps, you are ac- 
quainted" 

" I am, sir." 

" Unfortunately, she met with an accident in my very hall 
— an accident that endangered her life, sir ; and of course we 
took charge of her. She has had a zealous physician, and 
good nurses, and she is recovering slowly. She is quite out 
of danger, but still weak. I have no doubt she will be de- 
lighted to see you. Only, as we are all under the orders of 
her physician, and that physician is a woman, and a bit of a 
vixen, you must allow me to go and consult her first." 

Vizard retired, leaving Joseph happy, but mystified. 

He was not long alone* In less than a minute he had for 
companions some well-buttered sandwiches made with smoked 
ham, and a bottle of old Madeira. The solids melted in his 
mouth, the liquid ran through his veins like oil charged with 
electricity and elixir vitas. 

By-and-by a female servant came for him and ushered him 
into Ina Klosking's room. 

She received him with undisguised affection, and he had 
much ado to keep from crying. She made him sit down near 
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her in the vast embrasure of the window, and gave him a 
letter to read she had just written to him. 

They compared notes very rapidly ; but their discourse will 
not be given here^ because so much of it would be repetition. 

They were left alone to talk, and they did talk for more 
than an hour. The first interruption, indeed, was a red- 
tativo with chords, followed by a verse from the leading 
treble. 

Mr. Ashmead looked puzzled; the Klosking eyed him 
demurely. 

Before the anthem concluded. Vizard tapped, and was ad- 
mitted from the music-room. Ina smiled, and waved him to 
a chair. Both the men saw, by her manner, they were not 
to utter a sound while the music was going on. When it 
ceased she said, " Do you approve that, my fnend ? " 

" If it pleases you, madam," replied the wary Ashmead. 

" It does more than please me ; it does me good." 

" That reconciles me to it at once." 

'^ Oh, then you do not admire it for itself ? " 

'' Not — very — ^much." 

''Pray speak plainly. I am not a tyrant, to impose my 
tastes." 

" Well then, madam, I feel very grateful to anj^thing that 
does you good; otherwise, I should say the music was — 
rather dreary, and the singing — very insipid." 

The open struggle between Joseph's honesty and his awe 
of the Klosking tickled Vizard, so that he leaned back in 
his chair and laughed heartily. 

The Klosking smiled superior. ''He means," said she, 
" that the music is not operatic, and the boys do not clasp 
their hands, and shake their shoulders, and sing passionately, 
as women do in a theatre. Heaven forbid they should ! If 
this world is all passion, there is another which is all peace ; 
and these boys' sweet, artless tones, are the nearest thing 
we shall get in this world to the unimpassioned voices of 
the angels. They are fit instruments for pious words set 
by composers who, however obscure they may be, were men 
inspired, and have written immortal strains, which, as I hear 
them, seem hardly of this world — ^they are so free from all 
mortal dross." 

Vizard assented warmly. Ashmead asked permission to 
hear anotiier. They sang the " Magnificat" by King, in F. 

" Upon my word," saki Ashmead, " there is a ^>od deal 
of'go^inthat" 
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Then they sang the '' Nunc Dimittis." He said, a little 
drily, there was plenty of repose in that 

''My friend," said she, ''there is — ^to the honour of the 
composer. The ' Magnificat ' is the bright and lofty ex- 
ultation of a young woman, who has borne the Messiali, 
and does not foresee His sufferings, only the boon to 
the world and the glory to herself. But the 'Dimittis' 
is the very opposite. It is a gentle joy, and the world 
contentedly resigned by a good old man, fatigued, who has 
run his race and longs to sleep after life's fever. When 
next you have the good fortune to hear that song, think 
you see the sun descending red and calm after a day of 
storms, and an aged Christian saying, 'Good night,' — and 
you will honour poor dead King as I do. The music 
that truly reflects great words was never yet small music, 
write it who may." 

"You are right, madam," said Ashmead. "When I 
doubted its being good music, I suppose I meant saleable." 

" Ah, voUd I " said the Klosking. Then, turning to Vizard 
for sympathy, "What this faithful friend understands by 
good music, is music that can be sold for a good deal of 
money." 

"Tnat is so," said Ashmead stoutly. "I am a theatrical 
agent. You can't make a silk purse out of a sow's ear. You 
have tried it more than once, you know, but it would not 
work." 

Ashmead amused Vizard, and he took him into his study, 
and had some more conversation with him. He even asked 
him to stay in the house ; but Ashmead was shy, and there 
was a theatre at Taddington. So he said he had a good deal 
of business to do ; he had better make the " Swan " his head- 
quarters. "I shall be at your service all the same, sir, or 
Mademoiselle Klosking's." 

" Have a glass of Madeira, Mr. Ashmead." 

" Well, sir, to tell the truth, I haoe had one or two." 

" Then it knows the road." 

" You are very good, sir. What Madeira ! Is this the 
wine the doctors ran down a few years ago ? They couldn't 
have tasted it" 

" Well, it is like ourselves, improved by travelling. That 
has been twice to India," 

"It will never go again, past me," said Ashmead gaily. 
" My mouth is a cape it will never weather." 

lie went to his inn. 
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Before he had been there ten minutes^ up rattled a smart 
servant in a smart dog-cart. 

" Hamper — ^for Joseph Ashmead^ Esquire." 

" Anything to pay ? " 

''What for?— it's from Vizard Court" 

And the dog-cart rattled away. 

Joseph was in the hall, and witnessed this phenomenon. 
He said to himself, '' I wish I had a vast acquaintance — all 

COUNTRY GENTLEMEN." 

That afternoon Ina Klosking insisted on walking up 
and down the room, supported by Mesdemoiselles Gale 
and Dover. The result was fatigue and sleep; that 
isalL 

** To-morrow/' said she, " I will have but one live crutch. 
I must and will recover my strength," 

In the evening she insisted on both ladies dining with Mr. 
Vizard. Here, too, she had her way. 

Vizard was in very good spirits, and when the servants 
were gone, complimented Miss Gale on her skill. 

" Our skill, you mean," said she. " It was you who pre- 
scribed this new medicine of the mind, the psalms and 
hymns and spiritual songs ; and it was you who administered 
the Ashmead, and he made her laugh, or nearly — and that 
we have never been able to do. She must take a few 
grains of Ashmead every day. The worst of it is, I am 
afraid we shall cure her too quickly; and then we shall 
lose her. But that was to be expected. I am verv un- 
fortunate in my attachments. I always was. If I fall in 
love with a woman, she is sure to hate me, or else die, or 
olse fly away. I love this one to distraction, so she is sure 
to desert me, because she couldn't misbehave, and I won't 
Ui her die." 

''Well," said Vizard, ''you know what to do. Retard the 
cure. That is one of the arts of your profession." 

" And so it is ; but how can I, when I love her ? No, we 
must have recourse to our benevolent tyrant again. He 
must get Mass Vizard back here, before my goddess is well 
enough to spread her wings and fly." 

Vizaid looked puzzled. "This," said he, "sounds like a 
riddle, or female logic." 

. " It is both," said Rhoda. " Miss Dover, give him the mot 
dSnigme, I'm off — to the patient I adore." 

She vanished swiftly; and Vizard looked to Fanny for si 
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solution. But Fanny seemed rather vexed with Miss Gale, 
and said nothing. Then he pressed her to explain. 

She answered him, with a certain reluctance, ''Mademoi* 
selle Rlosking has taken into her head tiiat Zoe will never 
return to this house whilst she is in it." 

" Who put that into her head, now ? " said Vizard bitterly. 

'' Nobody, upon my honour. A woman's instinct." 

''Well?" 

" She is horrified at the idea of keeping your sister out of 
her own house, so she is getting well to go ; and the strength 
of her will is such that she will get well." 

" All the better ; but Zoe will soon get Ured of Somerville 
Villa. A little persuasion will bring her home, especially if 
you were to offer to take her place." 

"Oh, I would do that to oblige you, Harrington, if I saw 
any good at the end of it. But please think twice. How 
can Zoe and that lady ever stay under the same roof? How 
can they meet at your table, and speak to each other ? They 
are rivals." 

''They are both getting cured; and neither will ever see 
the villain again." 

"I hope not; but who can tell? Well, never mind 
them. If their eyes are not opened by this time, they will 
get no pity from me. It is you I think of now." Then, 
in a hesitating way, and her cheeks mantling higher and 
higher with honest blushes — "You have suffered enough 
already from women. I know it is not my business, but 
it does grieve me to see you going into trouble again. 
What good can come of it ? Her connection with that man, 
so recent, and so — strange. The world mil interpret its own 
way. Your position in the county — every eye upon you. 
I see the way in — ^no doubt it is strewed with flowers ; but 
I see no way out Be brave in time, Harrington. It will 
not be the first time. She must be a good woman somehow, 
or &ces, eyes, and voices, and ways, are all a lie. But if she 
is good, she is verj' unfortunate; and she will give you a 
sore heart for life if you don't mind. I'd clench my teeth, 
and shut my eyes, and let her go in time." 

Vizard groaned aloud, and at that a tear or two rolled 
down Fanny's burning clieeks. 

" You are a good little girl," said Vizard affectionately ; 
"but I cannot" 

He hung his head despondently and muttered, "I see 
no way out either; but I yield to &te. I feared her, and 
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fled from her. She has followed me. I can resist no 
more. I drift. Some men never know happiness. I 
shall have had a happy fortnight, at all events. I thank 
youj and respect you for your advice; but I can't take 
it So now I suppose you will be too much offended to 
oblige me." 

"Oh dear, no." 

" Would you mind writing to Aunt Maitland, and saying 
you would like to take Zoe's place ? " 

''I will do it with pleasure, to oblige you. Besides, it 
will be a fib, and it is so long since I have told a good fib. 
When shaU I write?" 

" Oh, about the end of the week." 

"Yes, that will be time enough. Miss Gale won't let her 
go till next week. Ah, after all, how nice and natural it 
is to be naughty ! Fibs and flirtation, welcome home ! This 
is the beauty of being good — and I shall recommend it to 
all my friends on this very account — ^you can always leave 
off at a moment's notice, without any trouble. Now, 
naughtiness sticks to you like a burr." 

So, with no more ado, this new Mentor became Vizard's 
accomplice, and they agreed to get Zoe back before the 
Klosking could get strong enough to move with her 
physician's consent. 

As the hamper of Madeira was landed in the hall of the 
" Swan " inn, a genial voice cried, " You are in luck." Ash- 
mead turned, and there was Poikilus peering at him from 
the doorway of the commercial room. 

" What is the game now ? " thought Ashmead. But what 
he said was, '^ Why, I know that fece. I declare, it is the 
gent that treated me at Homburg. Bring in the hamper, 
Dick." Then to Poikilus, « Have ye dined yet ? " 

"No. Going to dine in half an hour. Roast gosling. 
Just enough for two." 

" Well divide it, if you like, and I'll stand a bottle of old 
Madeira. My old friend. Squire Vizard, has just sent it me. 
rU just have a splash ; dinner will be ready by then." He 
bustled out of the room, but said as he went, " I say, old 
man, open the hamper, and put two bottles just withki the 
smile of the fire." 

He then went upstairs, and plunged his head in cold 
water, to clear his faculties for the encounter. 

The friends sat down to dinner, and afterwards to the 
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Madeura^ both gay and genial outside, but mrithin full of 
design — their object being to pump each other. 

In the encounter at Homburg, Ashmead had an ad« 
vantage ; Poikilus thought himself unknown to Ashmead. 
But this time there was a change. Poikilus knew by this 
time that La Klosking had gone to Vizard Court How 
she had known Seveme was there puzzled him a good 
deal ; but he had ended by suspecting Ashmead, in a vague 
way. 

The parties, therefore, met on even terms. Ashmead 
resolved to learn what he could about Seveme, and Poikilus 
to learn what he could about Zoe Vizard and Mademoiselle 
Klosking. 

Ashmead opened the balL " Been long here ? " 

"Just come." 

"Business?" 

"Yes. Want to see if there's any chance of my getting 
paid for that job." 

"What job?" 

" Why, the Homburg job. Look here — I don't know why 
I should have any secrets firom a good fellow like you ; only 
you must not teU anybody else." 

"Oh, honour bright!" 

'• Well, then, 1 am a detective.** 

" Ye don't mean that ? " 

"I'm Poikilus." 

" Good heavens ! Well, I don't care. I haven't murdered 
anybody. Here's your health, Poikilus. I say, you could 
teU a tale or two." 

"That I could. But I'm out of luck this time. The 
gentleman that employed me has mizzled ; and he promised 
me fifty pounds. I came down here in hopes of finding him. 
Saw him once in this neighbourhood." 

" Well, you won't find him here, I don't think. You must 
excuse me, but your employer is a villain. He has knocked 
a lady down, and nearly killed her." 

"You don't say that?" 

"Yes, that beautiful lady, the singer, you saw in Hom<» 
burg." 

^^ What ! the lady that said he should have his money ? " 

"The same." 

" Why, he must be mad." 

"No,— a scoundrel ; that is all*' 

" Then she won't give him his money after thi^t ? ** 
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" Not if I can help it Bat if she likes to pay you your 
commission^ I shall not object to that" 

" You are a good fellow." 

" What is more, I shall see her to-morrow, and I will put 
the question to her for you." 

Poikilus was profuse in his thanks, and said he began 
to think it was his only chance. Then he had a misgiving. 
''I have no claim on Uie lady," said he; ^'and I am afraid 
I have been a bad friend to her. I did not mean it though, 
and the whole affair is dark to me." 

"You are not very sharp, then, for a detective," said 
Ashmead. "Well, shut your mouth and open your eyes. 
Your Mr. Seveme was the lady's lover, and preyed upon 
her. He left her; she was fool enough to love him still, 
and pined for him. He is a gambler, and was gambling 
by my side when Mademoiselle Klosking came in; so he 
cut his lucky, and left me fifty pounds to play for him, 
and she put the pot on, and broke the bank. I didn't 
know who he was, but we found it out by his photograph, 
llien you came smelling afker the money, and we sold 
you nicely, my fine detective. We made it our business 
to know where you wrote to. Vizard Court She went 
down there, and found him just going to be married to 
a beautiful young lady. She collared him. He flung her 
down, and cut her temple open — nearly killed her. She 
lies ill in the house ; and the other young lady is gone away 
broken-hearted. " 

"Whereto?" 

" How should I know ? What is that to you ? " 

"Why, don't you see? Wherever she is, he won't be 
far off. He likes her best, don't he ? " 

"It don't follow that she likes him, now she has found 
him out He had better not go after her, or he'll get a 
skinful of broken bones. My friend. Squire Vizard, is the 
man to make short work with him, if he caught the black- 
guard spooning after his sister." 

" And serve him right Still, I wish I knew where that 
young lady is." 

" I daresay I could learn, if 1 made it my business." 

Having brought the matter to that point, Poikilus left 
it, and simply made himself agreeable. He told Ashmead 
his experiences ; and as they were, many of them, strange 
and dramatic, he kept him a delighted listener till mid- 
night 
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The next day Ashmead visited Mademoiselle Rlosking, 
and found her walking up and down the room with her 
hand on Miss Gale's shoulder. 

She withdrew into the embrasure, and had some con- 
fidential talk with him. As a matter of course, he told 
her about Poikilus, and that be was hunting down Seveme 
for his money. 

''Indeed!" said the Klosking. ''Please tell me every 
word that passed between you." 
. He did so, as nearly as he could remember. 

Mademoiselle Klosking leaned her brow upon her hand 
a considerable time, in thought. Then she turned on 
Ashmead, and said quietly, "That Poikilus is still acting 
for him, and the one thing they desire to learn is where to 
find Miss Vizard, and delude her to her ruin." 

" No, no," cried Ashmead violently ; but the next moment 
his countenance fell. " You are wiser than I am," said he ; 
"it may be. Confound the sneak! I'll give it him, next 
time I see him. Why, he must love villainy for its own sake. 
I as good as said you would pay him his fifty pounds." 

" What fifty pounds ? His fifty pounds is a fabehood like 
himself. Now, my friend^ please take my instructions, my 
positive instructions." 

" Yes, madam." 

"You will not change your friendly manner. Show no 
suspicion nor anger. If they are cunning, we must be 
wise; and the wise always keep their temper. You will 
say Miss Vizard has gone to Ireland, but to what part is 
only known to her brother. Tell him this, and be very 
free and communicative on all other subjects ; for this alone 
has any importance now. As for me, I can easily learn 
where Somerville Villa is ; and, in a day or two, shall send 
you to look afler her. One thing is clear — I had better 
lose no time in recovering my strength. Well, my will is 
strong; I will lose no time. Your arm, monsieur;" and 
she resumed her promenade. 

Ashmead, instructed as above, dined again with the de- 
tective; but out of revenge gave him but one bottle of 
Madeira. As they sipped it, he delivered a great many 
words; and in the middle of them said, "Oh, by-the-bye, 
I asked after that poor young lady. Gone to Ireland, but 
they didn't know what part" 

After dinner, Ashmead went to the theatre. When he 
came back^ Poikilus was gone. 
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So did Wisdom baflSe Canning that time. 

But Cunning did not really leave the field; that very 
evening an aged man, in green spectacles, was inquiring 
about the postal arrangements to Vizard Court; and the 
next day he might have been seen, in a back street of 
Taddington, talking to the village postman, and afterwards 
drinking with him. It was Poikilus groping his way. 



CHAPTER XXV 

A FEW words avail to describe the sluggish waters of the 
Dead Sea, but what pen can portray the Indian Ocean lashed 
and tormented by a cyclone ? 

Even so, a few woids have sufficed to show that Ina Klos- 
king's heart was all benumbed and deadened ; and, with the 
help of insult, treachery, loss of blood, brain-fever, and self- 
esteem rebelling against villainy, had outlived its power of 
suffering poignant torture. 

But I cannot sketch in a few words, nor paint in many, the 
tempest of passion in Zoe Vizard. Yet it is my duty to try 
and give the reader some little insight into the agony, the 
changes, the fury, the grief, the tempest of passion, in a 
virgLQ heart. In such a nature, the great passions of the 
mind often rage as fiercely, or even more so, than in older 
and experienced women. 

Literally, Zoe Vizard loved Edward Seveme one minute 
and hated him the next ; gave him up for a traitor, and then 
vowed to believe nothing until she had heard his explana- 
tion; burned with ire at his silence, sickened with dismay 
at his silence. Then, for a while, love and faith would get 
the upper hand, and she would be quite calm. Why should 
she torment herself? An old sweetheart, abandoned long 
ago, had come between them; he had, unfortunately, done 
the woman an injury in his wild endeavour to get away 
from her. Well; what business had she to use force? No 
doubt he was ashamed, afflicted at what he had done, being 
a man ; or was in despair, seeing that lady installed in her 
brother's house, and her story, probably a parcel of falsehoods, 
listened to. 

Then she would have a gleam of joy ; for she knew he had 
not written to Ina Klosking. But soon Despondency came 
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down like a dark cloud; for she said to herself, ''He has 
left us both. He sees the woman he does not love will not 
let him have the one he does love ; and so he has lost hearty 
and will have no more to say to either." 

When her thoughts took this turn, she would ciy piteously; 
but not for long. She would dry her eyes, and bum with 
wrath all round ; she would still hate her rival, but call her 
lover a coward — a contemptible coward. 

After her day of raging, and grieving, and doubting, and 
fearing, and hoping, and despairing, night overtook her with 
an exhausted body, a bleeding heart, and weeping eyes. 
She had been so happy — on the very brink of paradise ; and 
now she was deserted. Her pillow was wet every night. 
She cried in her very sleep; and when she woke in the 
morning, her body was always quivering; and in the very 
act of waking came a horror and an instinctive reluctance 
to face the light that was to bring another day of misery. 

Such is a fair, though loose, description of her condition. 

The slight filip given to her spirits by the journey did 
her a morsel of good ; but it died away. Having to nurse 
Aunt Maitland did her a little good at first. But she soon 
relapsed into herself, and became so distraite that Aunt 
Maitland, who was all self, being an invalid, began to speak 
sharply to her. 

On the second day of her visit to Somerville Villa, as she 
sat brooding at the foot of her aunt's bed, suddenly she 
heard horses' feet, and then a ring at the hall-door. Her 
heart leaped. Perhaps he had come to explain all. He 
might not choose to go to Vizard Court What if he had 
been watching as anxiously as herself, and had seized the first 
opportunity ? In a moment her pale cheek rivalled carmine. 

The girl brought up a card — 

"Lord Uxmoor." 

The colour died away directly. "Say I am very sony, 
but at this moment I cannot leave my aunt." 

The girl stared with amazement, and took down the 
message. 

Uxmoor rode away. 

Zoe felt a moment's pleasure. No ; if she could not see 
the right man, she would not see the wrong. That at least 
was in her power. 

Nevertheless, in the course of the day, remembering 
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Uxmoor^s worthy and the pain she had already given him, 
she was almost sorry she had indulged herself at his 
expense. 

Superfluous contrition ! He came next day as a matter of 
course. She liked him none the better for coming, but she 
went downstairs to him. 

He came towards her, but started back, and uttered an 
exclamation. '^ You are not well," he said, in tones of tender- 
ness and dismay. 

''Not very," she faltered; for his open, manly concern 
touched her. 

''And you have come here to nurse this old lady? Indeed, 
Miss Vizard, you need nursing yourself. You know it is some 
time since I had the pleasure of seeing you, and the change 
is alarming. May I send you Dr. Atkins, my mother's 
physician ? " 

" I am much obliged to you. No." 

"Oh, I forgot. You have a physician of your own sex. 
Why is she not looking after you ?" 

"Miss Gale is better employed. She is at Vizard G>urt 
in attendance on a far more brilliant person — Mademoiselle 
Klosking, a professional singer. Perhaps you know her ? " 

" I saw her at Homburg/ 

"Well, she met with an accident in our hall — a serious 
one ; and Harrington took her in, and has placed all his 
resources — ^his lady physician and all — at her service : he is 
so fond of music" 

A certain satirical bitterness peered through these words ; 
but honest Uxmoor did not notice it. He said, " Then I wish 
you would let me be your doctor — for want of a better." . 

" And you think you can cure me ? " said 2^e satirically. 

"It does seem presumptuous. But, at least, I could do 
you a little good, if you could be got to try my humble 
prescription." 

" What is it } " said Zoe listlessly. 

" It is my mare Phillis. She is the delight of every lady 
who mounts her. She is thoroughbred, lively, swift, gentle, 
docile, amiable, perfect. Ride her on these downs, an hour 
or two every day. Til send her over to-morrow. May I ?" 

"If you like. Rosa would pack up my riding-habit. ' 

" Rosa was a prophetess." 

Next day came Phillis, saddled, and led by a groom on 
horseback; and Uxmoor soon followed on an old hunter. 
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He lifted Zoe to her saddle^ and away they rode, the groom 
following at a respectful distance. 

When they got on the downs they had a delightful canter ; 
but Zoe, in her fevered state of mind, was not content with 
that. She kept increasing the pace, till the old hunter could 
no longer live with the young filly ; and she galloped away 
from Lord Uxmoor^ and made him ridiculous in the eyes of 
his groom. 

The truth is, she wanted to get away from him. 

He drew the rein, and stood stock-still. She made a circuit 
of a mile and came up to him with heightened colour and 
flashing eyes, looking beautiful. 

« Well ? " said she. " Don't you like galloping ? " 

''Yes, but I don't like cruelty." 

"Cruelty!" 

" Look at the mare's tail how it is quivering, and her flanks 
panting ! And no wonder. You have been over twice the 
Derby course, at a racing pace. Miss Vizard, a horse is not a 
steam-engine." 

" I'll never ride her again," said Zoe. " I did not come 
here to be scolded. I will go home." 

They walked slowly home in silence. Uxmoor hardly knew 
what to say to her ; but at last he murmured apologetically, 
"Never mind the poor mare, if you are any better for 
galloping her." 

She waited a moment before she spoke^ and then she said, 
" Well, yes ; I am better. I'm better for my ride, and better 
for my scolding. Good-bye." (Meaning for ever.) 

"Good-bye," said he, in the same tone. Only he sent 
the mare next day, and followed her on a young thorough- 
bred. 

" What ! " said Zoe ; " am I to have another trial ? " 

" And another after that." 

So this time she would only canter very slowly, and kept 
stopping every now and then to inquire satirically, if that 
would distress the mare. 

But Uxmoor was too good-humoured to quarrel for nothing. 
He only laughed and said, " You are not the only lady who 
takes a horse for a machine." 

These rides did her bodily health some permanent good ; 
but their effect on her mind was fleeting. She was in fair 
spirits when she was actually bounding through the air ; but 
she collapsed afterwards. 

At first, when she used to think that Seveme never came 
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near her^ and Uxmoor was so constant^ she almost hated 
Uxmoor. So little does the wrong man profit by doing the 
right thing for a woman. I admit that^ though not a deadly 
woman-hater myself. 

But by-and-by she was impartially bitter against them 
both; the wrong man for doing the right thing, and the 
right man for not doing it 

As the days rolled by, and Seveme did not appear^ her 
indignation and wounded pride began to mount above her 
love. A beautiful woman counts upon pursuit, and thinks 
a man less than a man if he does not love her well enough 
to find her, though hid in the caves of ocean or the laby- 
rinths of Bermondsey. 

She said to herself, " Then he has no explanation to offer. 
Another woman has frightened him away from me. I have 
wasted my affections on a coward." Her bosom boiled with 
love, and contempt, and wounded pride ; and her mind was 
tossed to and fro like a leaf in a storm. She began, by force 
of will, to give Uxmoor some encouragement ; only, after it, 
she writhed and wept. 

At last, finding herself driven to and fro like a leaf, she 
told Miss Maitland all, and sought counsel of her. She must 
have something to lean on. 

The old lady was better by this time, and spoke kindly to 
her. She said Mr. Seveme was charming, and she was not 
bound to give him up because another lady had past claims 
on him. But it appeared to her that Mr. Seveme himself 
had deserted her. He had not written to her. Probably 
he knew something that had not yet transpired, and had 
steeled himself to the separation for good reasons. It was a 
decision she must accept Let her then consider how forlorn 
is the condition of most deserted women compared with hers. 
Here was a devoted lover, whom she esteemed, and who 
could offer her a high position and an honest love. If she 
had a mother, that mother would almost force her to engage 
herself at once to Lord Uxmoor. Having no mother, the 
best thing she could do would be to force herself — ^to say 
some irrevocable words, and never look back. It was the 
lot of her sex not to marry the first love ; and to be all the 
happier in the end for that disappointment, though at the 
time it always seemed eternal 

All this, spoken in a voice of singular kindness, by one 
who used to be so sharp, made Zoe's tears flow gently, and 
somewhat cooled her raging heart 
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She began now to submit^ and only cry at intervals, and 
let herself drift ; and Uxmoor visited her every day, and she 
found it impossible not to esteem and regard him. 

Nevertheless, one afternoon, just about his time, she was 
seized with such an aversion to his courtship, and such a 
revolt against the slope she seemed gliding down, that she 
flung on her bonnet and shawl, and darted out of the house 
to escape him. She said to the servant, " I am gone for a 
walk, it anybody calls." 

Uxmoor did call, and receiving this message, he bit his 
lip ; sent the horse home, and walked up to the windmill, 
on the chance of seeing her anywhere. He had already 
observed she was never long in one mood : and as he was 
always in the same mind, he thought perhaps he might be 
tolerably welcome, if he could meet her unexpected. 

Meantime Zoe walked very fast to get away from the 
house as soon as possible, and she made a round of nearly 
five miles, walking through two villages, and on her return 
lost her way. However, a shepherd showed her a bridle- 
road, which, he told her, would soon take her to Somerville 
Villa, through '^the small pastures;" and, accordingly, she 
came into a succession of meadows not very large. They 
were all fenced, and gated; but the gates were only shut, 
not locked. This was fortunate ; for they were new five- 
barred gates, and a lady does not like getting over these even 
in solitude. Her clothes are not adapted. 

There were sheep in some of these, cows in others, and 
the pastures wonderfully green and rich, being always well 
manured and fed down by cattle. 

Zoe's love of colour was soothed by these emerald fields, 
dotted ¥dth white sheep and red cows. 

In the last field,before the lane that led to the village, a single 
beast was grazing, Zoe took no notice of him, and walked on ; 
but he took wonderful notice of her, and stared, then gave 
a disagreeable snort He took offence at her Indian shawl ; 
and, idfter pawing the ground and erecting his tail, he came 
straight at her, at a tearing trot, and his tail out behind him. 

Zoe saw, and screamed violently, and ran for the gate ahead, 
which, of course, was a few yards feirther from her than the 
gate behind. She ran for her life ; but the bull, when he saw 
that, broke into a gallop directly, and came up fast with hen 
She could not escape. 

At that moment a man vaulted clean over the gate, tore 
a pitchfork out of a heap of dung that luckily stcwd in the 
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corner^ and boldly confronted the raging bull, just in time ; 
for at that moment Zoe lost heart, and crouched, screaming, in 
the side ditch, with her hands before her eyes. 

The new-comer, rash as his conduct seemed, was country- 
bred, and knew what he was about. He drove a prong clean 
through the great cartilage of the bull's mouth, and was 
knocked down like a ninepin, with the broken staff of the 
pitchfork in his hand; and the bull reared in the air with 
agony, the prong having gone clean through his upper lip, in 
two places, and fastened itself, as one fastens a pin, in that 
leathery but sensitive organ. 

Now Uxmoor was a university athlete ; he was no sooner down 
than up. So when the bull came down from his rearing and 
turned to massacre his assailant, he was behind him, and seizing 
his tail, twisted it, and delivered a thundering blow on his back- 
bone, and followed it up by a shower of them on his ribs. " Run 
to the gate, Zoe ! " he roared. Whack ! — ^whack ! — whack I 
" Run to the gate, I tell you ! " Whack ! — ^whack ! — ^whack I 
whack ! — whack ! 

Thus ordered, Z/oe Vizard, who would not have moved of 
herself, being in a collapse of fear, scudded to the gate, got 
on the right side of it, and looked over, with two eyes like 
saucers. She saw a sight incredible to her. Instead of letting 
the bull alone, now she was safe, Uxmoor was sticking to 
him like a ferret. The bull ran, tossing his nose with pain, 
and bellowing ; Uxmoor, dragged by the tail, and compelled 
to follow, in preposterous, giant strides, barely touching the 
ground with the point of his toe, pounded the creature's ribs 
with such blows as Zoe had never dreamed possible. They 
sounded like flail on wooden floor, and each blow was accom- 
panied with a loud jubilant shout. Presently, being a five's 
player, and ambidexter, he shifted his hand, and the tremen- 
dous whacks resounded on the bull's left side.^ The bull, thus 
belaboured, and resounding like the big drum, made a circuit 
of the field, but found it all too hot. He knew his way to a 
certain quiet farmyard ; he bolted, and came bang at Zoe once 
more with furious eyes and gore-distOling nostrils. 

But this time she was on the right side of the gate. 

Yet she drew back, in dismay, as the bull drew near ; and 
she was right, for, in his agony and amazement, the unwieldy 
but sinewy brute leaped the five-barred gate, and cleared it all 
but the top rail. That he burst through, as if it had been 
paper, and dragged Uxmoor after him, and pulled him down 
and tore him some yards along the bard road on his back, and 
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bumped his head against a stone, and so got rid of him ; then 
pounded away down the lane, snorting, and bellowing, and 
bleeding, the prong still stuck through his nostrils like a 
pin« 

Zioe ran to Uxmoor with looks of alarm and tender concern, 
and lifted his head to her tender bosom ; for his clothes were 
torn, and his cheeks and hands bleeding. But he soon shook 
off his confusion, and rose without assistance. 

" Have you got over your fright ? " said he ; " that is the 
question." 

" Oh, yes ! yes ! It is only you I am alarmed for. It is 
much better I should be killed than you." 

'^ Killed ! I never had better fun in my life. It was 
glorious. I stuck to him, and hit — ^there, I have not had 
anything I could hit as hard as I wanted to, since I used to 
fight ¥dth my cousin Jack at Eton. Oh, Miss Vizard, it was 
a whirl of Elysium. But I am sorry you were frightened. 
Let me take you home." 

" Oh yes, but not that way ; that is the way the monster 
went ? " quivered Zoe. 

'^ Oh, he has had enough of us." 

" But I have had too much of him. Take me some other 
road — a hundred miles round. How I tremble ! " 

" So you do. Take my arm. No, putting the tips of your 
fingers on it is no use ; take it really — ^you want support Be 
courageous, now — ^we are very near home." 

Zoe trembled, and cried a little, to conclude the incident, 
but walked bravely home on Uxmoor s arm. 

In the hall at Somerville Villa she saw him change colour, 
and insisted on his taking some port wine. 

" I shall be very glad," said he. 

A decanter was brought He filled a large tumbler and 
drank it off like water. 

This was the first intimation he gave Zoe that he was in 
pain, and his nerves hard tried ; nor did she indeed arrive at 
that conclusion until he had left her. 

Of course she carried all this to Aunt Maitland. That 
lady was quite moved by the adventure. She sat up in 
bed, and listened with excitement and admiration. She 
descanted on Lord Uxmoor's courage and chivalry, and con- 
gratulated Zoe that such a pearl of manhood had fallen 
at her feet "Why, child," said she, "surely, after this, 
3'ou will not hesitate between this gentleman and a beggarly 
adventurer who has nothing, not even the courage of a man. 
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Turn your back on all such rubbisli, and be the queen of the 
county. I'd be content to die to-morrow if I could see you 
Countess of Uxmoor." 

" You shall live and see it^ dear aunt/' said Zoe^ kissing 
her. 

''Well/' said Miss Maitland, ''if anything can cure me, 
that will. And really/' said she, " I feel better ever since 
that brave fellow began to bring you to your senses." 

Adnuration and gratitude being now added to esteem^ 
Zoe received Lord Uxmoor next day with a certain timidity 
and half-tenderness she had never shown before ; and 
as he was by nature a rapid wooer, he saw his chance, 
and stayed much longer than usual ; and, at last, hazarded 
a hope that he might be allowed to try and win her 
heart 

Thereupon she began to fence, and say that love was all 
folly. He had her esteem and her gratitude, and it would 
be better for both of them to confine their sentiments within 
those rational bounds. 

"That I cannot do,^' said Uxmoor; "so I must ask your 
leave to be ambitious. Let me try and conquer your affec- 
tion." 

"As you conquered the bull ?" 

"Yes; only not so rudely, nor so quickly, I'U be 
bound." 

" Well, I don't know why I should object I esteem you 
more than anybody in the world. You are my beau4deal of 
a man. If you can make me love you, all the better for me. 
Only, I am afraid you cannot" 

"May I try?" 

" Yes," said JZoe, blushing carnation. 

" May I come every day ? " 

" Twice a day, if you like." 

" I think I shall succeed — in time." 

" I hope you mav." 

Then he kissed her hand devotedly — ^the first time in his 
life — and went away on wings. 

Zoe fiew up to her Aunt Maitland, flushed and agitated. 
"Aunt, I'm as good as engaged to him. I have said such 
unguaided things. I'm sure he will understand it that I 
consent to receive his addresses as my lover. Not that I 
really said so." 

" I hope," said Aunt Maitland, " that you have committed 
yourself somehow or other, and caqnot go back." 
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'' I think I have. Yes ; it is all over. I cannot go back 
now." 

Then she burst out crying. Then she was near chok- 
ing^ and had to smell her aunt's salts^ while still the tears 
ran fast 

Miss Maitland received this with perfect composure. She 
looked on them as the last tears of regret given to a foolish 
attachment at the moment of condemning it for ever. She 
was old^ and had seen these final tears shed by more than 
one loving woman^ just before entering on her day of sun- 
shine. 

And now Zoe must be alone^ and vent her swelling heart. 
She tied a handkerchief round her head^ and darted into the 
garden. She went round and round it> with fleet foot and 
beating pulses. 

The sun began to decline^ and a cold wind to warn her in. 
She came^ for the last time^ to a certain turn of the gravel 
walk^ where there was a Uttle iron gate leading into the 
wooded walk from the meadows. 

At that gate she found a man. She started back, and 
leaned against the nearest tree, with her hands behind 
her. 

It was Edward Seveme— all in black, and pale as death ; 
but not paler than her own face turned in a moment 

Indeed, they looked at each other, like two ghosts. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

Zoe was the first to speak, or rather to gasp. '* Why do you 
come here ? " 

" Because you are here." 

'^ And how dare you come where I am ? — now your false- 
hood is found out and flung into my very face ! " 

" I have never been false to you. At this moment I suffer 
for my fidelity." 

'' You suffer ! I am glad of it How ? " 

'' In many ways ; but they are all light compared with my 
fear of losing your love." 

"I will listen to no idle words," said Zoe sternly. "A 
lady claimed you before my face. Why did you not stand firm 
like a man and say, ' You have no claim on me now ; I have 
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a right to love another, and I do?' Why did you fly? — 
because you were guilty." 

''No/' said he doggedly. '' Surprised, and confounded; 
but not guilty. Fool ! — ^idiot ! — that I was. I lost my head 
entirely. Yes, it is hopeless. You mutt despise me. You 
have a right to despise me." 

"Don't tell me," said Zoe; "you never lose your head. 
You are always self-possessed and artfuL Would to heaven 
I had never seen you I " She was violent 

He gave her time. " Zoe," said he, after a while, " if I 
had not lost my head, should I have ill-treated a lady, and 
nearly killed her ? " 

"Ah!" said Zoe sharply, "that is what you have been 
suffering from — ^remorse. And well you may. You ought 
to go back to her, and ask her pardon on your knees. 
Indeed it is all you have left to do now." 

" I know I ought" 

" Then do what you ought Good-bye." 

" I cannot I hate her." 

"What! because you have broken her heart, and nearly 
killed her?" 

" No ; but because she has come between me and the only 
woman I ever really loved, or ever can." 

" She would not have done that if you had not given her 
the right I see her now ; she looked justice, and you looked 
guilt. Words are idle, when I can see her face before me 
stiU. No woman could look like that who was in the wrong. 
But you — ^guilt made you a coward; you were false to her, 
and false to me, and so you ran away from us both. You 
would have talked either of us over alone; but we were 
together: so you ran away. You have found me alone now, 
so you are brave again ; but it is too late. I am undeceived. 
I decline to rob Mademoiselle Klosking of her lover ; so good- 
bye." 

And this time she was really going, but he stopped her. 
"At least don't go with a falsehood on your lips," said he 
coldly. 

"A falsehood!— Me!" 

"Yes, it is a falsehood. How can you pretend I left 
that lady for you, when you know my connection with her 
had entirely ceased ten months before I ever saw your 
face?" 

This staggered Zoe a moment ; so did the heat and sense of 
injustice he threw into his voice. 
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" I forgot that," said she naively ; then, recovering herself, 
'* you may have parted with her ; but it does not follow that 
she consented. Fickle men desert constant women. It is 
done every day." 

'*You are mistaken again," said he. "When I first saw 
you, I had ceased to think of Mademoiselle Klosking ; but it 
was not so when I first left her. I did not desert her; I 
tore myself from her. I had a great affection for her." 

''You dare to tell me that. Well, at all events, it is the 
truth. Why did you leave her, then ? " 

"Out of self-respect. I was poor — ^she was rich, and 
admired. Men sent her bouquets, and bracelets, and flattered 
her behind the scenes, and I was lowered in my own eyes ; so 
I left her. I was unhappy for a time ; but I had my pride to 
support me, and the wound was healed long before I knew 
what it was to love, really to love." 

There was nothing here that Zoe could contradict. She 
kept silence and was mystified. 

Then she attacked him on another quarter. "Have you 
written to her since you behaved like a ruffian to her ? " 

" No ; and I never will, come what may. It is wicked of 
me; but I hate her. I am compelled to esteem her; but I 
hate her." 

Zoe could quite understand that ; but in spite of that she 
said, " Of course you do. Men always hate those they have 
used ill. Why did you not write to me ? Had a mind to be 
impartial, I suppose ? " 

" I had reason to believe it would have been intercepted." 

" For shame ! Vizard is incapable of such a thing." 

"Ah, you don't know how he is changed. He looks on 
me as a mad dog. Consider, Zoe ; do pray take the real key 
to it all. He is in love with Mademoiselle Klosking, madly 
in love with her ; and I have been so unfortunate as to injure 
her, nearly to kill her. I daresay he thinks it is on your 
account he hates me; but men deceive themselves. It is 
for her he hates me." 

"Oh!" 

" Ay. Think for a moment and you will see it is. You 
are not in his confidence. I am sure he has never told ^ou 
that he ordered his keepers to shoot me down if I came 
about the house at night. ' 

"Oh no, no!" cried Zoe. 

" Do you know he has raised the country against me, and 
has warrants out against me for forgery, because I was taken 
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in by a rogue who gave me bills with sham names on them, 
and I got Vizard to cash them ? As soon as we found out 
how I had been tricked, my uncle and I offered at once to 
pay him back his money. But no ! he prefers to keep the 
bills, as a weapon." 

Zoe began to be puzzled a little. But she said, '^You 
have been a long time discovering all these grievances. 
Why have you held no communication all this time } " 

'^Because you were inaccessible. Does not your own 
heart tell you that I have been all these weeks trying to 
communicate, and unable ? Why, I came three times under 
your window, at night, and you never, never would look 
out" 

" I did look out ever so often." 

''If I had been you I should have looked ten thousand 
times. I only left off coming when I heard the keepers 
were ordered to shoot me down. Not that I should have 
cared much ; for I am desperate. But I had just sense 
enough left to see that, if my dead body had been brought 
bleeding into your hall some night, none of you would ever 
have been happy again. Your eyes would have been opened, 
all of you. Well, Zoe, you left Vizard Court — ^that I learned ; 
but it was only this morning I could find out where you were 
gone ; and you see I am here — ^with a price upon my head. 
Please read Vizard's advertisements." 

She took them, and read them. A hot flush mounted to 
her cheek. 

" You see," said he, '^ I am to be imprisoned if I set my 
foot in Barfordshire. Well, it will be false imprisonment, and 
Mademoiselle Klosking's lover will smart for it At all 
events, I shall take no orders but from you. You have been 
deceived by appearances. I shall do all I can to undeceive 
you ; and, if I cannot, there will be no need to imprison me 
for a deceit of which I was the victim, nor to shoot me like 
a dog for loving j^ou. I will take my broken heart quietly 
away, and leave Barfordshire, and England, and the world, 
for ought I care." 

Then he cried ; and that made her cry directly. 

" Ah ! " she sighed, " we are unfortunate. Appearances 
are so deceitful I see I have judged too hastily, and listened 
too little to my own heart, that always made excuses. But 
it is too late now." 

"Why toohite?" 

"It is." 
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"But why?" 

'^It aU looked so ugly^ and you were silent. We are 
unfortunate. My brother would never let us marry; and 
besides Oh, why did you not come before ? " 

'' I might as well say, why did you not look out of your 
window ? You could have done it without risking your life, 
as I did. Or why did you not advertise ? You might have 
invited an explanation fiom 'K S.,' under cover to so- 
and-so." 

'* Ladies never think of such things. You know that very 
well/' 

'' Oh, I don't complain ; but I do say that those who love 
should not be ready to reproach ; they should put a generous 
construction. You might have known, and you ought to 
have known, that I was struggling to find you, and torn with 
anguish at my impotence." 

"No, na I am so young and inexperienced, and all my 
friends against you. It is they who have parted us." 

" How can Uiey part us, if you love me still as I love 
you?" 

" Because for the last fortnight I have not loved you, but 
hated you, and doubted you, and thought my only chance of 
happiness was to imitate your indifference ; and whilst I was 
thinking so, another person has come forward — one whom I 
have always esteemed ; and now, in my pity and despair, I 
have given him hopes." She hid her burning face in her 
hands. 

" I see ; you are false to me, and therefore you have sus- 
pected me of being f^lse to you." 

At that she raised her head high directly. "Edward, 
you are unjust. Look in my &ce and you may see what 
I have suffered, before I could bring myself to condemn 
you." 

"What! your paleness, that dark rim under your lovely 
eyes — am I the cause ? " 

" Indeed you are. But I forgive you. You are sadly pale 
and worn too. Oh, how unfortunate we are ! " 

"Do not cry, dearest," said he; "do not despair. Be 
calm, and let me know Uie worst. I will not reproach you, 
though you have reproached me. I love you as no woman 
can love. Come, teU me." 

"Then the truth is, Lord Uxmoor has renewed his atten- 
tion to me." 

"Ah!" 
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'' He has been here every day." 

Seveme groaned. 

'^ Aunt Maitland was on his side^ and spoke so kindly to 
me ; and he saved my life fix)m a furious bull. He is brave^ 
noble> good, and he loves me. I have committed myself. I 
cannot draw back with honour." 

''But from me you can, because I am poor, and hated^ 
and have no title. If you are committed to him, you are 
engaged to me." 

'' I am ; so now I can go neither way. If I had poison I 
would take it this moment, and end all." 

" For God's sake, don't talk so I I am sure you exaggerate. 
You cannot, in these few days, have pledged your faith to 
another. Let me see your finger. Ah ! there's my ring on 
it still ; bless you, my own darling Zoe — bless you ! " and he 
covered her hand with kisses, and bedewed it with his ever- 
ready tears. 

The girl began to melt, and all power to ooze out of her, 
mind and body. She sighed deeply and said, " What can I 
do — I don't say with honour and credit, but with decency — 
what can I do ? " 

'* Tell me, first, what you have said to him that you con- 
sider so compromising." 

Zoe, with many sighs, replied, " I believe — I said — I was 
unhappy. And so I was. And I owned — that I admired — 
and esteemed him. And so I do. And then, of course, he 
wanted more, and I could not give more; and he asked 
might he try and tmike me love him; and — I said — I am 
afraid I said — he might, if he could." 

" And a very proper answer too." 

''Ah! but I said he might come every day. It is idle 
to deceive ourselves. I have encouraged his addresses. 
I can do nothing now with credit, but die, or go into a 
convent" 

" When did he say this ? " 

"This very day." 

" Then he has never acted on it." 

"No, but he will. He will be here to-morrow, for 
certain." 

"Then your course is plain. You must choose to-night 
between him and me. You must dismiss him, by letter, or 
me upon the spot. I have not much fortune to offer you, 
and no coronet ; but I love you, and you have seen me reject 
a lovely and accomplished woman, whom I esteem as much 
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as you do this lord. Reject him ! Why^ you have seen me 
fling her away from me like a dog^ sooner than leave you in 
a moment's doubt of my love. If you cannot write a civil 
note declining an earl for me, your love is not worthy of 
mine, and I will begone with my love. I will not take it to 
Mademoiselle Klosldng, though I esteem her as you do this 
lord ; but, at all events, I will take it away from you, and 
leave you my curse instead, for a false, fickle girl, that could 
not wait one little month, but must fall, with her engaged 
ring on her finger, into another man's arms. Oh, Zoe ! Zoe ! 
who could have believed this of you ? " 

*' Don't reproach me. I won't bear it," she cried wildly. 

" I hope not to have to reproach you," said he firmly ; " I 
cannot conceive your hesitating." 

''I am worn out. Love has been too great a torment. 
Oh, if I could find peace I " 

Again her tears flowed. 

He put on a sympathising air. ^'You shall have peace. 
Dismiss him as I tell you, and he will trouble you no more ; 
shake hands with me, and say you prefer him, and I will 
trouble you no more. But with two lovers, peace is out of 
the question, and so is self-respect I know I could not 
vacillate between you and Mademoiselle Klosking, or any 
other woman." 

'^Ah, Edward, if I do this, you ought to love me very 
dearly ! " 

'* I shall Better than ever— if possible." 

'' And never make me jealous again." 

" I never shall, dearest. Our troubles are over." 

"Edward, I have been very unhappy. I could not bear 
these doubts again." 

'^ You shall never be unhappy again." 

" I must do what you require, I suppose. That is how it 
always ends ; oh dear I oh dear ! " 

" Zoe, it must be done ; you know it must." 

" I warn you I shall do it as kindly as I can." 

'^ Of course you will ; you ought to." 

'* I must go in now ; I feel very cold." 

" How soon to-morrow will you meet me here ? " 

" When you please," said she languidly. 

''At ten o'clock?" 

"Yes." 

Then there was a tender parting, and Zoe went slowly 
in. She went to her own room, just to think it all over 



A WOMAN-HATER 

alone. She caught sight of her face in the glass. Her 
cheeks had regained colour, and her eyes were bright as 
stars. She stopped and looked at herself. "There now," 
said she> " and I seem to myself to live again. I was mad 
to think I could ever love any man but him. He is my 
darling, my idol." 

There was no late dinner at Somerville Villa. Indeed 
ladies, left to themselves, seldom dine late. Nature is strong 
in them, and they are hungriest when the sun is high. At 
seven o'clock Zoe Vizard was seated at her desk trying 
to write to Lord Uxmoor. She sighed, she moaned, she 
began, and dropped the pen and hid her face. She became 
almost wild ; and in that state she at last dashed off what 
follows : — 

"Dear Lord Uxmoor, — For pity's sake forgive the mad 
words I said to you to-day. It is impossible. I can do no 
more than admire and esteem you. My heart is gone finom 
me for ever. Pray forgive me, though I do not deserve it ; 
and never see me nor look at me again. I ask pardon for my 
vacillation. It has been disgraceful ; but it has ended, and I 
was under a great error, which I cannot explain to you, when 
I led you to believe I had a heart to give you. My eyes are 
opened. Our paths lie asunder. Pray, pray, forgive me, if 
it is possible. I will never forgive myself, nor cease to bless 
and revere you, whom I have used so ill. Zoe Vizard." 

That day Uxmoor dined alone with his mother for a 
wonder, and he told her how Miss Vizard had come round ; 
he told her also about the bull, but so vilely that she hardly 
comprehended he had been in any danger. These encounters 
are rarely described to the life, except by us who avoid them 
— except on paper. 

Lady Uxmoor was much pleased. She was a proud politic 
lady, and this was a judicious union of two powerful houses 
in the county, and one that would almost command the 
elections. But, above all, she knew her son's heart was in 
the match, and she gave him a mother's S3rmpathy. 

As she retired she kissed him and said, " When you are 
quite sure of the prize, tell me, and I will call upon her." 

Being alone. Lord Uxmoor lighted a dgar, and smoked it 
in measureless content. The servant brought him a note on 
a salver. It had come by hand. Uxmoor opened it, and read 
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every word straight through^ down to ^' Zoe Vusard ; " read 
it^ and sat petrified. 

He read it again. He felt a sort of sickness come over 
him. He swallowed a tumbler of port, a wine he rarely 
touched; but he felt worse now than after the bull-fight. 
This done, he rose and stalked like a wounded lion into the 
drawing-room, which was on the same fioor, and laid the 
letter before his mother. 

" You are a woman too/' said he, a little helplessly. " Tell 
me — what on earth does this mean ? " 

The dowager read it slowly and keenly and said, ''It 
means — another man." 

" Ah I " said Uxmoor, with a sort of snarl. 

" Have you seen any one about her ? " 

'' No ; not lately. At Vizard Court there was ; but that is 
all over now, I conclude. It was a Mr. Seveme, an adven- 
turer, a fellow that was caught out in a lie before us aU. 
Vizard teUs me a lady came and claimed him before Miss 
Vizard, and he ran away." 

" An unworthy attachment, in short ? " 

" Very unworthy, if it was an attachment at all." 

" Was he at Vizard Court when she declined your hand } " 

''Yes." 

" Did he remain, after you went ? " 

" I suppose so. Yes, he must have." 

^ Then the whole thing is clear ; that man has come for- 
ward again unexpectedly, or written, and she dismisses you. 
My darling, there is but one thing for you to do. Leave her, 
and thank her for telling you in time. A less honourable 
fool would have hidden it, and then we might have had a 
Countess of Uxmoor in the Divorce Court some day or 
other." 

"I had better go abroad," said Uxmoor, with a groan. 
" This country is poisoned for me." 

" Go, by ail means. Let Janneway pack up your things 
to-morrow." 

" I should like to kill that fellow first" 

"You will not even waste a thought on him, if you are 
my son." 

" You are right, mother. What am I to say to her } " 

"Not a word." 

" What ! not answer her letter ? It is humble enough, I 
am sure — ^poor soul ! Mother, I am wretched, but I am not 
bitter^ and my rival will revenge me." 
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'^ Uxmoor, your going abroad is the only answer she shall 
have. The wisest man, in these matters^ who ever lived, has 
left a rule of conduct to every well-bom man — a rule which, 
believe me, is wisdom itself: — 

' Le bruit est pour le fat, la plainte est pour le sot ; 
L'honndte homme tromp^ s'^oigne, et ne dit mot' 

You will make a tour, and not say a word to Miss Vizard, 
good, bad, or indifferent. I insist upon that/' 

"Very well. Thank you, dear mother. You guide me, 
and don't let me make a fool of myself; for I am terribly 
cut up. You will be the only Countess of Uxmoor in my 
day." 

Then he kneeled at her feet, and she kissed his head, 
and cried over him; but her tears only made this proud 
lady stronger. 

Next day he started on his travels. 

Now, but for Zoe, he would on no account have left 
England just then ; for he was going to build model cottages 
in his own village, upon designs of his own, each with a little 
plot, and a public warehouse or granary, with divisions for 
their potatoes and apples, &c. However, he turned this 
over in his mind while he was packing ; he placed certain 
plans and papers in his despatch-box, and took his ticket 
to Taddington, instead of going at once to London. From 
Taddington he drove over to Hillstoke, and asked for Miss 
Gale. They told him she was fixed at Vizard Court. That 
vexed him ; he did not want to meet Vizard. He thought 
it the part of a Jerry Sneak to go and howl to a brother 
against his sister. Yet, if Vizard questioned him, how could 
he conceal there was something wrong ? However, he went 
down to Vizard Court ; but said to the servant who opened 
the door, " I am rather in a hurry, sir ; do you think that 
you could procure me a few minutes with Miss Gale } You 
need not trouble Mr. Vizard." 

" Yes, my laud. Certainly, my laud. Please step in the 
moming-room, my laud. Mr. Vizard is out" 

That was fortunate, and Miss Gale came down to him 
directly. 

Fanny took that opportunity to chatter and tell Mademoi- 
seUe Klosking all about Lord Uxmoor and his passion for 
Zioe, " And he will have her, too," said she boldly. 

Lord Uxmoor told Miss Gale he had called upon business. 
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He was obliged to leave home for a time, and wished to 
place his projects under the care of a person who could 
really sympathise with them, and make additions to them, 
if necessary. ''Men," said he, "are always making over- 
sights in matters of domestic comfort ; besides, you are full 
of ideas. I want you to be viceroy with full power, and act 
just as you would if the village belonged to you." 

Rhoda coloured high at the compliment. 

''Wells, cows, granary, real education — what you like," 
said he. " I know your mind. Begin abolishing the lower 
orders in the only way they can be got rid of; by raising 
them in comfort, cleanliness, decency, and knowledge. Then 
I shall not be missed. I'm going abroad." 

"Going abroad .J^" 

"Yes. Here are my plans: alter them for the better if 
you can. All the work to be done by the villagers. Weekly 
wages. We buy materials. They will be more reconciled 
to improved dwellings when they build them themselves. 
Here are the addresses of the people who will furnish money. 
It will entail travelling; but my people will always meet 
you at the station, if you telegraph from Taddington. You 
accept ? A thousand thanks. I am afraid I must be off." 

She went into the hall with him, half bewildered, and 
only at the door found time to ask after Zoe Vizard. 

" A little better, I think, than when she came." 

" Does she know you are going abroad ? " 

"No; I don't think she does, yet. It was settled all 
in a hurry." 

He escaped further questioning by hurrying away. 

Miss Gale was still looking after him, when Ina Klosking 
came down, dressed for a walk, and leaning lightly on 
Miss Dover's arm. This was by previous consent of Miss 
Gale. 

" Well, dear," said Fanny, " what did he say to you ? " 

"Something that has surprised and puzzled me very 
much." She then related the whole conversation, with 
her usual precision. 

Ina Klosking observed quietly to Fanny that this did not 
look like successful wooing. 

"I don't know that," said Fanny stoutly. "Oh, Miss 
Gale, did you not ask him about her ? " 

" Certainly I did ; and he said she was better than when 
she first came." 

" There ! " said Fanny triumphantly. 
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Miss Gale gave her a little pinch, and she dropped the 
subject 

Vizard returned, and found Mademoiselle Klosking walk- 
ing on his gravel. He offered her his arm, and was a 
happy man, parading her very slowly, and supporting her 
steps, and purring his congratulations into her ear. '^Sup- 
pose I were to invite you to dinner, what would you say ? " 

" I think I should say ' To-morrow.' " 

''And a very good answer, too. To-morrow shall be a 

" You qpoil me." 

"That is impossible." 

It was strange to see them together; he so happy, she 
so apathetic, yet gracious. 

Next morning came a bit of human nature, a letter from 
Zoe to Fanny, almost entirely occupied with praises of 
Lord Uxmoor. She told the bull story better than I have— 
if possible — and, in short, made Uxmoor a hero of romance. 

Fanny carried this in triumph to the other ladies, and 
read it out " There ! " said she. '' Didn't I tell you ? " 

Rhoda read the letter, and owned herself puzzled. ''I 
am not, then," said Fanny; ''they are engaged^-over the 
bull; like Europa, and I foiget who, — and so he is not 
alBraid to go abroad now. That is just Uke the men. They 
cool directly the chase is over." 

Now the truth was that Zoe was trying to soothe her 
conscience with eloquent praises of the man she had dis- 
missed, and felt guilty. 

Ina Klosking said little. She was puzzled too at first 
She asked to see Zoe's handwriting. The letter was handed 
to her. See studied the characters. " It is a good hand," 
she said — ^" nothing mean there." And she gave it back. 

But, with a glance, she had read the address, and learned 
that the post town was Bagley. 

All that day, at intervals, she brought her powerful 
understanding to bear on the paradox; and though she 
had not the facts and the clue I have given the reader, 
she came near the truth in an essential matter. She 
satisfied herself that Lord Uxmoor was not engaged to Zoe 
Vizard. Clearly, if so, he would not leave England for 
months. She resolved to know more; and just before 
dinner she wrote a line to Ashmead, and requested him 
to call on her immediately. 

That day she dined with Vizard and the ladies. She 
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sat at Vixard's right hand^ and be told her how proud and 
happy he was to see her there. 

She blushed £untly^ but made no reply. 

She retired soon after dinner. 

All next day she expected Ashmead. 

He did not come. 

She dined with Vizard next day, and retired to the 
drawing-roonu The piano was opened, and she played one 
or two exquisite things, and afterwards tried her voice, but 
only in scales, and somewhat timidly, for Miss Gale warned 
her she might lose it, or spoil it, if she strained the vocal 
chord while her whole system was weak. 

Next day Ashmead came with apologies. He had spent 
a day in the cathedral town on business. He did not tell 
her how he had spent that day, going about puffing her 
as the greatest singer of sacred music in the world, and 
paving the way for her engagement at the next festival. 

Yet the single-hearted Joseph had really raised that com- 
mercial superstructure upon the sentiments she had uttered 
on his first visit to Vizard Court 

Ina now held a private conference with him. " I think," 
said she, '^ I have heard you say you were once an actor." 

" I was, madam, and a very good one too." 

^' Cela va scats dire. I never knew one that was not At 
all events you can disguise yourself." 

"Anything, madam, from Grandfather Whitehead to a 
boy in a pinafore. Famous for my makes-up." 

'* I wish you to watch a certain house, and not be recognised 
by a person who knows you." 

''Well, madam, nothing is mfra dig. if done for you; 
nothing is distasteful if done for yon." 

**ThBLnk you, my friend. I have thought it well to put 
my instructions on paper." 

"Ah, that is the best way." 

She handed him the instructions. He read them, and his 
eyes sparkled. " Ah ! this is a commission I undertake with 
pleasure, and I'll execute it with zeal." 

He left her soon after to carry out these instructions; 
and that veiy evening he was in the wardrobe of the little 
theatre, rummaging out a suitable costume, and also in close 
conference with the wig-maker. 

Next day Vizard had his mother's sables taken out and 
aired; and drove Mademoiselle Klosking into Taddington 
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in an open carriage. Fanny told her thej were his mother's 
sables, and none to compare with them in the country. 

On returning, she tried her voice to the harmonium in her 
own ante-chamber, and found it was gaining strength — ^like 
herself. 

Meantime Zoe Visard met Seveme in the garden, and 
told him she had written to Lord Uxmoor, and he would 
never visit her again. But she did not make light of the 
sacrifice this time. She had sacrificed her own self-respect 
as well as Uxmoor' s, and she was sullen and tearful. 

He had to be very wary and patient, or she would have 
parted with him too, and fled m>m both of them to her 
brother. 

Uxmoor's wounded pride would have been soothed could 
he have been present at the first interview of this pair. He 
would have seen Seveme treated with a hauteur and a sort 
of savageness he himself was safe from, safe in her unshaken 
esteem. 

But the world is made for those who can keep their temper, 
especially the female part of the world. 

Sad, kind and loving, but never irritable, Seveme smoothed 
down, and soothed, and comforted the wounded girl ; and 
seeing her two or three times a day — for she was completely 
mistress of her time — got her entirely into his power again. 

Uxmoor did not reply. 

She had made her selection. Love beckoned forward. It 
was useless to look back. 

Love was omnipotent They both began to recover their 
good looks as if by magic ; and as Seveme's passion, though 
wicked, was earnest, no poor bird was ever more completely 
entangled by bird-lime than Zoe was caught by Edward 
Seveme. 

Their usual place of meeting was the shrubbery attached 
to SomerviUe Villa. The trees, being young, made all the 
closer shade; and the gravel walk meandered, and shut 
them out from view. 

Seveme used to enter this shrabbery by a little gate lead- 
ing from the meadow, and wait under the trees till Zoe came 
to him. Vizard's advertisements alarmed him, and he used 
to see the coast clear before he entered the s^rabbexy, and 
also before he left it. He was so particular in this, that 
observing one day an old man doddering about with a basket, 
he would not go in till he had taken a look at him. 
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found it was an ancient, white-haired villager gathering 
mushrooms. The old fellow was so stiff, and his hand so 
trembling, that it took him about a minute to gather a 
single fungus. 

To give a reason for coming up to him, Seveme said, 
" How old are you, old man } " 

'' I be ninety, measter, next Martinmas-day." 

''Only ninety?" said our Adonis contemptuously; "you 
look a hundred and ninety." 

He would have been less contemptuous had he known that 
the mushrooms were all toadstools, and the village centenaire 
was Mr. Joseph Ashmead, resuming his original arts, and 
playing Grandfather Whitehead on the green grass. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

Mademoiselle Klosrino told Vizard the time drew near 
when she must leave his hospitable house. 

'' Say a month hence," said he. 

She shook her head. 

"Of course you will not stay to gratify me," said he, half 
sadly, half bitterly. " But you will have to stay a week or 
two longer par oriofmance du nMedn** 

"My physician is reconciled to my going. We must all 
bow to necessity." 

This was said too firmly to admit a reply. 

" The old house will seem very dark again whenever you 
do go," said Vizard plaintively. 

"It will soon be brightened by her who is its true and 
lasting light," was the steadv reply. 

A day or two passed with nothing to record, except that 
Vizard hung about Ina Klosking, and became, if possible, 
more enamoured of her, and more unwilling to part 
with her. 

Mr. Ashmead arrived one afternoon about three o'clock, 
and was more than an hour with her. They conversed very 
earnestly, and when he went. Miss Gale found her agitated. 

" This will not do," said she. 

" It will pass, my friend,** said Ina. " I will sleep." 

She laid herself down, and slept three hours before 
dinner. 

337 T 



A WOMAN-HATER 

She arose refreshed, and dined with the little party ; and 
on retiring to the drawing-room^ she invited Vizard to join 
them at his convenienee. 

He made it his convenience in ten minutes. 

Then she opened the piano, played an introduction, and 
electrified them all by singing the leading song in '' Siebd." 
She did not sing it so powerfully as in the theatre; she 
would not have done that even if she could ; but still she 
sang it out, and nobly. It seemed a miracle to hear sadi 
singing in a room. 

Viza^ was in raptures. 

They cooled suddenly when she reminded him what he had 
said, that she must stay till she could sing Siebel's song. '^ I 
keep to the letter of the contract," said she. " My Mends, 
this is my last night at Vizard Court" 

" Please try and shake that resolution," said Vizard gravely 
to Mesdemoiselles Dover and Gale. 

" They cannot," said Ina. " It is my destiny. And yet," 
said she, after a pause, " I would not have you remember me 
by that flimsy thing. Let me sing you a song your mother 
loved ; let me be remembered in this house, as a singer, by 
that" 

Then she sang Handel's song — 

** What though I trace each herb and flower 
That decks the morning dew f 
Did I not own Jehovah's -powet, 
How vain were all I knew 1 " 

She sang it with amazing purity, volume, grandeur, and 
power ; the lustres rang and snook, the hearts were thrilled, 
and the very souls of the hearers ravished. She herself 
turned a little pale in singing it, and the tears stood in 
her eyes. 

The song and its interpretation were so far above what 
passes for music, that they all felt compliments would be an 
Impertinence. Their eyes and their long-drawn breath paid 
the true homage to that great master rightly interpreted — a 
very rare occurrence. 

^^Ah," said she; ''that was the hand could brandish 
Goliath's spear." 

''And this is how you reconcile us to losing you," said 
Vizard. " You might stay, at least, till you had gone through 
my poor mother's collection." 
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^'Ab^ I wish I could. But I cannot; I must not My 
Fate forbids it" 

" ' Fate ' and ' destiny/ " said Vizard ; " stuff and nonsense. 
We make our own destiny. Mine is to be eternally dis- 
appointed, and happiness snatched out of my hands." 

He had no sooner made this pretty speech than he was 
ashamed of it, and stalked out of the room, not to say any 
more unwise things. 

This burst of spleen alarmed Fanny Dover. "There/' 
said she, " now you cannot ga He is very angry." 

Ina Klosking said she was sorry for that, but he was too 
just a man to be angry with her long ; the day would come 
when he would approve her conduct. Her lip quivered a 
little as she said this, and the water stood in her eyes ; and 
this was remembered and understood, long after, both by 
Miss Dover and Rhoda Gale. 

"When does your Royal Highness propose to start?" 
inquired Rhoda Gale, very obsequiously, and just a little 
bitterly. 

" To-morrow at half-past nine o'clock, dear friend/' said 
Ina. 

"Then you will not go without me. You will get the 
better of Mr. Vizard, because he is only a man ; but I am a 
woman, and have a will as well as you. If you make a journey 
to-morrow, I go with you. Deny me, and you shan't go at 
all." Her eyes flashed defiance. 

Ina moved one step ; took Rhoda's little defiant head, and 
kissed her cheek. " Sweet physician and kind friend, of 
course you shall go with me, if you will ; and be a great bless- 
ing to me." 

This reconciled Miss Gale to the proceedings. She packed 
up a carpet-bag, and was up early, making provisions of every 
sort for her patient's journey : air-pillows, soft warm coverings, 
medicaments, stimulants, &c., in a little bag slung across her 
shoulders. Thus furnished and equipped in a uniform suit 
of grey cloth and wide-awake hat, she cut a very sprightly 
and commanding figure, but more like Diana than Hebe. 

The Klosking came down, a pale Juno, in travelling 
costume ; and a quarter of an hour before the time, a pair- 
horse fiy was at the door, and Mr Ashmead in the halL 

The ladies were both ready. 

But Vizard had not appeared. 

This caused an uneasy discussion. 

"He must be very angry," said Fanny, in a half whisper. 
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" I cannot go while he is/' sighed La Klosking. " There 
is a limit even to my courage." 

''Mr. Harris/' said Rhoda^ "would you mind telling Mr. 
Vizard?" 

"Well, Miss/' said Harris softly, "I did step in and tell 
him. Which he told me to go to the devil. Miss ; a hobser- 
vation I never knew him to make before." 

This was not encouraging. Yet the Klosking quietly 
inquired where he was. 

" In there, ma'am," said Harris. " In his study." 

Mademoiselle Klosking, placed between two alternatives, 
decided with her usual resolution. She walked immediately 
to the door, and tapped at it ; then scarcely waiting for an 
instant, opened it and walked in with seeming firmness, 
though her heart was beating rather high. 

The people outside looked at one another. "I ^wonder 
whether he will tell her to go to the devil } " said Fanny, 
who was getting tired of being good. 

" No use," said Miss Gale ; " she doesn't know the road." 

When La Klosking entered the study Vizard was seated 
disconsolate, with two pictures before him. His face was foil 
of pain, and La Klosking's heart smote her. She moved 
towards him, hanging her head, and said, with inimitable 
sweetness and tenderness, " Here is a culprit come to try and 
appease you." 

There came a time when he could hardly think of these 
words, and her penitent, submissive manner, with dry 
eyes. But just then his black dog had bitten him ; and 
he said sullenly, " Oh, never mind me ; it was always so. 

Your sex have always made me smart for If flying 

from my house, before you are half recovered, gives you half 
the pleasure it gives me pain and mortification, say no more 
about it" 

"Ah! why say it gives me pleasure.** My ftiend, you 
cannot really think so." 

" I don't know what to think. You ladies are all riddles." 

" Then I must take you into my confidence, and with some 
reluctance, I own, let you know why I leave this dear, kind 
roof to-day." 

Vizard's generosity took the alarm. " No," he said, " I 
will not extort your reasons. It is a shame of me. Your 
bare will ought to be law in this house ; and what reasons 
could reconcile me to losing you so suddenly.^ You are 
the joy of our eyes, the dehght of our ears, the idol of all 
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our hearts. You will leave us^ and there will be darkness 
and glooii)^ instead of sunshine and song. Well^ go ; but you 
cannot soften the blow with reasons." 

Mademoiselle Klosking flushed^ and her bosom heaved; 
for this was a strong man greatly moved. With instinctive 
tact she saw the best way to bring him to his senses was to 
give him a good opening to retreat. 

''Ah, Monsieur," said she, "you are trop grand seigneur. 
You entertain a poor wounded singer in a chamber few 
princes can equal. You place everything at her disposal; 
such a ph3rsician and nurse as no queen can command; a 
choir to sing to her; royal sables to keep the wind from 
her, and ladies to wait on her. And, when you have 
brought her back to life, you say to yourself. She is a 
woman; she will not be thoroughly content unless we tell 
her she is adorable. So, out of politeness, you descend to 
the language of gallantry. This was not needed. I dis- 
pense with that kind of comfort. I leave your house because 
it is my duty, and leave it your grateful servant and true 
friend to my last hour." 

She had opened the door, and Vizard could now escape. 
His obstinacy and his heart would not let him. 

" Do not fence with me," said he. " Leave that to others. 
It is beneath ifou. If you had been content to stay, I would 
have been content to show my heart by halves. But when 
you offer to leave me, you draw from me an avowal I can no 
longer restrain, and you must and shall listen to it. When I 
saw you on the stage at Homburg, I admired you, and loved 
you that very night. But I knew from experience how 
seldom in women outward graces go with the virtues of the 
soul. I distrusted my judgment. I feared you, and I fled 
you. But our destiny brought you here ; and when I held 
you, pale and wounded, in my very arms, my heart seemed 
to go out of my bosom." 

" Oh, no more ! no more, pray ! " cried Mademoiselle 
Klosking. 

But the current of love was not to be stemmed. " Since 
that terrible hour I have been in heaven, watching your 
gradual and sure recovery; but you have recovered only 
to abandon me, and your hurry to leave me drives me to 
desperation. No, I cannot part with you. You must not 
leave me, either this day or any day. Give me your hand, ^ 
and stay here for ever, and be the queen of my heart and of 
my house." 
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For some time La Klosking had lost her usual composure. 
Her bosom heaved tumultuously^ and her hands trembled* 
But at this distinct proposal tiie whole woman changed. 
She drew herself up^ with her pale cheek flushings and her 
eyes glittering. 

"What, sir?" said she. "Have you read me so ill? Do 
you not know I would rather be Uie meanest drudge that 
goes on her knees and scrubs your floors than the queen of 
your house, as you call it. Ah, Jesu, are all men alike, then ; 
that he whom I have so revered, whose mother's songs I 
have sung to him, makes me a proposal dishonourable to me 
and to himself?" 

" Dishonourable ! " cried Vizard. " Why, what can any 
man offer to any woman more honourable than I offer you ? 
I offer you my heart and my hand, and I say, do not go, my 
darling. Stay here for ever, and be my queen, my goddess, 
my wife ! " 

" Your wipe ? " She stared wildly at him. " Your wife ? 
Am I dreaming, or are you ? " 

" Neither. Do you think I can be content with less than 
that ? Ina, I adore you." 

She put her hand to her head. " I know not who is to 
blame tor this," said she, and she trembled visibly. 

" rU take the blame," said he gaily. 

Said Ina, very gravely, "You, who do me the honour 
to offer me your name, have you asked yourself seriously 
what has been the nature of my relation witli £dward 
Seveme ? " 

"No!" cried Vizard violently; "and I do not mean to. 
I see you despise him now; and I have my eyes and my 
senses to guide me in choosing a wife. I choose you — ^if you 
will have me." 

She listened, then turned her moist eyes full upon him, 
and said to him, " This is the greatest honour ever befell me. 
I cannot take it" 

"Not take it?" 

"No; but that is my misfortune. Do not be mortified. 
You have no rival in my esteem. What shall I say, my 
friend? — at least I may call you that; if I explain now, I 
shall weep much, and lose my strength. What shall I 
do ? I think — yes, that will be best— vou shall go with me 

o the end of the world ! " 
Something tells me you will know all, and forgive me." 
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''ShaUItakemybag?" 

''You might take an evening dttss, and some linen." 

'' Very well. I won't keep you a moment^" said he ; and 
went upstairB with great alacrity. 

She went into the hall^ with her eyes bent on the ground^ 
and was immediately pinned by Rhoda Gale^ whose piercing 
eye, and inquisitive finger on her pulse^ soon discovered that 
she had gone through a trying scene. ''This is a bad begin- 
ning of an imprudent journey/' said she ; " I have a great 
mind to countermand the carriage." 

"No^ no/' said Ina; "I wul sleep in the railway and 
recover myselE" 

The ladies now got into the carriage; Ashmead insisted 
on going upon the box ; and Vizard soon appeared^ and 
took his seat opposite Miss Gale and Mademoiselle Klos- 
king. The latter whispered her doctress: "It would be 
wise of me not to speak much at present." La Gale com- 
municated this to Visard, and they drove along in dead 
silence. But they were naturally curious to know where they 
were going; so they held some communication with their 
eyes. They very soon found they were going to Taddington 
station. 

Then came a doubt — were they going up or down ? 

Tliat was soon resolved. 

Mr. Ashmead had hired a saloon carriage for them, with 
couches and conveniences. 

They entered it ; and Mademoiselle Klosking said to Miss 
Gale, " It is necessary that I should sleep." 

"You shall," said Miss Gale. 

While she was arranging the pillows and things. La 
Klosking said to Vizard, "We artists learn to sleep when 
we have work to do. Without it I should not be strong 
enough this day." She said this in a half-apologetic tone, 
as one anxious not to give him any shadow of offence. 

She was asleep in five minutes ; and Miss Gale sat watch- 
ing her at first, but presently joined Vizard at the other end, 
and they whispered together. Said she, " What becomes of 
the theory that women have no strengUi of will ? There is 
Mademoiselle Je le veux in person. When she wants to sleep, 
she sleeps ; and look at you and me — do you know where we 
are going ? " 

"No." 

" No more do I. The motive-power is that personification 
of divine repose there. How beautiful she is with her sweet 
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lips parted, and her white teeth peeping, and her upper and 
lower lashes wedded ! and how gracenil 1 " 

'' She is a goddess/' said Vizanl ; " I wish I had never seen 
her. Mark my words, she will give me the sorest heart oi 
all." 

*' I hope not/' said Rhoda, very seriously. 

Ina slept sweetly for nearly two hours, and all that time 
her friends could only guess where they were going. 

At last the train stopped^ for the sixth time, and Ashmead 
open the door. 

This worthy, who was entirely in command of the expedi- 
tion, collected the luggage, including Vizard's bag, and 
deposited it at the station. He then introduced the party to 
a pair-horse fly, and mounted the box. 

When they stopped at Bagley Vizard suspected where 
they were going. 

When he saw the direction the carriage took, he knew it, 
and turned very grave indeed. 

He even regretted that he had put himself so blindly 
under the control of a woman. He cast searching glances at 
Mademoiselle Klosking to try and discover what on earth 
she was going to do. But her face was as impenetrable as 
marble. Still she never looked less likely to do anything 
rash or in bad taste. Quietness was the main characteris^c 
of her face when not rippled over by a ravishing sweetness ; 
but he had never seen her look so great, and lofty, and reso- 
lute as she looked now ; a little stem, too, as one who had 
a great duty to do, and was inflexible as iron. When truly 
feminine features stiffen into marble like this, beauty is in- 
deed imperial, and worthy of epic song ; it rises beyond the 
wing of prose. 

My reader is too intelligent not to divine that she was 
steeling herself to a terrible interview with Zoe Vizard — • 
terrible, mainly on account of the anguish she knew she must 
inflict 

But we can rarely carry out our plans exactly as we trace 
them — unexpected circumstances derange them or expand 
them; and I will so far anticipate as to say that, in this 
case, a most unexpected turn of events took La Klosking 
by surprise. 

Whether she proved equal to the occasion these pages will 
show very soon. 



344 



A WOMAN HATER 



CHAPTER XXVIII 



P01KILC8 never left Taddington, only the ''Swan." More 
than once he was within sight of Ashmead^ unobserved. 
Once, indeed, that gentleman, who had a great respect 
for dignitaries, saluted him ; for at that moment Poikilus 
happened to be a sleek dignitary of the Church of England. 
Poikilus, when quite himself, wore a moustache, and was 
sallow and lean as a weasel; but he shaved, and stuffed, 
and coloured for the dean. Shovel-hat, portly walk, and 
green spectacles did the rest. Grandfather Whitehead 
saluted. His reverence chuckled. 

Poikilus kept Seveme posted by letter and wire, as to 
many things that happened outside Vizard Court; but he 
could not divine the storm that was brewing inside Ina 
Klosking's room. Yet Seveme defended himself exactly as 
he would have done had he known alL He and Zoe spent 
Elysian hours, meeting twice a day in the shrubbery, and 
making love as if they were the only two creatures in the 
world; but it was blind Elysium only to one of them — Seveme 
was uneasy and alarmed the whole time. His sagacity 
showed him it could not last, and there was always a creep- 
ing terror on him. Would not Uxmoor cause inquiries? 
Would he not be sure to tell Vizard? Would not Vizard 
come there to look after Zoe, or order her back to Vizard 
Court? Would not the Klosking get well, and interfere 
once more ? He passed the time between heaven and hell ; 
whenever he was not under the immediate spell of Zoe's 
presence, a sort of vi^e terror was always on him. He 
looked all round him wherever he went. 

This terror, and his passion, which was now as violent 
as it was wicked, soon drove him to conceive desperate 
measures. But, by masterly self-government, he kept them 
two days to his own bosom. He felt it was too soon to 
raise a fresh and painful discussion with Zoe. He must 
let her drink unmixed delight, and get a taste for it ; and 
then show her on what conditions alone it could be had 
for ever. 

It was on the third day after their reconciliation she found 
him seated on a bench in the shmbbery, lost in thought, and 
looking verj' dejected. She was close to him before he 
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noticed ; then he sprang up^ stared at her^ and began to kiss 
her hands violently^ and even her very dress. 

"It is you/' said he, "once more." 

"Yes^ dear/' said Zoe tenderly; "did you think I would 
not come ? " 

"I did not know whether yon could come. I feel that 
my happiness cannot last long. And^ Zoe dear^ I have had 
a dream. I dreamed we were taken prisoners^ and carried 
to Visard Courts and on the steps stood Vizard and Made- 
moiselle Klosking^ arm in arm; I believe they were man 
and wife. And you were taken out and led, weeping, into 
the house, and I was left there raging with agony. And 
then that lady put out her finger in a commanding way, 
and I was whirled away into utter darkness, and I heanl 
you moan, and I fought, and dashed my head against the 
carriage, and I felt my heart burst, and my whole body 
filled with some cold liquid, and I went to sleep, and I 
heard a voice say, ^ It is all over ; his trouble is ended.' I 
was dead." 

This narrative, and his deep dejection, set Zoe's tears 
flowing. "Poor Edward!" she sighed; "I would not sur- 
vive you. But cheer up, dear ; it was only a dream. We 
are not slaves. I am not dependent on any one. How can 
\fe be parted } " 

"We shall, unless we use our opportunity, and make it 
impossible to part us. Zoe, do not slight my alarm and my 
misgivings ; such warnings are prophetic. For heaven's sake, 
make one sacrifice more, and let us place our happiness 
beyond the reach of man." 

"Only tell me how." 

"There is but one way — ^marriage." 

Zoe blushed high, and panted a little, but said nothing. 

" Ah ! " said he piteously, " I ask too much." 

" How can you say that ^ " said Zoe. " Of course I shall 
marry you, dearest What ! do you think I could do what 
I have done, for anybody but my husband that is to be ? " 

" I was mad to think otherwise," said he ; " but I am in 
low spirits, and full of misgivings. Oh, the comfort, the 
bliss, the peace of mind, Qie joy, if you would see our 
hazardous condition, and make all safe, by marrying me 
to-morrow ! " 

"To-morrow! Why, Edward, are you mad? How can 
we be married, so long as my brother is so prejudiced against 
you?" 
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<'If we wait his consent, we are parted for ever. He 
would forgive us after it — ^that is certain; but he would 
never consent He is too much under the influence of his — 
of Mademoiselle Klosking." 

*' Indeed I cannot hope he will consent beforehand^" sighed 
Zoe; ^'but I have not the courage to defy him; and if I 
had^ we could not marry all in a moment, like that. We 
should have to be cried in church." 

^'That is quite gone out, amongst ladies and gentle- 
men. 

" Not in our family. Besides, even a special licence takes 
time^ I suppose. Oh, no, I could not be married in a clan- 
destine, discreditable way. I am a Vizard^ — please remember 
that. Would you degrade the woman you honour with your 
choice?" 

And her red cheeks and flashing eyes warned him to 
desist. 

"God forbid!" said he. "If that is the alternative, I 
consent to lose her — and lose her I shall." 

He then aflTected to dismiss the subject, and said, "Let 
me enjoy the hours that are left me. Much misery, or 
much bliss, can be condensed in a few days. I will enjoy 
the blessed time; and we will wait for the chapter of 
accidents that is sure to part us." Then he acted reckless 
happiness, and broke down at last. 

She cried, but showed no sign of yielding. Her pride and 
self-respect were roused and on their defence. 

The next day he came to her quietly sad. He seemed 
languid and listless, and to care for nothing. He was artful 
enough to tell her, on the information of Poikilus, that 
Vizard had hired the cathedral choir three times a week, to 
sing to his inamorata; and that he had driven her about 
Taddington, dressed, like a duchess, in a whole suit of 
sables. 

At that word the girl turned pale. 

He observed, and continued : " And it seems these sables 
are known throughout the county. There were several 
carriages in the town, and my informant heard a lady say 
they were Mrs. Vizard's sables, worth five hundred guineas, 
— a Russian princess gave them her." 

"It is quite true," said Zoe. "His mother's sables! Is 
it possible?" 

"They all say he is caught at last, and this is to be the 
next Mrs. Vizard." 
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*^ They may well say so^ if be parades her in his mother's 
sables/' said Zoe^ and could not conceal her jealousy and her 
indignation. '^ I never dared so much as ask his permission 
to wear them^" said she. 

" And if you had, be would have told you the relics of a 
saint were not to be played with." 

'^That is just what he would have said, I do believe." 
The female heart was stung. 

" Ah, well," said Seveme, *' I am sure I should not grudge 
him his happiness, if you would see things as he does, and be 
as brave as he is." 

"Thank you," said Zofe. "Women cannot defy the 
world, as men do." Then passionately, "Why do you 
torment me so? why do you urge me so? a poor girl, all 
alone, and far firom advice. What on earth would you have 
me do?" 

"Secure us against another separation, — unite us in bliss 
for ever." 

"And so I would if I could; you know T would. But it 
is impossible." 

"No, Zoe; it is easy. There are two ways. W^e can 
reach Scotland in eight hours ; and there, by a simple 
writing, and declaration before witnesses, we are man and 
wife." 

" A Gretna Green marriage ? " 

" It is just as much a legal marriage as if a bishop married 
us at St Paul's. However, we could follow it up immediately 
by marriage in a church, either in Scotland or the north of 
England. But there is another way. We can be married at 
Bagley, any day, before the registrar." 

" Is that a marriage ? a real marriage ? " 

^'As real, as legal, as binding, as a wedding in St. 
Paurs." 

"Nobody in this county has ever been married so. I 
should blush to be seen about after it." 

" Our first happy year would not be passed in this country. 
We should go abroad for six months." 

"Ay, fly from shame." 

"On our return, we should be received with open arms 
by my own people in Huntingdonshire, until your people 
came round, as they always do." 

He then showed her a letter, in which his pearl of a cousin 
said they would receive his wife with open arms, and make 
her as happy as they could. Uncle Tom was coming home 
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from India^ with two hundred thousand pounds; he was a 
■confirmed old bachelor, and Edward his favourite, &c. 

Zoe faltered a little ; so then he pressed her hard with 
love, and entreaties, and promises, and even hysterical tears ; 
then she began to cry, — a sure sign of yielding. " Give me 
time," she said ; " give me time." 

He groaned, and said there was no time to lose ; otherwise 
he never would have urged her so. 

For all that, she could not be drawn to a decision. She 
must think over such a step* 

Next morning, at the usual time, he came to know his 
&te. But she &d not appear. He waited an hour for her. 
She did not come. He began to rage and storm, and curse 
his folly for driving her so hard. 

At last she came, and found him pale with anxiety, and 
looking utterly miserable. She told him she had passed a 
sleepless night, and her head had ached so in the morning, 
she could not move. 

'^ My poor darling ! " said he, " and I am the cause. Say 
no more about it, dear one. I see you do not love me as I 
love you, and I forgive you." 

She smiled sadly at that, for she was surer of her own love 
than his. 

Zoe had passed a night of torment and vacillation ; and 
but for her brother having paraded Mademoiselle Klosking 
in his mother's sables, she would, I think, have held out. 
But this turned her a little against her brother ; and as he 
was the main obstacle to her union with Seveme, love and 
pity conquered. Yet still honour and pride had their say. 
"Edward," said she, "I love you with all my heart, and 
share your fears that accident may separate us. I will let 
you decide for both of us. But before you decide, be 
warned of one thing. I am a girl no longer, but a woman, 
who has been distracted with many passions. If any slur 
rests on my fair name, deeply as I love you now, I shall abhor 
you then." 

He turned pale, for her eye flashed dismay into his craven 
soul. 

He said nothing, and she continued : " If you insist on this 
hasty, half-clandestine marriage, then I consent to this — I 
will go with you before the registrar, and I shall come back 
here directly. Next morning early we will start for Scotland, 
and be married that other way before witnesses. Then your 
fears will be at an end, for you believe in these marriages ; 
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only, as I do not, — for I look on these legal marriages merely 
as solemn betrothals, — I shall be Miss Zoe Vizard, and expect 
you to treat me so, ontil I have been married in a church, 
like a lady." 

''Of course you shall," said he, and overwhelmed her with 
expressions of gratitude, respect, and affection. 

This soothed her troubled mind, and she let him take her 
hand, and pour his honied flatteries into her ear, as he walked 
her slowly up and down. 

She could hardlv tear herself away from the soft pressure 
of his hand and tne fascination of his tongue, and she left 
him, more madly in love with him than ever, and ready to 
face anything but dishonour for him. She was to come out 
at twelve o'clock, and walk into Bagley with him to betroth 
herself to him, as she chose to consider it, before the stipen- 
diary magistrate, who married couples in that way. Of the 
two marriages she had consented to, merely as preliminaries 
to a real marriage, Zoe despised this the most ; for the Scotch 
marriage was, at all events, ancient, and respectable lovers 
had been driven to it again and again. 

She was behind her time, and Seveme thought her courage 
had failed her after all ; but no, at half-past twelve she came 
out, and walked briskly towards Bagley. 

He was behind her, and followed her. She took his arm 
nervously. '* Let me feel you all the way," she said, ** to 
give me courage." 

So they walked arm in arm ; and as they went, his courage 
secretly wavered, hers rose at every step. 

About half a mile from the town they met a carriage and 
pair. 

At sight of them a gentleman on the box tapped at the 
glass window and said hurriedly, '' Here they are together/' 

Mademoiselle Klosking said, '' Stop the carriage ; " then, 
pausing a little, " Mr. Vizard^-on your word of honour, no 
violence." 

The carriage was drawn up, Ashmead opened the door in 
a trice, and La Klosking, followed by Vizard, stepped out, 
and stood like a statue before Edward Seveme and Zoe 
Vizard. 

Seveme dropped her arm directly, and was panic-stricken. 

Zoe uttered a little scream at the sight of Vizard ; but the 
next moment took fire at her rival's audacity, and stepped 
boldly before her lover with flashing eyes and expanding 
nostrils that literally breathed defiance. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

" You infernal scoundrel ! " roared Vizard^ and took a stride 
towards Seveme. 

*' No violence^" said Ina Klosking sternly : '^ it will be an 
insult to this lady^ and me." 

'* Very well then," said Vizard grimly. '* I must wait till 
I catch him alone." 

'' Meantime, permit me to speak, sir," said Ina. " Believe 
me, I have a better right than even you." 

" Tlien, pray, ask my sister why I find her on that villain's 
arm. 

''I should not answer her," said Zoe haughtily. ''But 
my brother I will. Harrington, all this vulgar abuse con- 
firms me in my choice. I take his arm, because I have 
accepted his hiuid. I am going into Bagley with him to 
becmne his ¥dfe." 

This announcement took away Vizard's breath for a moment, 
and Ina Klosking put in her word. '' You cannot do that ; 
pray be warned. He is leading you to infamy." 

''Infiuny! What I because he cannot give me a suit of 
sables ? Infamy 1 because we prefer virtuous poverty to vice 
and wealth ? " 

'' No, young lady," said Ina, colouring &intly at the taunt ; 
" but because you could only be his paramour — ^not his wife. 
He is married already." 

At these words, spoken with that power Ina Klosking 
could always command, Zoe Vizard turned ashy pale. But 
she fought on bravely. ''Married? It is fiilse! To 
whom?" 

" To me." 

" I thought so. Now I know it is not true. He left you 
months before we ever knew him." 

" Look at him. He does not say it is false." 

Zoe turned on Seveme, and at his face her own heart 
quaked. " Are you married to this lady ? " she asked ; and 
her eyes, dilated to their full size, searched his every feature. 

" Not that I know of," said he impudently. 

" Is that the serious answer you expected. Miss Vizard ? " 
said Ina keenly ; then to Seveme, " You are unwise to insult 
the woman on whom, from this day, you must depend for 
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bread. Miss Vizard^ to you I speak^ and not to this shame- 
less man. For your mother's sake do me justice. I have 
loved him dearly; but now I abhor him. Would I could 
break the tie that binds us^ and give him to you or to any 
lady who would have him. ^ But I cannot. And shall I hold 
my tongue^ and let you be ruined and dishonoured ? I am 
an older woman than you^ and bound by gratitude to all your 
house. Dear lady^ I have taxed my strength to save you. 
I feel that strength waning. Pray read this paper — and 
consent to save yourself,*' 

" I will read it/' said Rhoda Gale, interfering. " I know 
German. It is an authorised duplicate certifying the mar- 
riage of Edward Seveme of Willingham in Huntingdonshire, 
England, to Ina Ferris, daughter of Walter Ferris and Eva 
Klosking, of Zutzig, in Denmark. The marriage was solem- 
nised at Berlin, and here are the signatures of several 
witnesses : Eva Klosking ; Frslulein Graafe ; Zug, the Capell-* 
meister; Vicomte Meurice, French attach^; Count Hompesch, 
Bavarian plenipotentiary ; Herr Formes." 

Ina explained, in a voice that was now feeble, " I was a 
public character ; my marriage was public ; not like the clan- 
destine union which is all he dared offer to this well-bom 
lady." 

" The Bavarian and French ministers are both in London," 
said Vizard eagerly. " We can easily learn if these signatures 
are forged, like your acceptances." 

But if one shadow of doubt remained, Seveme now re- 
moved it; he uttered a scream of agony, and fled, as if the 
demons of remorse and despair were spurring him with red- 
hot rowels. 

''There, you little idiot," roared Vizard, "does that open 
your eyes ? " 

" Oh, Mr. Vizard," said Ina reproachfully, " for pity's sake 
think only of her youth, and what she has to suflTer ! I can 
do no more for her. I feel — so — faint." 

Ashmead and Rhoda supported her into the carriage; 
Vizard, touched to the heart by Ina's appeal, held out his 
eloquent arms to his stricken sister, and she tottered to 
him, and clung to him, all limp and broken, and wishing 
she could sink out of the sight of all mankind. He put 
his strong arm round her, and, though liis own heart was 
desolate and broken, he supported that broken flower of 
womanhood, and half led, half lifted her on, until he laid 
her on a sofa in Somerville Villa. Then, for the first time, 
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he spoke to her. ''We are both desolate now, my child 
Let us love one another. I will be ten times tenderer to 
you than I ever have been." She gave a great sob, but 
she was past speaking. 

Ina Klosking, Miss Gale, and Ashmead returned in the 
carriage to Bagley. Half a mile out of the town they 
found a man lying on the pathway, with his hat off, and 
white as a sheet It was Edward Seveme. He had run 
till he dropped. 

Ashmead got down and examined him. 

He came back to the carriage-door, looking white enough 
himself. '' It is all over," said he ; '' the man is dead." 

Miss Gale was out in a moment, and examined him. " No," 
said she. ''The heart does not beat perceptibly; but he 
breathes. It is another of those seizures. Help me get him 
into the carriage." 

This was done, and the driver ordered to go a foot's pace. 

The stimulants Miss Gale had brought for Ina Klosking 
were now applied to revive this male&ctor ; and both ladies 
actually ministered to him with compassionate &ces. He was 
a villain ; but he was superlatively handsome, and a feather 
might turn the scale of life or death. 

The seizure, though really appalling to look at, did not last 
IcHig. He revived a little in the carriage, and was taken, still 
insensible, but breathing hard, into a room in the railway 
hotel. When he was out of danger. Miss Gale felt Ina 
Klosking's pulse, and insisted on her going to Taddington 
by the next train, and leaving Seveme to the care of Mr. 
Ashmead. 

Ina, who, in truth, was just then most unfit for any more 
trials, feebly consented, but not until she had given Ashmead 
some important instructions respecting her malefactor, and 
supplied him with funds. Miss Gale also instructed Ashmead 
how to proceed in case of a relapse, and provided him with 
materials. 

The ladies took a train, which arrived soon after; and 
being so fortunate as to get a lady's carriage all to themselves, 
they sat intertwined and rocking together, and Ina Klosking 
found relief at last in a copious How of tears. 

Rhoda got her to Hillstoke, cooked for her, nursed her, 
lighted fires, aired her bed, and these two friends slept 
together in each other^s anns. 

Ashmead had a hard time of it with Seveme : he managed 
pretty well with him at first, because he stupefied him witfa 
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brandy befiire he had oome to his senses, and in that state got 
him into the next tfain. But as the fumes wore off, and 
Severoe realised his villainy, his defeat, and his abject con- 
dition between the two women he had wronged, he suddenly 
uttered a yell, and made a spring at the window. Ashmead 
caught him by his calves, and dragged him so powerfully 
down, that his &ce struck the floor hard, and his nose bled 
profusely. The hemorrhage and the blow quieted him for a 
time, and then Ashmead gave him more brandy, and got him 
to the ''Swan " in a half-lethargic lull This fidthful agent 
and man of all work took a private sitting-room with a double- 
bedded room adjoining it, and ordered a hot supper with 
champagne and madeira. 

Seveme lay on a so& moaning. 

The waiter sUred. ''Trouble!" whispered Ashmead 
confidentially. "Take no notice. Supper as quick as 
possible." 

By-and-by Seveme started up, and began to rave and tear 
about the room, cursing his haxd fate, and ended in a kind of 
hysterical fit Ashme^, being provided by Miss Gale with 
salts and aromatic vinegar, &c., applied them, and ended by 
dashing a tumbler of water right into his face, which did him 
more good than chemistry. 

Then he tried to awaken manhood in the fellow. " What 
MTeyou howling about ?" said he. " Why, you are the only 
sinner, and you are the least sufierer. Come, drop snivelling, 
and eat a bit Trouble don't do on an empty stomach." 

Seveme said he would try ; but begged the waiter might 
not be allowed to stare at a broken-hearted man. 

" Broken fiddlestick I " said honest Joe. 

Seveme tried to eat, but could not But he could drink, 
and said sa 

Ashmead gave him champagne in tumblers, and that, on 
his empty stomach, set him raving, and saying life was hell to 
him now. But presently he fell to weeping bitterly. In 
which condition Ashmead forced him to bed, and there he 
slept heavOy. In the morning Ashmead sat by his bedside, 
and tried to bring him to reason. "Now, look here," said 
he, "you are a lucky fellow, if you will only see it You 
have escaped bigamy and a jail, and as a reward for your 
good conduct to your wife, and the many virtues you have 
exhibited in a short space of time, I am instructed by 
that lady to pay you twenty pounds every Saturday at 
twelve o'clock. It is only a thousand a year; but don't 
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you be down-hearted ; I conclude she will raise your salary 
as you advance. You must forge her name to a heavy cheque^ 
rob a church, and abduct a school-girl or two — misses in 
their teens and wards of Chancery preferred — and she will 
make it thirty, no doubt ; " and Joe looked vexy sour. 

^'That for her twenty pounds a week!" cried this in* 
jured man. '' She owes me two thousand pounds and more. 
She has been my enemy and her own. The fool! — ^to go 
and peach ! She had only to hold her tongue and be Mrs. 
Vizard, and then she would have had a rich husband that 
adores her, and I should have had my darling beautiful Zoe^ 
. the only woman I ever loved or ever shall." 

''Oh," said Ashmead, ''then you expected vour wife to 
commit bigamy, and so make it smooth to you ? ' 

" Of course I did" was the worthy Seveme's reply ; " and 
so she would, if she had had a grain of sense. See what a 
contrast now ! We are all unhappy — ^herself included, — and 
it is all her doing." 

"Well, young man," said Ashmead, drawing a long breath, 
"didn't I tell you you are a lucky fellow? You have got 
£20 a week, and that blest boon, ' a conscience void of offence.' 
You are a happy man. Here's a strong cup of tea for you ; 
just you drink it, and then get up, and take the train to the 
little village. There kindred spirits and fresh delights await 
you. You are not to adorn Barfordshire any longer — that is 
the order." 

" Well, ril go to London — but not without you." 

"Me ! What do you want of me ?" 

" You are a good fellow, and the only friend I have left. 
But for you I should be dead, or mad. You have pulled me 
through." 

"Through the window I did. Lord forgive me for it," 
said Joseph. " Well, I'll go up to town with you ; but I can't 
be always tied to your tail. I haven't got £20 a week. To 
be sure," he added drily, " I haven't earned it That is one 
comfort." 

He telegraphed to Hillstoke, and took Seveme up to 
London. 

There the Bohemian very soon found he could live, and 
even derive some little enjoyment — from his vices — ^without 
Joseph Ashmead. He visited him punctually every Saturday 
and conversed delightftdly. If he came any other day, it was 
sure to be for an advance. He never got it 
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CHAPTER XXX 

FanUT Dovcft woe sent for directly to Somenrille Vflk ; and 
three days after the distressmg scene I have endeavoured to 
describe, Vtaard brought his wrecked sister home. Her con- 
dition was pitiable ; and the moment he reached Visard Court 
he mounted his horse and rode to Hillstoke to bring Miss 
Gale down to her. 

Tliere he found Ina Klosking, with her boxes at the door, 
waiting for the fly that was to take her away. 

It was a sad interview. He thanked her deeply For her 
noble conduct to his sister, and then he could not help speaking 
of his own disappointment 

Mademoiselle Klosldng, on this occasion, was simple, sad, 
and even tender, within prudent limits. She treated this as 
a parting for ever, and therefore made no secret of her esteem 
for him. " But," said she, '' I hope one day to hear you have 
found a partner worthy of you. As for me, who am tied for 
life to one I despise, and can never love again, I shall seek 
my consolation in music, and, please G^, in charitable 
actions." 

He kissed her hand at parting, and gave her a long, long 
look of miserable regret, that tried her composure ha^, and 
often recurred to her memory. 

She went up to London ; took a small suburban house ; led 
a secluded life, and devoted herself to her art, making a par* 
ticular study now of sacred music ; she collected volumes of it, 
and did not disdain to buy it at bookstalls, or wherever she 
could find it 

Ashmead worked for her, and she made her first appear^ 
ance in a new oratorio. Her songs proved a principal feature 
in the performance. 

Events did not stand still in Barfordshire ; but they were 
tame compared with those I have lately related, and must 
be despatched in fewer words. 

Aunt Maitland recovered unexpectedly from a severe 
illness, and was a softened woman; she sent Fanny off to 
keep Zoe companv. That poor girl had a bitter time, and 
gave Doctress Gale great anxiety. She had no brain-fever, 
but seemed quietly, insensibly, sinking into her grave. No 
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appetite, and indeed was threatened with atrophy at one 
time. But she was so surrounded with loving-kindness that 
her shame diminished, her pride rose, and at last her agony 
was hlunted, and only a pensive languor remained to show 
that she had been crushed, and could not be again the bright, 
proud, high-spirited beauty of Barfordsbire. 

For many months she never mentioned either Edward 
Seveme, Ina Klosking, or Lord Uxmoor. 

It was a long time before she went outside the gates of 
her own park. She seemed to hate the outer world. 

Her first visit was to Miss Gale; that young lady was 
now veiy happy. She had her mother with her. Mrs. 
Gale had defeated the tricky executor, and had come to 
England with a tidy little capital, saved out of the fire by 
her sagacity and spirit 

Mrs. Gale's character has been partly revealed by her 
daughter. I have only to add she was a homely, well-read 
woman, of few words, but those few — ^grape-shot. Example 
— she said to Zoe, " Young lady, excuse an old woman's free- 
dom, who might be your mother. The troubles of young 
folk have a deal of self in them; more than you could 
believe. Now just you try something to take you out of 
self, and you will be another creature." 

" Ah," sighed Zoe, " would to heaven I could ! " 

''Oh," said Mrs. Gale, ''anybody with money can do it, 
and the world so full of real trouble. Now my girl tells 
me you are kind to the poor; why not do s<Mnething like 
Rhoda is doing for this lord she is overseer^ or goodness 
knows what, to ? " 

Rhoda (d^fiantfy), "Viceroy." 

"You have money, and your brother will not refuse you 
a bit o' land. Why not build some of these new-fangled 
cottages, with fancy gardens, and dwarf palaces for a cow 
and a pig. Rhoda, child, if I was a poor woman, I could 
graze a cow in the lanes hereabouts, and feed a pig in the 
woods. Now you do that for the poor. Miss Vizard, and 
don't let my girl think for you. Breed your own ideas. 
That will divert you from self, my dear, and you will begin 
to find it — ^there — just as if a black cloud was clearing away 
from your mind, and letting your heart warm again." 

ZoQ caught at the idea, and that very day asked Vizard 
timidly whether he would let her have some land to build 
a model cottage or two on ? 

Will it be believed that the good-natured Vizard made 
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a wry fiace? "What! two proprietors in Islip?" For a 
moment or two he was all squire. But soon the brother 
conquered. " Well/' said he, " I can't give you a fee-simple ; 
I must think of my heirs; but I will hold a court, and 
grant you a copyhold ; or I'll give you a ninety-nine years' 
lease at a peppercorn. There's a slip of three acres on the 
edge of the Green. You shall amuse yourself with that" 
He made it over to her directly, for a century, at ten shillings 
a year; and as he was her surviving trustee, he let her 
draw in advance on her ten thousand pounds. 

Mapping out the ground with Rhoda, settling the gardens, 
and the miniature pastures, and planning the little houses 
and out-houses, and talking a great deal, compared with 
what she transacted, proved really a certain antidote to 
that lethargy of woe which oppressed her; and here, for a 
time, I must leave her, returning slowly to health of body 
and some tranquillity of mind; but still subject to fits of 
shame and gnawed by bitter regrets. 



CHAPTER XXXI 

The reputation Mademoiselle Klosking sained in the new 
oratorio, aided by Ashmead's exertions, launched her in a 
walk of art that accorded with her sentiments. 

She sang in the oratorio whenever it could be performed, 
and also sang select songs from it, and other sacred songs, at 
concerts. 

She was engaged at a musical festival in the very cathedral 
town whose choir had been so consoling to her. She entered 
with great zeal into this engagement, and finding there was 
a general desire to introduce the leading chorister boy to 
the public in a duet, she surprised them all by offering to 
sing the second part with him, if he would rehearse it care- 
fully with her at her lodgings. He was only too glad, as 
might be supposed. She found he had a lovely voice, but 
little physical culture. He read correctly, but did not 
even know the nature of the vocal instrument and its con- 
struction, which is that of a bagpipe. She taught him how 
to keep his lungs full in singing, yet not to gasp, and by 
this simple means enabled him to sing with more than 
twice the power he had ever exercised yet She also taught 
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him the swells a figure of mudc he knew literally nothing 
about 

When^ after singing a great solo^ to salvos of applause. 
Mademoiselle Klosking took the second part with this urchin, 
the citizens and all the musical people who haunt a cathedral, 
were on the tiptoe of expectation. The boy amazed them, 
and the rich contralto that supported ^im, and rose and 
swelled with him in ravishing harmony, enchanted them. 
The vast improvement in the boy's style did not escape the 
hundreds of persons who knew him, and this duet gave La 
Klosking a great personal popularity. 

Her last song, by her own choice, was, '' What though I 
trace " (Handel), and the majestic volume that rang through 
the echoing vault showed with what a generous spirit she had 
subdued that magnificent organ not to crush her juvenile 
partner in the preceding duet. 

Amongst the persons present was Harrington Vizard. He 
had come there against his judgment; but he could not 
help it 

He had been cultivating a dull tranquillity, and was even 
beginning his old game of railing on women, as the great 
disturbers of male peace. At Uie sight of her and the 
sound of her first notes, away went his tranquillity, and 
he loved her as ardently as ever. But, when she sang 
his mother's favourite, and the very roof rang, and three 
thousand souls were thrilled and lined to heaven l^ that 
pure and noble strain, the rapture could not pass away 
from this one heart; while the ear ached at the cessa- 
tion of her voice, the heart also ached, and pined, and 
yearned. 

He ceased to resist From that day he followed her about' 
to her public performances all over the midland counties ; and 
she soon became aware of his presence. She said nothing 
till Ashmead drew her attention; then being compelled to 
notice it, she said it was a great pity. Surely he must have 
more important duties at home. 

Ashmead wanted to recognise him, and put him into 
the best place vacant; but La Klosking said, '^No; I 
will be more his friend than to lend him the least en« 
couragement" 

At the end of that tour she returned to London. 

While she was there in her little suburban house, she 
received a visit from Mr. Edward Seveme. He came to 
throw himself at her feet, and beg forgiveness. She said she 
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"would try and forgive him. He then implored her to forget 
the past She told him that was beyond her power. He 
persisted^ and told her he had come to his senses; all his 
misconduct now seemed a hideous dream, and he found 
he had never really loved any one but her. So then he 
entreated her to try him once more ; to give him back the 
treasure of her love. 

She listened to him like a woman of marble. " Love where 
I despise ! " said she. '^ Never. The day has gone by when 
these words can move me. Come to me for the means of 
enjoying yourself — gambling, drinking, and your other vices 
— and I shall indulge you. But do not pro&ne the name of 
love. I forbid you ever to enter my door on that errand. I 
presume you want money. There is a hundred pounds. 
Take it ; and keep out of my sight till you have wast^ it" 

He dashed the notes proudly down. She turned her back 
on him, and glided into another room. 

When she returned he was gone, and the hundred pounds 
had managed to accompany him. 

He went straight from her to Ashmead, and talked big. 
He would sue for restitution of conjugal rights. 

"Don't do that, for my sake," said Ashmead. "She will 
fly the country like a biid, and live in some village on bread 
and milk." 

"Oh, I would not do you an ill turn for the world," said 
the master of arts. "Vou have been a kind friend to me. 
You saved my life. It is embittered by remorse, and recol* 
lections of the happiness I have thrown away, and the heart 
I have wronged. No matter !" 

This visit disturbed La Klosking, and disposed her to leave 
London. She listened to a brilliant offer that was made 
her, through Ashmead, by the manager of the Italian Opera, 
who was organising a provincial tour. The tour was well 
advertised in advance, and the company opened to a grand 
house at Birmingham. 

Mademoiselle Klosking had not been long on the stage, 
when she discovered her discarded husband in the stalls, 
looking the perfection of youthful beauty. The next minute 
she saw Vizard in a private box. Mr. Seveme applauded 
her loudly, and flung her a bouquet Mr. Vizard fixed his 
eyes on her, beaming with admiration, but made no public 
demonstration. 

The same- incident repeated itself every night she sang, 
and atjevery town. 
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At last she spoke about it to Asbmead, in the vague 
suggestive way her sex excels in. ''I presume you have 
observed the people in front ? " 

" Yes, madam. Two in particular." 

'^ Could you not advise him to desist ? " 

" Which of 'em, madam ? " 

''Mr. Vizard, of course. He is losing his time, and 
wasting sentiments it is cruel should be wasted*" 

Ashmead said he dared not take any liberty with Mr. 
Vizard. 

So the thing went on. 

Seveme made acquaintance with the manager, and obtained 
the entree behind the scenes. He brought his wife a bouquet 
every night, and presented it to her with such reverence and 
grace, that she was obliged to take it and curtsey, or seem 
rude to the people about. 

Then she wrote to Miss Gale, and begged her to come, if 
she could. 

Miss Gale, who had all this time been writing her love- 
letters twice a week, immediately appointed her mother 
viceroy, aud went to her friend. Ina Kloskiug explained 
the situation to her with a certain slight timidity and con- 
fusion not usual to her ; and said, '* Now, dear, you have 
more courage than the rest of us ; and I know he has a great 
respect for you ; and, indeed. Miss Dover told me he would 
quite obey you. Would it not be the act of a friend to 

advise him to cease this unhappy what good can come of 

it } He neglects his own duties, and disturbs me in mine. 
I sometimes ask myself would it not be kinder of me to give 
up my business, or practise it elsewhere — Germany, or even 
Italy?" 

'' Does he call on you ? " 

''No." 

" Does he write to you ? " 

" Oh no — I wish he would ; because then I should be able 
to reply like a true friend, and send him away. Consider, 
dear, it is not like a nobody dangling after a public singer ; 
that is common enough. We are all run after by idle men ; 
even Signorina Zubetta, who has not much voice nor appear- 
ance, and speaks a Genoese patois when she is not delivering 
a libretto. But for a gentleman of position, with a heart of 
gold and the soul of an emperor, that he should waste his 
time and his feelings so on a woman who can never be any- 
thing to him, it is pitiable." 
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''Well^ bat after all it is his business, and he is not a 
child; besides, remember he is really very fond of music. 
If I were you I'd look another way, and take no notice." 

« But I cannot" 
; "Ah!— And why no, pray?" 

"Because he always takes a box on my left hand, two 
from the stage. I can't think how he gets it at all the 
theatres. And then he fixes his eyes on me so, I cannot help 
stealing a look. He never applauds, nor throws me bouquets. 
He looks; oh, you cannot conceive how he looks, and the 
strange effect it is beginning to produce on me ! " 

" He mesmerises you ? " 

"I know not; but it is a growing fascination. Oh, my 
dear physician, interfere. If it goes on, we shall be more 
wretched than ever." Then she enveloped Rhoda in her 
arms, and rested a hot cheek against hers. 

"I see," said Rhoda. "You are afraid he will make you 
love him." 

"I hope not But artists are impressionable; and -being 
looked at so by one I esteem, night after night when my 
nerves are strung — cela tn'agace^" and she gave a shiver, 
and then was a little hysterical; and that was very un« 
like her. 

Rhoda kissed her, and said resolutely she would stop it 

"Not unkindly?" 

"Oh no." 

" You will not tell him it is offensive to me ? " 

"No." 

" Pray do not give him unnecessary pain." 

"No." 

" He is not to be mortified." 

"No." 

" I shall miss him sadly." 

"Shall you?" 

" Naturally ; especially at each new place. Only conceive : 
-—one is always anxious on the stage ; and it is one thing to 
come before a public all strangers, and nearly all poor judges : 
it is another to see, all ready for your first note, a noble face 
bright with intelligence and admiration — ^the face of a friend. 
Often that one fiice is the only one I allow myself to see. 
It hides the whole public." 

" Then don't you be silly and send it away. I'll tell you 
the one fiiult of your character; you think too much of 
.other people and too Httle of yourseI£ Now that is contrary^ 
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to the scheme of nature. We are sent into the world to 
take care of number one," 

"What?" said Ina; "are we to be all self-indulgence? 
Is there to be no principle^ no womanly prudence^ fore* 
sights discretion? No: I feel the sacrifice; but no power 
shall hinder me from making it. If you cannot persuade 
him, ril do like other singers. I will be ill, and quit the 
company." 

*' Don't do that," said Rhoda. ''Now you have put on 
your iron look, it is no use arguing — I know that to my cost. 
There — I will talk to him. Only don't hurry me; let me 
take my opportunity." 

This being understood, Ina would not part with her for 
the present, but took her to the theatre. She dismissed her 
dresser at Rhoda's request, and Rhoda filled that office. So 
they could talk freely. 

Rhoda had never been behind the scenes of a theatre 
before, and she went prying about, ignoring the music, for 
she was almost earless. Presently, whom should she en- 
counter but Edward Seveme? She started, and looked at 
him like a basilisk. He removed his hat, and drew back 
a step with a great air of respect and humility. She was 
shocked and indignant with Ina for letting him be about 
her. She followed her off the stage into her dressing-room, 
and took her to task. '' I have seen Mr. Seveme here." 

" He comes every night." 

'' And you allow him ? " 

" It is the manager." 

*' But he would not admit him if you objected." 

" I am afraid to do that" 

''Why?" 

" We should have an esclandre, I find he has had so much 
consideration for me as to tell no one our relation ; and as 
he has never spoken to me, I do the most prudent thing 
I can, and take do notice. Should he attempt to intrude 
himself on me, then it will be time to have him stopped 
in the hall, and I shall do it coute que coute. Ah, my dear 
friend, mine is a difficult and tiying position." 

After a very long wait, Ina went down and sang her 
principal song with the usual bravas and thunders of applause. 
She was call^ on twice, and as she retired, Seveme stepped 
forward, and with a low, obsequious bow, handed her a 
beautiful bouquet She took it with a stately curtsey, but 
never looked nor smiled. Rhoda saw that and wondered. 
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She thought to herself, '^ That is carryinff politeness a long 
way. To be sure, she is half a foreigner.' 

Having done his nightly homage, Seveme left the theatre, 
and soon afterwards the performance concloded, and Ina 
took her friend home. 

Ashmead was in the hall to show his patroness to her 
carriage — a duty he never failed in. Rhoda shook hands 
with him, and he said, '^ Delighted to see you here, miss. 
You will be a great comfort to her." 

The two friends communed till two o'clock in the morning, 
but the limits of my tale forbid me to repeat what passed. 
Suffice it to say that Rhoda was fairly puzzled by the situa- 
tion; but having a great regard for Vizard, saw clearly 
enough that he ought to be sent back to Islip. She thought 
that perhaps the very sight of her would wound his pride, 
and finding his mania discovered by a third person, he would 
go of his own accord. So she called on him. 

My lord received her with friendly composure, and all his 
talk was about Islip. He did not condescend to explain his 
presence at Carlisle. He knew that qui s'excuie s'accuse, and 
left her to remonstrate. She had hardly courage for that, 
and hoped it might be unnecessary. 

She told Ina what she had done. But her visit was futile ; 
at night there was Vizard in his box. 

Next day the company opened in Manchester. Vizard 
was in his box there— Seveme in front, till Ina's principal 
song. Then he came round and presented his bouquet 
But this time he came up to Rhoda Gale, and asked her 
whether a penitent man might pay his respects to her in 
the morning. 

She said she believed there were very few penitents in the 
world. 

" I know one," said he. 

"Well, I don't then," said the virago. "But you can 
come, if you are not afraid." 

Of course Ina Klosking knew of this appointment two 
minutes after it was made. She merely said, "Do not let 
him talk you over." 

" He is not so likely to talk me over as you," said Rhoda. 

"You are mistaken," was Ina's reply. "I am the one 
person he will never deceive again." 

Rhoda Gale received his visit He did not beat about the 
bush, nor fence at alL He declared at once what he came 
for. He said, " At the first sight of you, whom I have been 
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so ungrateful to^ I could not speak ; but now I throw myself 
on your forgiveness. I think you must have seen that my 
ingratitude has never sat light on me." 

''I have seen that you were terribly afraid of me/' said 
she. 

'^ I daresay I was. But I am not afraid of you now ; and 
here^ on my knees^ I implore you to forgive my baseness^ my 
ingratitude. Oh^ Miss Gale^ you don't know what it is to be 
madly in love ; one has no principle^ no right feelings against 
a real passion ; and I was madly in love with her. It was 
through fear of losing her I disowned my physician, my bene* 
factress, who had saved my life. Miserable wretch ! It was 
through fear of losing her that I behaved like a ruffian to my 
angel wife, and would have committed bigamy, and been 
a felon. What was all this but madness ? You, who are so 
wise, will you not forgive me a crime that downright insanity 
was the cause of? " 

" Humph ! if I understand right, you wish me to forgive 
vott for looking in my £ice, and saying to the woman who 
had saved your life, ' I don't know you ? ' " 

"Yes — if you can. No; now you put it in plain words, 
I see it is not to be forgiven." 

*' You are mistaken. It was like a stab to my heart, and I 
cried bitterly over it" 

" Then I deserve to be hanged, that is all." 

^' But, on consideration, I believe it is as much your nature 
to be wicked as it is my angel Ina's to be good. So I forgive 
vou that one thing, you charming villain." She held out her 
hand to him in proof of her good faith. 

He threw himself on his knees directly, and kissed and 
mumbled her hand, and bedewed it with hysterical tears. 

*' Oh, don't do that," said she ; "or Fm bound to give you 
a good kick. I hate she-men." 

"Give me a moment," said he, "and I will be a man 
again." 

He sat with his face in his hands, gulping a little. 

" Come," said she, cocking her head like a keen jackdaw ; 
" now let us have the real object of your visit." 

"No, no," said he inadvertently — "another time will do 
for that. I am content with your forgiveness. Now I can 
wait" 

"What for?" 

"Can you ask? Do you consider this a happy state of 
things?" 
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' " Certainly not But it can't be helped ; and we have to 
thank you for it" 

''It could be helped, in time. If you would persuade her 
to take the first step." 

"What step?" 

" Not to disown her husband. To let him at least be her 
friend — her penitent, humble friend. We are man ax^A 
wife. If I were to say so publicly, she would admit it 
In this respect at least I have been generous; will she 
not be generous too? What harm could it do her if we 
lived under the same roof, and I took her to the theatre, 
and fetched her home, and did little friendly offices for 
her?" 

''And so get the thin end of the wedge in, eh? Mr. 
Seveme, I decline all interference in a matter so delicate, 
and in flavour of a person who would use her as iU as ever, 
if he once succeeded in recovering her affections." 

So then she dismissed him peremptorily. 

But, true to Vizard's interest, she called on him again, 
and after a few preliminaries, let him know that Seveme 
was every night behind the scenes. 

A spasm crossed his &ce. "I am quite aware of that," 
said he. " But he is never admitted into her house." 

" How do you know ? " 

" He is under constant surveillance." 

"Spies?" 

" No— thief-takers ; all from Scotland Yard." 

" And love brings men down to this. What is it for ? " 

" When I am sure of your co-operation, I will let you know 
my hopes." 

" He doubts my friendship," said Rhoda sorrowfully. 

" No ; only your discretion." 

"I will be discreet" 

"Well, then, sooner or later, he is sure to form some 
improper connection or other; and then I hope you will aid 
me in persuading her to divorce him." 

" That is not so easy in this country. It is not Uke our 
Western States, where, the saying is, they give you five 
minutes at a railway station for di — ^vorce." 

" You forget she is a German Protestant, and the marriage 
was in that country. It will be easy enough." 

" Very well ; dismiss it from your mind. She will never 
come before the public in that way. Nothing you nor I 
could urge would induce her." 
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Vkard replied doggedly^ '^ I will never despair, so long as 
she keeps mm out of ner house." 

Rhoda told Ina Klosking this, and said, ''Now it is in 
your own hands. You have only to let your charming villain 
into your house, and Mr. Visard will return to Islip." 

Ina Klosking huiied her face in her hands and thought 

At night. Vizard in his box as usuaL Seveme behind 
the scenes with his bouquet. But this night he stayed for 
the ballet, to see a French danseuse who had joined them. 
He was acquainted with her before, and had a sprightly 
conversation with her. In other words, he renewed an old 
flirtation. 

The next opera night all went as usual. Vizard in the 
box, looking sadder than usual. Rhoda's good sense had 
not been entirely wasted. Seveme, with his bouquet, and 
his grave humility, until the play ended, and La Klosking 
passed out into the hall. Her back was hardly turned 
when Mdlle. Lafontaine, dressed for the ballet, in a most 
spicy costume, danced up to her old friend, and slapped his 
face very soA;ly with a rose, then sprang away, and stood on 
her defence. 

** I'll have that rose," cried Seveme. 

" And a kiss into the bargain." 

''Jamais." 

" Cest ce que nous verrons." 

He chased her. She uttered a feigned *' Ah 1 " and darted 
away. He foUowed her ; she crossed the scene at the back, 
where it was dark, bounded over an open trap, which she 
saw just in time, but Seveme, not seeing it, because she was 
between him and it, fell through it, and striking the mazarine, 
fell into the cellar, fifteen feet below the stage. 

The screams of the dancer soon brought a crowd round 
the trap, and reached Mademoiselle Klosking just as she was 
going out to her carriage. "There!" she cried: '' another 
accident!" and she came back, making sure it was some 
poor carpenter come to grief, as usual. On such occasions 
her purse was always ready. 

They brought Seveme up sensible, but moaning, and 
bleeding at the temple, and looking all streaky about the 
face. 

They were going to take him to the infirmary ; but Made- 
moiselle Klos^g, with a &ce of angelic pity, said, " No ; he 
bleeds, he bleeds. He must go to my house." 
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They stared a little ; but it takes a good deal to astonish 
people in a theatre. 

Seveme was carried oat, his head hastily bandaged, and 
he was lifted into La Klosking's cairiage. One of the 
people of the theatre was directed to go on the box^ 
and La Klosking and Ashmead supported him^ and he was 
taken to her lodgings. She directed him to be laid on a 
couch, and a physician sent for. Miss Gale not having yet 
returned from Liverpool^ whither she had gone to attend 
a lecture. 

Ashmead went for the physician. But almost at the door 
he met Miss Gale and Mr. Vizard. 

''Miss/' said he, "you are wanted. There has been an 
accident Mr. Seveme has fiiUen through a trap, and into 
the cellar. 

" No bones broken ? " 

"Not he ; he has only broken his head ; and that will cost 
her a broken heart'* 

''Where is he?" 

" Where I hoped never to see him again." 

"What! in her house?" said Rhoda, and hurried off at 
once. 

" Mr. Ashmead," said Vizard, "a word with you." 

"By all means, sir," said Ashmead, "as we go for the 
doctor. Dr. Menteith has a great name. He lives close by 
your hotel, sir." 

As they went Vizard asked him what he meant by saying 
this incident would cost her a broken heart 

"Why, sir," said Ashmead, "he is on his good behaviour 
to get back ; has been for months begging and pra3ring just 
to be let live under the same roof. She has always renised. 
But some fellows have such luck. I don't say he fell down 
a tri^ on purpose ; but he has done it, and no broken bones, 
but plenty of blood. That is the very thing to overcome 
a woman's feelings ; and she is not proof against pity. He 
will have her again. Why, she is his nurse now; and see 
how that will work. We have a week's more business here ; 
and, by bad luck, a dead fortnight, all along of Dublin fall- 
ing through unexpectedly. He is as artful as Old Nick; 
he will spin out that broken head of his, and make it last 
all the three weeks ; and she will nurse him, and he will be 
weak, and grateful, and cry, and beg her pardon six times 
a day ; and she is only a woman, after all ; and they are man 
and wife, when all is done. The road is beaten. They will 

368 



A WOMAN-HATER 

run upon it again^ till his time is up to play the rogue as 
bad as ever." 

" You torture me/' said Vizard. 

" I am afraid I do, sir ; but I feel it my duty. Mr. Vizard, 
you are a noble gentleman, and I am only what you see; 
but the humblest folk will have their likes and dislikes, 
and I have a great respect for you, sir. I can't tell you 
the mixture of things I feel when I see you in tlie same 
box every night Of course I am her agent, and the 
house would not be complete without you ; but as a man 
I am sorry — especially now that she has let him into 
her house. Take a humble friend's advice, sir, and cut 
it. Don't you come between any woman and her husband, 
especially a public lady. She will never be more to you 
than she is. She is a good woman, and he must keep gain- 
ing ground. He has got the pull. Rouse all your pride, 
sir, and your manhood, and you have got plenty of both, 
and cut it; don't look right nor left, but cut it — and 
forgive my presumption." 

Vizard was greatly moved. "Give me your hand," he 
said; ^'you are a worthy man. FU act on your advice, and 
never forget what I owe you. Stick to me like a leech, and 
see me off by the next train, for I am going to tear my 
heart out of my bosom." 

Luckily there was a train in half an hour, and Ashmead saw 
him off; then went to supper. He did not return to Ina's 
lodgings. He did not want to see Seveme nursed. He 
liked the fellow too ; but he saw through him clean ; and he 
worshipped Ina Klosking. 



CHAPTER XXXII 

At one o'clock next day Ashmead received a note from 
Mademoiselle Klosking, saving, '^ Arrange with Mr. X. to 
close my tour with Manchester, Pay the fortnight, if re- 
quired." She was with the company at a month's notice on 
either side, you must understand. 

Instead of going to the manager, he went at once, in utter 
dismay, to Mwlemoiselle Klosking, and there learned in sub- 
stance what I must now briefly relate. 

Miss Gale found Edward Severne deposited on a sofa. Ina 
was on her knees by his side, sponging his bleeding temple 
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with looks of gentle pity. Strange to say the wound was 
in the same place as his wife's, but more contused, and no 
large vein was divided. Miss Gale soon stanched that. She 
asked him where his pain was. He said it was in his head 
and his back ; and he cast a haggard, anxious look on her. 

" Take my arm/' said she. " Now, stand up." 

He tried but could not, and said his legs were benumbed. 
Miss Gale looked grave. 

^' Lay him on my bed," said La Klosking. '^ That is better 
than these hard couches." 

" You are right," said Miss Gale. '* Ring for the servants. 
He must be moved gently." 

He was carried in, and set upon the edge of the bed, and 
his coat and waistcoat taken off. Then he was laid gently 
down on the bed, and covered with a down quilt 

Doctress Gale then requested Ina to leave the room, while 
she questioned the patient 

Ina retired. 

In a moment or two Miss Gale came out to her softly. 

At sight of her face. La Klosking said, ^^Oh dear; it is 
more serious than we thought" 

" Very serious." 

"Poor Edward!" 

^' Collect all your courage, for I cannot lie, either to patient 
or friend." 

" And you are right," said La Klosking, trembling. " I see 
he is in danger." 

" Worse than that Where there's danger there is hope ; 
here there is none. He is a dead man ! " 

"Oh no! no!" 

" He has broken his back, and nothing can save him. His 
lower limbs have already lost sensation ; death will creep over 
the rest Do not disturb your mind with idle hopes. You 
have two things to thank God for — ^that you took him into 
your own house, and that he will die ea^y. Indeed, were 
he to suffer, I should stupefy him at once, for nothing can 
hurt him." 

Ina Klosking turned faint, and her knees gave way under 
her. Rhoda ministered to her; and while she was so 
employed. Dr. Menteith was announced. He was shown 
in to the patient, and the accident described to him. He 
questioned the patient, and examined him alone. 

He then came out, and said he would draw a prescription, 
^e did so. 
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''Doctor/' said La Klosking, ''tell me the truth. It 
cannot be worse than I fear." 

"Madam^" said the doctor^ "medicine can do nothing for 
him. The spinal cord is divided. Give him anything he 
fiuidesy and my prescription if he suffers pain^ not otherwise. 
Sliall I send you a nurse ? " 

"No/' said Mademoiselle Klosking^ "ire will nurse him 
night and day." 

He retired^ and the friends entered on their sad duties. 

When Seveme saw them both by his bedside, with 
earnest looks of pity, he said, " Do not worry yourselves ; 
I'm booked for the long journey. Ah, well, I shall die 
where I ought to have lived, and might have, if I had not 
been a fool." 

Ina wept bitterly. 

They nursed him night and day. He suffered little, and 
when he did, Miss Gale stupefied the pain at once; for, as 
she truly said, "nothing can hurt him." Vitality gradually 
retired to his head, and lingered there a whole day. But, to 
his last moment, the art of pleasing never abandoned him. 
Instead of worrying for this or that every moment, he showed 
in this desperate condition singular patience and well-bred 
fortitude. He checked his wife s tears ; assured her it was all 
for the best, and that he was reconciled to the inevitable. 
" I have had a happier time than I deserve," said he ; " and 
now I have a painless death, nursed by two sweet women. 
My only regret is that I shall not be able to repay your 
devotion, Ina, nor become worthy of your friendship. Miss 
Gale." 

He died without fear, it being his conviction that he 
should return after death to the precise condition in which 
he was before birth; and when they begged him to see a 
clergyman, he said, "Pray do not give yourselves or him 
that trouble. I can melt back into the universe without 
his assistance." 

He even died content; for this polished Bohemian had 
often foreseen that, if he lived long, he should die miserably. 

But the main feature of his end was his extraordinary 
politeness. He paid Miss Gale compliments just as if he 
was at his ease on a sofa; and scarce an hour before his 
decease he said, faintly, " I declare — I have been so busy — 
dying — I have forgotten to send my kind regards to good 
Mr. Ashmead. Pray tell him I did not forget his kin£ies8 
to me." 
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He just ceased tx> live^ so quiet was his deaths and a smile 
rested on his dead features^ and they were as beautiful as 
ever. 

So ended a fkir^ pernicious creature, endowed too richly 
with the art of pleasing, and quite devoid of principle. Few 
bad men knew right so weU, and went so wrong. 

Ina buried her face for hours on his bed, and kissed his 
cold features and hand. She had told him before he died 
she would recall all her resolutions, if he would live. But 
he was gone. Death buries a man's many faults, and his 
few virtues rise again. She mourned him sincerely, and 
would not be comforted ; she purchased a burying-place for 
ever, and laid him in it; then she took her aching heart 
far away, and was lost to the public and to all her English 
friends. 

The fidthful Rhoda accompanied her half-way to London, 
then returned to her o^ duties in Barfordshire. 



CHAPTER XXXIII 

I MUST now retrograde a tittle, to relate something rather 
curious, and I hope not uninteresting. 

Zoe Vizard had been for some time acting on Mrs. Gale's 
advice; building, planning for the good of the poor, and 
going out of herself more and more. She compared notes 
constantly with Miss Gale, and conceived a friendship for 
her. It had been a long time coming, because at first 
she disUked Miss Gale's manners very much. But that 
lady had nursed her tenderly, and now advised her; and 
Zoe, who could not do anything by halves, became devoted 
to her. 

As she warmed to her good work, she gave signs of clearer 
judgment. She never mentioned Seveme, but she no longer 
absolutely avoided Ina Klosking's name ; and one day she 
spoke of her as a high-principled woman ; for which the 
Gale kissed her on the spot. 

One name she often uttered, and always with regret and 
self-reproach — Lord Uxmoor's. I think that, now she was 
herselt building and planning for the permanent improve- 
ment of the poor, she felt the tie of a kindred sentiment, 
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Uxmoor was her predecessor in this good woric too; and 
would have been her associate, if she had not been so blind. 
This thought struck deep in her. Her mind ran more and 
more on Uxmoor, his manliness, his courage in her defence, 
and his gentlemanly fortitude and bravery in leaving her, 
without a word, at her request. Running over all these, 
she often blushed with shame, and her eyes fiUed with 
sorrow at thinking of how she had treated him, and lost 
him for ever by not deserving him. 

She even made oblique and timid inquiries; but could 
learn nothing of him, except that he sent periodical remit- 
tances to Miss Gale, for managing his improvements. These, 
however, came in through a country agent from a town agent, 
and left no clue. 

But one fine day, with no warning except to his own 
people. Lord Uxmoor came home ; and the next day rode 
to Hillstoke to talk matters over with Miss Gale. He was 
fortunate enough to find her at home. He thanked her for 
the zeal and enthusiasm she had shown, and the progress 
his works had made under her supervision. 

He was going away without even mentioning the Vizard 
family. 

But the crafty Gale detained him. ^' Going to Vizard 
Ck>urt } " said she. 

^' No," said he, very drily. 

" Ah, I understand ; but perhaps you would not mind going 
with me as far as Islip. There is something there I wish you 
to see." 

^* Humph I Is it anything very particular ? Because " 

'^ It is. Three cottages rising, with little flower-gardens in 
front, square plots behind, and arrangements for breeding 
calves, with other ingenious novelties. A new head come 
into our business, my lord." 

" You have converted Vizard ? I thought you would. He 
is a satirical fellow ; but he will listen to reason." 

''No; it is not Mr. Vizard. Indeed it is no convert of 
mine. It is an independent enthusiast. But I really be- 
lieve your work at home had some hand in firing her 
enthusiasm." 

«* A lady ! Do I know her ? " 

"You may. I suppose you know everybody in Barford- 
shire. Will you come ? Do I " 

'' Of course I will come. Miss Gale. Please tell one of your 
people to walk my horse down afler us." 
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She had her hat on in a moment^ and walked him down to 
IsUp. 

Her tongue was not idle on the road. ''You don't ask 
after the people/' said she. ''There's poor Miss Visard. 
She had a sad illness. We were almost afraid we should 
lose her." 

" Heaven forbid ! " said Uxmoor^ startled by this sudden 
news. 

" Mademoiselle Klosking got quite well ; and, oh ! what do 
you think ? Mr. Seveme turned out to be her husband." 

" What is that ? " shouted Uxmoor, and stopped dead short. 
" Mr. Seveme a married man ! " 

" Yes ; and Mademoiselle Klosking a married woman." 

"You amaze me. Why, that Mr. Seveme was paying his 
attentions to Miss Vizard." 

"So I used to fancy," said Rhoda carelessly. "But you 
see, it came out he was married, and so of course she packed 
him off with a flea in his ear." 

" Did she ? — ^when was that ? " 

" Let me see, it was the 17th of October." 

" Why, that was the very day I left England." 

" How odd ! Why did you not stay another week ? Gentle- 
men are so impatient Never mind, that is an old story 
now. Here we are ; those are the cottages. The workmen 
are at dinner. Ten to one the enthusiast is there ; this is her 
time. You stay here ; I'll go and see." She went off on tip- 
toe, and peeped and pried here and there, like a young witch. 
Presently she took a few steps towards him, with her finger 
mysteriously to her lips, and beckoned him. He entered into 
the pantomime — she seemed so earnest in it — and came to 
her softly.' 

"Do just take a peep in at that opening for a door," 
said she, "then you'll see her; her back is tumed. She is 
lovely; only, you know, she has been ill, and I don't think 
she is very happy." 

Uxmoor thought this peeping at enthusiasts rather an odd 
proceeding, but Miss Gale had primed his curiosity, and he 
felt naturally proud of a female pupil. He stepped up 
lightly, looked in at the door, and to his amazement saw Zoe 
Vizard sitting on a carpenter's bench, with her lovely head in 
the sun's rays. He started, then gazed, then devoured her 
with his eyes. 

What ! was this his pupil } 

How gentle and sad she seemed ! All his stoicism melted 
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at the sight of her. She sat in a sweet pensive attitude^ pale 
and drooping^ but^ to his fimcy, lovelier than ever. She gave 
a little sigh. His heart yearned. She took out a letter, read 
it slowly^ and said^ softly and slowly^ *' Poor fel-low ! " He 
thought he recognised his own handwritings and could stand 
no more. He rushed in^ and was going to speak to her ; but 
she screamed^ and no conjurer ever made a card disappear 
quicker than she did that letter, as she bounded away like 
a deer, and stood blushing scarlet, and palpitating all over. 

Uxmoor was ashamed of his hrusquerie. 

''What a brute I am, to frighten you like this !" said he. 
'' Prav forgive me ; but the siffht of you, after all these weary 
months — and you said ' Poor fellow ! ' " 

" Did I ? " said Zoe faintly, looking scared. 

" Yes, sweet Zoe ; and you were reading a letter." 

No reply. 

'' I thought the poor fellow might be mysel£ Not that I 
am to be pitied, if you think of me still." 

" I do, then — very often. Oh, Lord Uxmoor, I want to go 
down on my knees to you." 

" That is odd, now ; for it is exactly what I should like to 
do to you." 

" What for ? It is I who have behaved so ill." 

" Never mind that ; I love you." 

" But you mustn't. You must love some worthy person." 

''Oh, you leave that to me. I have no other intention. 
But may I just see whose letter you were reading ? " 

" Oh, pray don't ask me." 

"I uisist on knowing." 

"I will not tell you. There it is." She gave it to him 
with a guilty air, and hid her &ce. 

"Dear Sfoe, suppose I was to repeat the offer I made 
here?" 

" I advise you not," said she, all in a flurry. 

"Why?" 

" Because — because — I might say 'yes.' " 

" Well, then, I'll take my chance once more. Zoe, will you 
try and love me ? " 

" Trv ? I believe I do love you, or nearly. I think of you 
very often." 

" Then you will do something to make me happy." 

"Anvthing; everything." 

" Will you marry me ? " 

"Yes, that I will," said Zoe, almost impetuously; "and 
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tbeD/' with a grand look of oonscioas beauty^ " I can make 
you forgive me." 

Uxmoor^ on this^ caught her in his arms, and kissed her 
with such fire that she uttered a little stifled cry of alarm ; 
but it was soon followed by a sigh of complacency, and she 
sank, resistless, on his manly breast 

So, after two sieges, he carried that fair citadel by assault. 

Then let not the manly heart despair, nor take a mere 
brace of *^ Noes " from any woman. Nothing short of three 
negatives is serious. 

They walked out ann in arm, and very close to each 
other; and he left her, solemnly engaged. 

Leaving this pair to the delights of courtship, and growing 
affection on Zoe s side — ^for a warm attachment of the noblest 
kind did grow, by degrees, out of her penitence and esteem 
and desire to repair her fault — I must now take up the 
other thread of this narrative, and apologise for having in- 
verted the order of events; for it was, in reality, several 
days after this happy scene that Mademoiselle Klosking sent 
for Miss Gale. 



CHAPTER XXXIV 

Vizard, then, with Ashmead, returned home in despair ; and 
Zoe, now happy in her own mind, was all tenderness and 
sisterly consolation. They opened their hearts to each othej:, 
and she showed her wish to repay the debt she owed him. How 
far she might have succeeded, in time, will never be known. 
For he had hardly been home a week, when Miss Gale returned, 
all in black, and told him Seveme was dead and buried. 

He was startled, and even shocked, remembering old 
times ; but it was not in human nature he should be sorry. 
Not to be indecorously glad at so opportune an exit was 
all that could be expected from him. 

When she had given him the details his first question was, 
" How did she bear it ? " 

'' She is terribly cut up — ^more than one would think pos- 
sible ; for she was ice and marble to him before he was hurt 
to death." 

''Where is she .>" 

'' Gone to London. She will write to me, I suppose, poor 
dear. But one must give her time." 
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From that hour Vizard was in a state of excitement, hop- 
ing to hear from Ina Klosking, or about her; but unwilling, 
from delicacy, to hurry matters. 

At last he became impatient and wrote to Ashmead, 
whose address he had, and said frankly he had a delicacy 
in intruding on Mademoiselle Klosking in her grief. Yet 
his own feelings would not allow him to seem to neglect her. 
Would Mr. Ashmead, then, tell him where she was, as she 
had not written to any one in Barfordshire, — ^not even to 
her tried friend. Miss Gale. 

He received an answer by return of post : — 

" Dear Sir, — I am grieved to tell you that Mademoiselle 
Klosking has retired from public life. She wrote to me 
three weeks ago, from Dover, requesting me to accept, as 
a token of her esteem, the surplus money I hold in hand 
for her — I always drew her salary — and bidding me farewell. 
The sum included her profits by Psalmody, minus her ex- 
penses, and was so large it could never have been intended 
as a mere recognition of my humble services ; and I think 
I have seldom felt so down-hearted as on receiving this 
princely donation. It has enabled me to take better offices^ 
and it may be the foundation of a little fortune ; but I feel 
that I have lost the truly great lady who has made a man 
of me. Sir, the relish is gone for my occupation. I can 
never be so happy as I was in working the interest of that 
great genius, whose voice made our leading soprani sound 
like whistles, and who honoured me with her friendship. 
Sir, she was not like other leading ladies, she never bragged, 
never spoke ill of any one ; and you can testify to her virtue 
and her discretion. 

" I am truly sorry to learn from you that she has written 
to no one in Barfordshire. I saw, by her letter to me, she 
had left the stage ; but her dropping you all looks as if she 
had left the world. I do hope she has not been so mad as 
to go into one of those cursed convents. 

'* Mr. Vizard, I will now write to friends in all the Conti- 
nental towns where there is good music. She will not 
be able to keep away from that long. I will also send 
photographs; and hope we may hear something. If not, 
perhaps a judicious advertisement might remind her that 
she is inflicting pain upon persons to whom she is dear. — I 
am, sir, your obliged and grateful servant, 

«^ Joseph Ashmead.*' 
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Here was a blow. I really believe Vizard felt this more 
deeply than all his other disappointments. 

He brooded over it for a day or two; and then^ as 
he thought Miss Gale a very ill-used person^ though not, 
of course, so ill-used as himself, he took her Ashmead*s 
letter. 

"This is nice," said she. ''There — I must give up loving 
women. Besides, they throw me over the moment a man 
comes, if it happens to be the right one." 

'' Unnatural creatures ! " said Vizard. 

'' Ungrateful, at all events." 

'' Do you think she has gone into a convent ? " 

" Not she. In the first place, she is a Protestant ; and in 
the second, she is not a fool," 

" I will advertise." 

''The idea!" 

"Do you think I am going to sit down with my hands 
before me, and lose her for ever ? " 

" No, indeed ; I don't think you are that sort of man at all^ 
ha! ha!" 

" Oh, Miss Gale, pity me. Tell me how to find her. That 
Fanny Dover says women are only enigmas to men, they 
understand one another." 

" What ! " said Rhoda, turning swifUy on him ; " does that 
little chit pretend to read my noble Ina ? " 

" If she cannot, perhaps you can ; you are so shrewd. Do 
tell me, what does it all mean ? " 

" It means nothing at all, I daresay ; only a woman's 
impulse. They are such geese at times, every <me of them." 

" Oh, if I did but know what country she is in, I would 
ransack it!" 

" Hum ! — countries are biggish places." 

" I don't care." 

"What will you give me to tell you where she is at this 
moment ? " 

" All I have in the world." 

" That is sufiicient Well, then, first assign me your estates ; 
then fetch me an ordnance map of creation, and I will put 
my finger on her." 

" You little mocking fiend, you ! " 

"I am not. I'm a tall, beneficent angel; and I'll tell 
you where she is — ^for nothing. Keep your land ; who wants 
it ? — ^it is only a bother." 

" For pity's sake, don't trifle with me," 
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*' I never will, where your heart is interested. She is at 
Zutag." 

'' Ah, you good girl ! She has written to you." 

*' Not a line, the monster ! And I'll serve her out I'll 
teach her to play hide-and-seek with Gale, M.D." 

'^ Zutzig ! " said Vizard ; " how can you know ? " 

''What does that matter? Well— yes— I will reveal the 
mental process. First of all, she has gone to her mother." 

*' How do you know that ? " 

''Oh dear, dear, dear! Because that is where every 
daughter goes in trouble. I should — she has. Fancy you 
not seeing that ! Why, Fanny Dover would have told you 
that much in a moment But now you will have to thank 
nuf mother for teaching me Attention, the parent of Memory. 
Pray, sir, who were the witnesses to that alx>minable marriage 
of hers?" 

" I remember two. Baron Hompesch " 

" No, Count Hompesch." 

" And Count Meurice." 

"Viscount What! have you forgotten Herr Formes, 
Fnlulein Graafe, Zug the Capellmeister, and her veiy mother? 
Come now, whose daughter is she ? " 

" I forget, I'm sure." 

"Walter Ferris and Eva Klosking, of Zutzig, in Den- 
mark. Pack — start for Copenhagen. Consult an ordnance 
map there. Find out Zutzig. Go to Zutzig, and you have 
got her. It is some hole in a wilderness, and she can't 
escape." 

" You clever little angel ! I'll be there in three days. Do 
you really think I shall succeed ? " 

" Your own fault if you don't She has run into a cid de 
sac through being too clever; and besides, women some- 
times run away just to be caught, and hide on purpose to 
be found. I should not wonder if she has said to herself, 
'He will find me if he loves me so very, very much — I'll 
try him.' " 

"Not a word more, angehc Fox," said Vizard; "I'm off 
to Zutzig." 

He went out on fire. She opened the window, and 
screeched after him, " Everything is fair after her behaviour 
to me. Take her a book of those spiritual songs she is so 
fond of. 'Johnny comes marching home' is worth the lot^ 
I reckon." 

Away went Vizard ; found Copenhagen with ease ; Zutzig 
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with difficulty^ being a small village. But once there, he 
soon found the farm-house of Eva Klosking. He drove up 
to the door. A Danish labourer came out from the stable 
directly; and a buxom girl, with pale golden hair, opened 
the door. These two seized his luggage, and conveyed it 
into the house, and the hired vehicle to the stable. Vizard 
thought it must be an inn. 

The girl bubbled melodious sounds, and ran off and brought 
a sweet, venerable dame. Vizard recognised Eva Klosking 
at once. 

The old lady said, '^ Few strangers come here — are you not 
English?" 

''Yes, madam." 

« It is Mr. Vizard— is it not ? " 

''Yes, madam." 

"Ah, sir, my daughter will welcome you, but not more 
heartily than I do. My child has told me all she owes to 
you " — then in Danish, " God bless the hour you come under 
this roof." 

Vizard's heart beat tumultuously, wondering how Ina 
Klosking would receive him. The servant had told her a 
tall stranger was come. She knew in a moment who it 
was ; so she had the advantage of being prepared. 

She came to him, her cheeks dyed with blushes, and gave 
him both hands. "You here!" said she; "oh happy day! 
Mother, he must have the south chamber. I will go and 

grepare it for him. Tecla ! — Tecla ! " — and she was all 
ostess. She committed him to her mother, whilst she and 
the servant went upstairs. 

He fe\t discomfited a little. He wanted to know, all in a 
moment, whether she would ]ove him. 

However, Danish hospitality has its good side. He soon 
found out he might live the rest of his days there if he chose. 

He soon got her alone, and said, " You knew I should find 
you, cruel one." 

"How could I dream of such a thing?" said she 
blushing 

" Oh, Love is a detective. You said to yourself, ' If he 
loves me as I ought to be loved, he will search Europe for 
me ; but he will mid me.' " 

"Oh, then it was not to be at peace and rest on my 
mother's bosom I came here — it was to give you the trouble 
of running after me. Oh fie ! " 

" You are right I am a vain fooL" 
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'^ No^ that you are not After all^ how do I know all that 
was in my heart ? [Ahem ! ] Be sure of this^ you are very 
welcome. I must go and see about your dinner." 

In that Danish farm-house life was very primitive. Eva 
Klosking^ and both her daughters, helped the two female 
servants, or directed them, in every department So Ina, 
who was on her defence, had many excuses for escaping 
Vizard, when he pressed her too hotly. But at last she was 
obliged to say, " Oh, pray, my friend, we are in Denmark ; 
here widows are expected to be discreet" 

" But that is no reason why the Enghsh fellows who adore 
them should be discreet" 

" Perhaps not ; but then the Danish lady runs away." 

Which she did. 

But, after the bustle of the first day, he had so many 
opportunities. He walked with her, sat with her while she 
worked, and hung over her, entranced, while she sang. He 
produced the book from Vizard Court, without warning, and 
she screamed with delight at sight of it, and caught his hand 
in both hers, and kissed it She revelled in those sweet 
strains which had comforted her in affliction; and oh, the 
eyes she turned on him after singing any song in this 
particular book. Those tender glances thrilled him to the 
very marrow. 

To tell the honest truth, his arrival was a godsend to Ina 
Klosking. When she first came home to her native place, 
and laid her head on her mother's bosom, she was in Elysium. 
The house, the wood-fires, the cooing doves, the bleating 
calves, the primitive life, the recollections of childhood, all 
were balm to her, and she felt like ending her days there. 
But, as the days rolled on, came a sense of monotony, and 
excessive tranquillity. She was on the verge of emm when 
Vizard broke in upon her. 

From that moment there was no stagnation. He made life 
very pleasant to her ; only her delicacy took the alarm at his 
open declarations — she thought them so premature. 

At last he said to her one day, ''I begin to fear you 
will never love me as I love you." 

" Who knows ? " said she. ^'Time works wonders." 

''I wonder," said he, "whether you will ever many any 
other man ? " 

Ina was shocked at that ''Oh, my friend, how could 
I — unless," said she, with a sly side-glance, "you con- 
sented.?" 
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** Consent ? Vd massacre him." 
' Ina turned towards him. ^* You asked my hand at a time 
when you thought me — I don't know what you thought — 
that is a thing no woman could forget And now you have 
come all this way for me. I am yours^ if you can wait for 
me." 

He caught her in his arms. She disengaged herself gently, 
and her hand rested an unnecessary moment on his shoulder. 
" Is that how you understand ^ waiting ? ' " said she, with a 
blush^ but an indulgent smile. 

" What is the use waiting ? " 

" It is a matter of propriety." 
' " How long are we to wait ? " 

'^Only a few months. My friend, it is like a boy to be 
too impatient Alas! would you marry me in my widow's 
cap?" 

"Of course I would. Now, Ina, love, a widow who has 
been two years separated from her husband ! " 

''Certainly, that makes a difference — in one's own mind. 
But one must respect the opinion of the world. Dear friend, 
it is of you I think, though I speak of myself." 

''You are an angel. Take your own time. After all, 
what does it matter ? I don't leave Zutrig without you." 

Ina's pink tint and sparkling eyes betrayed anything but 
horror at that insane resolution. However, she felt it her 
duty to say that it was unfortunate she should always be the 
person to distract him from his home duties. 

"Oh, never mind them," said this single-hearted lover. 
" I have appointed Miss Gale viceroy." 

However^ one day he had a letter from Zoe, telling him 
that Lord Uxmoor was now urging her to name the dav; 
but she had declined to do that, not knowing when it might 
suit him to be at Vizard Court. "But, dearest," said she, 
" mind, you are not to hurry home for me. I am vei-y happy 
as I am, and I hope you will soon be as happy, love. She 
is a noble woman." 

The latter part of this letter tempted Visard to show 
it to Ina. He soon found his mistake. She kissed it, 
and ordered him off. He remonstrated. She put on, for 
the first time in Denmark, her marble look, and said, 
"You will lessen my esteem if you are cruel to your 
sister. Let her name the wedding-day at once; and you 
must be there to give her away, and bless her union with 
a brother's love." 
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He submitted^ but a little sullenly^ and said it was very 
hard. 

He wrote to his sister accordingly, and she named the 
day, and Vizard settled to start for home and be in time. 

As to the proprieties, he had instructed Miss Maitland 
and Fanny Dover, and given them and La Gale carle blanche. 
It was to be a magnificent wedding. 

This being excitement^ Fanny Dover was in paradise. 
Moreover, a rosy-cheeked curate had taken the place of the 
venerable vicar, and Miss Dover's threat to flirt out the 
stigma of a nun was executed with promptitude, zeal, per- 
tinacity, and the dexterity that comes of practice. When 
the day came for his leaving Zutzig, Vizard was dejected. 
" Who knows when we may meet again ? " said he. 

Ina consoled him. ''Do not be sad, dear friend. You 
are doing your duty ; and as you do it })artly to please me, 
I ought to try and reward you; ought I not?" And she 
gave him a strange look. 

'' I advise you not to press that question," said he. 

At the very hour of parting, Ina's eyes were moist with 
tenderness, but there was a smile on her face very expres- 
sive; yet he could not make out what it meant. She did 
not cry. He thought that hard. It was his opinion that 
women could always cry. She might have done the usual 
thing just to gratify him. 

He reached home in good time; and played the grand 
seigneur — nobody could do it better when driven to it — 
to do honour to his sister. She was a peerless bride. She 
stood superior with ebon locks and coal-black eyes, encircled 
by six bridesmaids — all picked blondes. The bevy, with 
that glorious figure in the middle, seemed one glorious and 
rare flower. 

After the wedding, the breakfast ; and then the travelling- 
carriage — the four liveried postilions bedecked with favours. 

But the bride wept on Vizard's neck ; and a light seemed 
to leave the house when she was gone. The carriages 
kept driving away one after another till four o'clock ; and 
then Vizard sat disconsolate in his study, and felt very 
lonely. 

Yet a thing no bigger than a leaf sufiiced to drive away 
this sombre mood, a piece of ambexMK>loured paper scribbled 
on with a pencil — a telegram from Ashmead : '' Good news ; 
lost sheep turned up. Is now with her mother at Garidge's 
Hotel." 
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Then Vizard was in raptures. Now, he understood Ina's 
composure, and the half-sly look she had given him, and her 
dry eyes at parting, and other things. He tore up to London 
directly, with a telegram flying ar-head ; burst in upon her 
and had her in his arms in a moment, before her mother. 
She fenced no longer, but owned he had gained her love, as 
he had deserved it in every way. 

She consented to be married that week in London ; only 
she asked for a Continental tour, before entering Vizard 
Court as his wife. But she did not stipulate even for that ; 
she only aisked it submissively, as one whose duty it now was 
to obey, not dictate. 

They were married in St. George's Church very quietly, 
by special licence. Then they saw her mother off, and cross^ 
to Calais. They spent two happy months together on the 
Continent, and returned to London. 

But Vizard was too old-fashioned, and too proud of 
his wife, to sneak into Vizard Court with her. He did 
not make it a county matter ; but he gave- the village such 
a file as had not been seen for many a day. The pre- 
parations were intrusted to Mr. Ashmead, at Ina's re- 
quest. ''He will be sure to make it theatrical," she 
said ; '' but perhaps the simple villagers will admire that, 
and it will amuse you and me, love ; and the poor dear 
old Thing will be in his glory — I hope he will not drink 
too much." 

Ashmead was indeed in his glory. Nothing had been seen 
in a play that he did not electrify Islip with, and the sur- 
rounding villages. He pasted large posters on walls and 
barndoors, and his small bills curled round the patriarchs 
of the forest and the roadside trees, and blistered the gate- 
posts. 

The day came. A soapy-pole, with a leg of mutton on 
high for the successful climber ; races in sacks ; short blind- 
fold races with wheel-barrows ; pig with a greasy tail, to be 
won by him who could catch him and shoulder him, without 
touching any other part of him ; bowls of treacle for the boys 
to duck heads in and fish out coins ; skittles, nine-pins, Aunt 
Sally, &&, &c, &c. 

But what astonished the villagers most was a May-pole, 
with long ribbons, about which ballet-girls, undisguised as 
Highlanders, danced, and wound and unwound the parti- 
coloured streafhers, to the merry fiddle, and then danced 
.reels upon a platform, then returned to their little tent; 
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but out again and danced hornpipes undisguised as Jacky 
Tars. 

Beer flowed from a sturdy regiment of barrels. "The 
Court " kitchen and the village bakehouse kept pouring forth 
meats^ baked^ boiled^ and roast ; there was a pile of loaves 
like a haystack ; and they roasted an ox whole on the green ; 
and when they found they were burning him raw^ they 
fetched the butcher^ like sensible fellows^ and dismembered 
the giant^ and so roasted him reasonably. 

In the midst of the reveUing and feasting. Vizard and Mrs. 
Vizard were driven into Islip village, in the family coach with 
four horses, streaming with ribbons. 

They drove round the green, bowing and smiling in answer 
to the acclamations and blessings of the poor, and then to 
Vizard Court. The great doors flew open. The servants, 
male and female, lined the hall on both sides, and received 
her, bowing and curtseying low, on the very spot where she 
had nearly met her death. Her husband took her hand and 
conducted her in state to her own apartment. 

It was open house to all, that joyful day; and at night 
magnificent fireworks on the sweep, seen from the drawing- 
room by Mrs. Vizard, Miss Maitland, Miss Gale, Miss Dover, 
and the rosy-cheeked curate, whom she had tied to her 
apron-strings. 

At two in the morning, Mr. Harris showed Mr. Ash- 
mead to his couch. Both gentlemen went up the stairs 
a little graver than any of our modem judges, and firm 
as a rock; but their firmness resembled that of a roof 
rather than a wall; for these dignities as they went made 
one inverted V — ^so, A. 

It is time the Woman-Hater drew to a close, for the woman- 
hater is spoilt. He begins sarcastic speeches, from force of 
habit, but stops short in the middle. He is a very happy 
man, and owes it to a woman, and knows it He adores her ; 
and to love well is to be happy. But, besides that, she watches 
over his happiness and his good with that unobtrusive but 
minute vigilance which belongs to her sex, and is often mis- 
applied, but not so very often as cynics say. Even the honest 
friendship between him and the remarkable woman he 
calls his ''virago," gives him many a pleasant hour. He is 
still « humorist, though cured of his fling at the fair sex. His 
last tolerable hit was at the monosyllabic names of the im- 
mortal composers bis wife had didnterred in bis library. 
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Says he to parson Denison, hot from Oxford, " They remind 
me of the Oxford poets in the last century : — 

' Alma novem celebres genuit Rhedjeina Poetaa. 
Bnbb, Stubb, Grnbb, Crabbe, Trappe, Brome, Oarey, Tiokell, Evans.'" 

As for Ina Vizard, La Klosking no longer, she has stepped 
into her new place with her native dignity, seemliness, and 
composure. At first, a few county ladies put their little 
heads together, and prepared to give themselves airs; but 
the beauty, dignity, and enchanting grace of Mrs. Vizard 
swept this little faction away like small dust. Her perfect 
courtesy, her mild but deep dislike of all feminine back- 
biting, her dead silence about the absent, except when she 
can speak kindly — these rare traits have forced, by degrees, 
the esteem and confidence of her own sex. As for the 
men, they accepted her at once with enthusiasm. She 
and Lady Uxmoor are the acknowledged belles of the 
county. Lady Uxmoor's face is the most admired; but 
Mrs. Vizard comes next — and her satin shoulders, statuesque 
bust and arms, and exquisite hand, turn the scale with some. 
But when she speaks, she charms ; and when she sings, all 
competition dies. 

She is faithful to music, and especially to sacred music. 
She is not very fond of singing at parties, and sometimes 
gives offence by declining. Music sets fools talking, because 
it excites them, and then their foUy comes out by the road 
Nature has provided. But when Mrs. Vizard has to sing 
in one key, and people talk in five other keys, that gives 
this artist such physical pain that she often declines, merely 
to escape it It does not much mortify her vanity, she has 
so little. 

She always sings in church, and sings out, too, when she 
is there ; and plays the harmonium. She trains the villagers 
— ^girls, boys, and adults — ^with untiring good-humour and 
patience. 

Amongst her pupils are two fine voices: Tom Wilder, a 
grand baiss, — and the rosy-cheeked curate, a greater rarity 
still, a genuine counter-tenor. 

These two can both read music tolerably ; but the curate 
used to sing ever3rthing, however full of joy, ¥dth a pathetic 
whine, for which Vizard chaffed him in vain ; but Mrs. 
Vizard persuaded him out of it, where argument and satire 
failed. 

People came fair and near to hear the hymns at Islip 
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Giurch, sung in full hannony — trebles^ tenor^ counter-tenor, 
and bass. 

A trait — she allows nothing to be sung in church un- 
rehearsed. The rehearsals are on Saturday nighty and never 
shirked, such is the respect for " Our Dame." To be sure, 
*^ Our Dame " fills the stomachs and wets the whistles of her 
faithful choir on Saturday nights. 

On Sunday night there are performances of sacred music 
in the great dining-hall. But these are rather more am- 
bitious than those in the village church. The performers 
meet on that happy footing of camaraderie the fine arts 
create, the superior respect shown to Mrs. Vizard being 
mainly paid to her as the greater musician. They attack 
anthems and services ; and a trio, by the parson, the black- 
smith, and "Our Dame," is really an extraordinary treat, 
owing to the great beauty of the voices. It is also piquant 
to hear the female singer constantly six, and often ten, 
notes below the male counter-tenor ; but then comes Wilder 
with his diapason, and the harmony is noble ; the more 
so that Mrs. Vizard rehearses her pupils in the swell — a 
figure too little practised in music, and nowhere carried out 
as she does it. 

One night the organist of Barford was there. They 
sang Kent's service in F, and Mrs. Viasard still admired it 
She and the parson swelled in the duet — '* To be a light to 
lighten the Gentiles," &c. Organist approved the execution, 
but said the composition was a meagre thing, quite out of 
date. " We have much finer things now by Teamed men of 
the day." 

"Ah," said she, ''bring me one." 

So, next Sunday, he brought her a learned composition^ 
and played it to her, preliminary to their singing it But 
she declined it on the spot " What ! " said she. " Mr. X., 
would you compare this meaningless stufi^ with Kent in F ? 
Why, in Kent the dominant sentiment of each composition 
is admirably preserved. His 'Magnificat' is lofty jubila- 
tion, with a free onward rush. His 'Dimittis' is divine 
repose after life's fever. But this poor pedant's ' Magnificat ' 
begins with a mere crash, and then falls into the pathetic 
— an excellent thing in its place, but not in a song of 
triumph. As to his 'Dimittis,' it simply defies the words. 
This is no Christian sunset. It is not good old Simeon 
gently declining to his rest, content to close those eyes 
which had seen the world's salvation. This is a tempest, 
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and all the windows rattling, and the great Napoleon dying, 
amidst the fury of the elements, with ' t^te d'arm^e 1 ' 
on his dying lips, and 'battle' in his expiring soul. No, 
sir ; if the learned Englishmen of this day can do nothing 
nearer the mark than doleful magnificats and sttormy 
NUNC DiMrrrisEs, I shall stand fiiithful to poor dead Kent, 
and his fellows — they were my solace in sickness and sore 
trouble." 

In accordance with these views of vocal music, and desirous 
to expand its sphere, Mrs. Vizard has just offered handsome 
prizes in the county for the best service, in which the domi- 
nant sentiments of the words shall be as well preserved as in 
Kent's despised service; and another prize to whoever can 
set any famous short secular poem, or poetical passage (not in 
ballad metre), to good and appropriate music. 

This has' elicited several pieces. The composers have tried 
their hands on Dryden's Ode ; on the meeting of Hector and 
Andromache (Pope's ' Homer ' ) ; on two short poems of 
Tennyson; &c., &c. 

But it is only the beginning of a good thing. The pieces 
are under consideration. But Vizwi says the competitors 
are triflers. He shall set Mr. Arnold's version of "Hero 
and Leander" to the harp, and sing it himself. This, 
he intimates, will silence competition, and prove an era. 
I think so too, if his music should happen to equal the lines 
in value. But I hardly think it will, because the said Vizard, 
though he has taste and ear, does not know one note 
from another. So I hope "Hero and Leander" will fall 
into abler hands ; and, in any case, I trust Mrs. Vizard will 
succeed in her worthy desire to enlarge, very greatly, the 
sphere and the nobility of vocal music. It is a desire worthy 
of this remarkable character, of whom I now take my leave 
with regret. 

I must own that regret is caused in part by my fear that I 
may not have done her all the justice I desired. 

I have long felt and regretted that many able female 
writers are doing much to perpetuate the petty vices of a 
sex, which, after all, is at present but half educated, by 
devoting three thick volumes to such empty women as 
Biography, though a lower art than Fiction, would not waste 
three pages on. They plead truth and fidelity to nature. 
"We write the average woman, for the average woman to 
read," say they. But they are not consistent; for the 
average woman is under five feet, and rather ugly. Now 
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these paltry women are all beautiful — KaXai tc fieyaXat re, as 
Homer hath it. 

Fiction has just as much right to select large female souls 
as Biography or Painting has; and to pick out a selfish^ 
shallow^ illiterate creature^ with nothing but beauty^ and 
bestow three enormous volumes on her^ is to make a perverse 
selection, beauty being, after all, rarer in women than wit, 
sense, and goodness. It is as €&lse and ignoble in art, as to 
marry a pretty face without heart and brains is silly in 
conduct 

Besides, it gives the female reader a low model instead of 
a high one, and so does her a little harm ; whereas a writer 
ought to do good — or try, at all events. 

Having all this in my mind, and remembering how many 
noble women have shone like stars in every age and every 
land, and feeling sure that, as civilisation advances, such 
women will become &r more common, I have tried to look 
ahead and paint La Klosking. 

But such portraiture is difficult. It is writing a statue. 

" Qui mihi non credit faciat licet ipse periolam, 
Hox faerit stadiis nqnior ille meis." 

Harrington Vizard, Esq., caught Miss Fanny Dover on the 
top round but one of the steps in his libraiy. She looked 
down, pinkish, and said she was searching for '' Tillotson's 
Sermons." 

" What on earth can you want of them ? " 

"To improve my mind, to be sure," said the minx. 

Vizard said, "Now you stay there, miss — don't you 
move;" and he sent for Ina. She came directly, and he 
said, " Things have come to a climax. My lady is hunting 
for ' Tillotson's Sermons.' Poor Denison ! " (that was the 
rosy curate's name). 

"Well," said Fanny, turning red, "I told you I should. 
Why should I be good any longer ? All the sick are cured 
one way or other, and I am myself again." 

" Humph ! " said Vizard. " Unfortunately for your little 
plans of conduct, the heads of this establishment here 
present have sat in secret committee, and your wings are to 
be clipped — ^by order of Council" 

" La ! " said Fanny pertly. 

Vizard imposed silence with a lordly wave. "It is a 
laughable tbing; but this divine is in earnest. He has 
revealed his hopes and fears to me." 
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'^ Then he is a great baby/' said Fanny^ coining down the 
steps. " No, no ; we are both too poor." And she vented 
a little sigh. 

" Not you. The vicar has written to vacate. Now I don't 
like you much, because you never make me laugh : but I'm 
awfully fond of Denison ; and if you will marry my dear 
Denison, you shall have the vicarage — it is a fat one." 

"Oh, cousin!" 

"And," said Mrs. Vizard, "he permits me to furnish it 
for you. You and I will make it ^ a bijou.' " 

Fanny kissed them both impetuously, then said she would 
have a little cry. No sooner said than done. In due course 
she was Mrs. Denison, and broke a solemn vow that she 
never would teach girls St. Matthew. 

Like coquettes in general, who have had their fling at the 
proper time, she makes a pretty good wife ; but she has one 
feult — she is too hard upon girls who flirt. 

Mr. Ashmead flourishes. Besides his agency, he some- 
times treats for a new piece, collects a little company, and 
tours the provincial theatres. He always plays them a week 
at Taddington, and with perfect gravity loses six pounds per 
night Then he has a "Bespeak," Vizard or Uxmoor turn 
about. There is a line of carriages ; the snobs crowd in to 
see the gentry. Vizard pays £20 for his box, and takes £20 
worth of tickets, and Joseph is in his glory, and stays 
behind the company to go to Islip Church next day, and 
spend a happy night at the Court. After that he says he 
feels good for three or four days. 

Mrs. Gale now leases the Hillstock farm off Vizard, and 
does pretty well. She breeds a great many sheep and cattle. 
The high ground and sheltering woods suit them. She 
makes a little money every year, and gets a very good house 
for nothing. 

Doctress Gale is still all eyes, and notices ever3rthing. 
She studies hard and practises a little. They tried to keep 
her out of the Taddington infirmary ; but she went almost 
crying to Vizard, and he exploded with wrath. He con- 
sulted Lord Uxmoor, and between them the infirma^ was 
threatened with the withdrawal of eighty annual subscrip- 
tions if they persisted. The managers caved in directly, and 
Doctress Gale is a steady visitor. 

A few mothers are coming to their senses, and sending 
for her to their unmarried daughters. This is the main 
source of her professional income. She has, however, taken 
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one enonnous fee from a bon vivant, whose life she saved by 
esculents. She told him at once he was beyond the reach 
of medicine, and she could do nothing for him unless he 
chose to live in her house^ and eat and drink only what she 
should give him. He had a horror of dying, though he had 
lived so well; so he submitted, and she did actually cure 
that one glutton. But she says she will never do it again. 
'* After forty years of made dishes they ought to be content 
to die ; it is bare justice/' quoth Rhoda Gale, M.D. 

An apothecary in Barford threatened to indict this Gallic 
physician. But the other medical men dissuaded him, partly 
from liberality, partly from discretion ; the fine would have 
been paid by public subscription twenty times over, and 
nothing gained but obloquy. The doctress would never 
have yielded. 

She visits, and prescribes, and laughs at the law, as love 
is said to laugh at locksmiths. 

To be sure, in this country, a law is no law, when it has 
no foundation in justice, morality, or public policy. 

Happy in her position, and in her friends, she now reviews 
past events with the candour of a mind that loves truth sin- 
cerely. She went into Vizard's study one day, folded her 
arms, and delivered herself as follows. "I guess there's 
something I ought to say to i/ou. When I told you about 
our treatment at Edinburgh, the wound still bled, and I did 
not measure my words as I ought, professing science. Now 
I feel a call to say that the Edinburgh school was, after all, 
more liberal to us than any other in Great Britain or Ireland. 
The others closed the door in our faces. This school opened 
it half. At first there was a liberal spirit ; but the friends of 
justice got frightened, and the unionists stronger. We were 
overpowered at every turn. But what I omitted to impress 
on you is, that when we were defeated, it was always by very 
small majorities. That was so even with the opinions of the 
judges, which have been delivered since I told you my tale. 
There were six jurists, and only seven pettifoggers. It was so 
all through. Now, for practical purposes, the act of a majority 
is the act of a body. It must be so ; it is the way of the world ; 
but when an accurate person comes to describe a business, and 
deal with the character of a whole university, she is not to 
call the larger half the whole, and make the matter worse than 
it was. That is not scientific. Science e^ucriminates." 

I am not sorry the doctress offered this little explanation ; 
it accords with her sober mind and her veneration of truth. 

391 



A WOMAN-HATER 

But I could have dispensed with it for one. In Britain, when 
we are hurt, we howl ; and the deuce is in it if the weak may 
not howl when the strong overpower them by the arts of the 
weak. 

Should that part of my tale rouse any honest sympathy 
with this Englishwoman who can legally prescribe, consult, 
and take fees, in France, but not in England, though she 
could eclipse at a public examination nine-tenths of those 
who can, it may be as well to inform them that, even while 
her narrative was in the press, our Government declared it 
would do something for the relief of medical women, but 
would sleep upon it. 

This is, on the whole, encouraging. But still, where there 
is no stimulus of faction or personal interest to urge a measure, 
but only such '^ unconsidered trifles" as public justice and 
public policy, there are always two great dangers: (1) that 
the sleep may know no waking; (2) that after too long a 
sleep the British legislator may jump out of bed, all in a 
hurry, and do the work ineffectually — for nothing leads 
oftener to reckless haste than long delay. 

I hope, then, that a few of my influential readers will be 
vigilant, and challenge a full discussion by the whole mind of 
Parliament, so that no temporary, pettifogging, half-measuise 
may slip into a thin house — like a weasel into an empty bam 
— and so obstruct for many years legislation upon durable 
principle. The thing lies in a nutshell. The Legislature has 
been entrapped. It never intended to outlaw women in 
the matter. The persons who have outlawed them are all 
subjects, and the engines of outlawry have been " certificates 
of attendance on lectures," and '^public examinations." By 
closing the lecture-room and the examination-hall to- all 
women — learned or unlearned — a clique has outlawed a 
population, under the letter, not the spirit, of a badly- 
written statute. But it is for the three estates of the British 
realm to leave off scribbling statutes, and learn to write them, 
and to bridle the egotism of cliques, and respect the nation. 
The present form of government exists on that understanding, 
and so must all forms of government in England. And it is 
so easy. It only wants a little singleness of mind and 
common-sense. Years ago certificates of attendance on 
various lectures were reasonably demanded. They were a 
slight presumptive evidence of proficiency, and had a 
supplementary value, because the public examinations were 
so loose and inadequate ; but once establish a stiff, searching, 
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sufficient^ incorruptible^ public examination^ and then to have 
passed that examination is not presumptive but demonstrative 
proof of proficiency^ and swallows up all minor and merely 
presumptive proofs. 

There is nothing much stupider than Anachronism. What 
avails certificates of lectures in our day ? either the knowledge 
obtained at the lectures enables the pupil to pass the great 
examination or it does not. If it does^ the certificate is 
superfluous ; if it does not^ the certificate is illusory. 

What the British legislator^ if for once he would rise to be 
a lawgiver, should do, and that quickly, is to throw open the 
medical schools to all persons for matriculation. To throw 
open all hospitals and infirmaries to matriculated students, 
without respect of sex, as they are already open, by shameless 
partiality and transparent greed, to unmatriculated women, 
provided they confine their ambition to the most repulsive 
and unfeminine part of Medicine, the nursing of both sexes 
and laying out of corpses. 

Both the above rights, as independent of sex as other 
natural rights, should be expressly protected by '^ mandamus," 
and ** suit for damages." The lecturers to be compelled to 
lecture to mixed classes, or to give separate lectures to 
matriculated women for half fees, whichever those lecturers 
prefer. Before this clause all difficulties would melt, like hail 
in the dog-days. Male modesty is a purely imaginary article 
set up for a trade purpose, and will give way to justice the 
moment it costs the proprietors fifty per cent. I know my own 
sex from hair to heel, and will take my Bible oath of that. 

Of the foreign matriculated student, British or European, 
nothing should be demanded but the one thing which 
matters one straw — viz., infallible proofe of proficiency in 
anatomy, surgery, medicine, and its collaterals, under public 
examination. This, which is the only real safeguard, and 
the only necessary safeguard to the public, and the only one 
the public asks, should be placed, in some degree, under the 
9ure cmUrol of Government without respect of cities ; and 
much greater vigilance exercised than ever has been yet. 
Why, under the system which excludes learned women, 
male dunces have been personated by able students, and 
so diplomas stolen again and again. The student, male 
or female, should have power to compel the examiners, by 
mandamus and other stringent remedies, to examine at fit 
times and seasons. In all \h^ paperwork of these examina- 
tions, the name, and of course the sex, of the student should 



A WOMAN-HATER 

be concealed from the examiners. There is a very simple 
way of doing it. 

Should a law be passed on this broad and simple basis^ 
that law will stand immortal, with pettifogging acts falling 
all around, according to the custom of the country. The 
larger half of the population will no longer be unconstitu- 
tionally juggled, under cover of law, out of their right to 
take their secret ailments to a skilled physician of their own 
sex, and compelled to go, blushing, writhing, and, after all, 
concealing and fibbing, to a male physician; the picked few no 
longer robbed of their right to science, reputation, and Bread. 

The good effect on the whole mind of women would be 
incalculable. Great prizes of study and genius offered to 
the able few have always a salutary and wonderful operation 
on the many who never gain them. It would be great and 
glad tidings to our whole female youth to say, "You need 
not be frivolous idlers ; you need not give the colts fifty yards 
start for the Derby — I mean, you need not waste three hours 
of the short working day in dressing and undressing, and 
combing your hair. You need not throw away the very seed- 
time of life on music, though you are unmusical to the back- 
bone ; nor yet on your three ' C's ' — croquet, crochet, and 
coquetry ; for Civilisation and sound Law have opened to you 
one great, noble, and difficult profession with three branches, 
two of which Nature intended you for. The path is arduous, 
but flowers grow beside it, and the prize is great." 

I say that this prize, and frequent intercourse with those 
superior women who have won it, would leaven the whole sex 
with higher views of life than enter their heads at present ; 
would raise their self-respect, and set thousands of them to 
study the great and noble things that are in Medicine, and 
connected with it, instead of childish things. 

Is there really one manly heart that would grudge this 
boon to a sex which is the nurse and benefactress of every 
man in his tender and most precarious years ? 

Realise the hard condition of women. Amongst barbarians 
their lot is unmixed misery ; with us their condition is better, 
but not what it ought to be, because we are but half dvilised^ 
and so their lot is still very unhappy compared with ours. 

And we are so unreasonable. We men cannot go straight 
ten yards without rewards as well as punishments. Yet we 
could govern our women by punishments alone. They are 
eternally tempted to folly, yet snubbed the moment they 
would be wise. A million shops spread their nets, and entice 
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them by their direst foible. Their very mothers — ^for want 
of medical knowledge in the sex — clasp the fatal^ idiotic cor- 
set on their growing bodies^ though thin as a lath. So the 
girl grows up, crippled in the ribs and lungs by her own 
mother ; and her life, too, is in stays — cabined^ cribbed, con- 
fined; unless she can painty or act, or write novels, every 
path of honourable ambition is closed to her. We treat her 
as we do our private soldiers — the lash^ but no promotion ; 
and our private soldiers are the scum of Europe for that very 
reason, and no other. 

I say that to open the study and practice of Medicine to 
women-folk, under the infallible safeguard of a stiff public 
examination, will be to rise in respect for human rights to 
the level of European nations, who do not brag about just 
freedom half as loud as we do ; and to respect the constitu- 
tional rights of many million citizens, who all pay the taxes 
like men, and by the contract with the State implied in that 
payment^ by the clear human right they have yet to go down 
on their knees for. But it will also import into medical 
science a new and less theoretical, but cautious, teachable^ 
observant kind of intellect ; it will give the larger half of the 
nation an honourable ambition, and an honourable pursuit, 
towards which their hearts and instincts are bent by Nature 
herself; it will tend to elevate this whole sex, and its young 
children, male as well as female^ and so will advance the 
civilisation of the world, which, in ages past, in our own day, 
and in all time, hath, and doth, and will keep step exactly 
with the progress, of women towards mental equality with 
men. 



THE END 
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Mostly compiled by A, H. H tatt. 1 6mo, 
ciolh. 2s. net each ; leather, 3s. net cacli. 

The Pooket R. L. 8. 

The Pooket Tkaokeray. 

The Pooket Cl»rles Diokene. 

The Pooket Ridhard Jefferlea; 

The Pooket Oeorge MaoDonald. 

The Pooket Bmemoii. 

The Pooket Thoaiaa Hardy. 

The Pooket Oeoptfe BUot. 

The Pooket Oharlea Kiii£Bley. 

The Pooket Rnakln. 

The Pooket Xiord V 

The Flower of t»e Hind. 



BACTERIA, Yeast PnnH, and 
Allied 5pecle«, A Synoe&of. By 

W.B. Grove, B.A. Wl&SylUustratioos. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 



BALLADS and LYRlCSof LOVE. 

selected from PBRCY'S 'Reliques.* Edited 
with an Introduction by F. Sij)C%vick. 
With 10 Plates In Coloar after BVAM 
Shaw, R.I. Large fcap. 4to^ dotb, ts, net. 
Aetfeadavy BaUada/' selected from 
Percy's 'Rdlgues.' sdited with an 
Introduction by F, SiDGWiCK. With 10 
Plates in Colour after Byam Sbaw, B.I. 
Large fcap. 4tocloth, 6t . net. 



BARD5LEY (Rev. C. W.).— 
Bntflish Sumameat Their. Sources 
and Significations. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 7^- 6rf. 



BARGAIN BOOK (The). By C.E. 

JERNINGUAU. With a PbotoRravure 
frontispiece. Demy Svo, cloth, ios.6d. 
net. {Shortfy. 



BARINQ-QOULD (S.)» Novels by. 

Crown 8to^ dotli. 31. 6d. each; post 8^ 
iilttttrated boards, a^ each; Popular 
Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
Red Spider. I Bya< 1 



BARKER (ELSA).— The Son of 

Mary BetheL Crown Svo, doth. 6s. 



BARRCAMEUA B.).-Lovewlll 

Tentuveln. Cr. 8vo. cloth, ^. 6d. 



BARR (ROBERT)* Stories by. 

Crown Svo, clotti. v. 6d, each. 
In a Steamer Ohalr. With 2 Iliusts. 
From Whose Boame, &c. With 47 

Illustrations tyv Hal Hurst and others. 
Revengel With la lUustratloae by 

Lancelot SPZKDand others. 
K Woman iBtepreneSk 
A Prinoe of Oood Fellovs. With 

15 Illnstratlons by E. J. StiLLlVAN, 
The Un ohangintf Ba et. 
The BpeoulatloiiB of John Steele. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3*. 6d.', Popular 

EDinow, medium Svo, 64, 



BARRETT (FRANK), Novela by. 

Post 8v0, lUnst. bdSM 2s, ea.;cl., as.6d,cA, 
The Sin of OUa Zaeeoolieh. 
- - Hhti 



Iiittle Iiady Xilj 

John Ford; and Hla Helpmate* 
A Reoolllnil Yeatfeanoe. 
Honest Davie* | Ueut. BarnatotUir 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C, 



bARRBTT iPJiANKi'-eonUnued, 
Cr. »vo. cloth, 3x. 6if.each; post Sto, illtist. 

boards, 2«. each ; cloth limp, u. 6^ each. 
Found Oallty. 
Fop liove and Honour* 
Botwoon Idto and Death. 
Fatteredfopldfe. 
JL MiMlng Vitneas. With 8 inosts. 
The Voman of the Iron Bvaoelets. 
The Harding SoandaL 
A Prodlgai'8 Progress. 
FoUy Mo rrtson. 

Crown 8vo, clom, 3^. td. each. 
Under a Strange Mask. With 19 

Illustrations by B. F. Brkwtnall. 
Wae She Justified? 
I«dy Judas. 
The Krro r of Her Way s. 

Perfidious Lydia. With Frontisplece< 
by DUDLRY Tennant. Cr. 8to, cloth, 6j. 

Fettered for Ufe. Popular Edition; 
medium 8vo. 6^. 

The Obliging Husband, with Col 

cured Fr^ntiapiece. Cr, 8vo. cl., 3*. 6d, 
Cheap Editiox. nlctnrc cnver. ^y net. 



BARRINQTON (M I C H A E U 

Novels by. 
The Knight of the Golden Sword. 

Crown S?o, cloth. 6^. 
The I^ady of Tripoli. With lilus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. buckram gilt, 55. 



BASKERVILLE (JOHN): A 

Memoir. By Ralph Straus and R, K. 
Dent. With 13 Platcj. Large quarto, 
buckram. 2is. net. 



BATH (The) In Diseases of the 
5kia; By J. U Milton. Fo«t 8vo, jt, ; 
cloth. If .6 J. 



BBACONSPIELD, LORD. ByT. 

p. O'Connor. M.P. Crown 8vo. cloth. 5^. 



BENNETT CARNOLD), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, zs. td. each. 
XiOonoMu I A Great Man. 
Teresa oTWatUng Street. With 8 

Illustrations by Prank Gillett. 
Tales of the Five Towns* | Hngto. 
Saored and Profane Iiove. 
Anna of the Five Towns. 
The Gates of Wraths 
The Ohost. I The City of Pleasure. 
The Gra nd Babylon H otel. 
Sacred and Profane Xiove. Cheap 

Edition, crown 8vo. u . net. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6rf. each. 
The Grand Babylon Hotel. 
The City of Pleasure. 



BESANT and RICE-w«/*«««/. 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3*. W. each : post 8vo, 
liloat. bda. a*, each ; cL limp, aj. 6^ each. 

Vlth Harp and Grown. 

This Son of ITuloan. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

By Cella's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Flael 

The Seamy Side. 

^e Case of Mr. Iiuoraft* 
m Trafklj 



The Ten Tears' 



'^'.■^' 



tiant. 



BENNETT (W. C.).— Songs for 

Sailors. Post fivo, cloth. 2s, 



BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 

Cr. 8v0i cloth, $r. td, each ; post 8vo, 
illust. bds. 2s. each \ cL limp, ai. 6(1 each. 

Ready-Moncf Mortlboy. 

The Golden Butterfly* 

My Iilttle Girl. 



BE5ANT (5lr WALTER), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. td. 

each; post 8vo, illu$trated boards, is, 

each ; cloth limp, as. tid, each. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men* 

With 13 niuftraUons by FRED. Barnard, 
The Captain's Room, &c. 
All m a Garden Fair. With 6 lllus. 

trations by Harry Furniss. 
Dorothy Fovatsr. With FVonCispiece. 
Unole Jaok, and other Stories. 
Chlld^pen of Glbeon. 
The Vorld Vent Yery Well Then. 

With la Illustrations by A, FoRKS-nER. 
Herr Paulus. 
The Bell of St. Paul's. 
For Faith and Freedom. With 

lllusta. by A, Forestier and F. Waddy. 
To Call Her Mine, &c. with 9 lUns- 

trations by A. Forbstibk. 
The Holy Rose, &c. with Frontispiece. 
Armorer of X«yonesse. WithialUu». 

trations by F. Barnard, 
St. Katherlne's by the Tower. 

With 13 Illustrations by C. Green. 
Verbena Camellia Btephanotls. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Rebel Queen. 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarloe. 

With xa Illustrations bv W. H. Hyde. 
In Deacon's Orders, '&c. With Frontia. 
The Revolt of Man. 
The Master Craftsman. 
The City of Refuge. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. $«. 6d, each* 
A Fountain Sealed. 
The Changeling. 
The Fou]»th Generation. 
The Orange Girl. With 8 lUustrationt 

by F. Pegram. 
The Alabaster Box* 
The Lady of Lynn. With it Iflustra- 

tions by G. Demain-Hammond. 
No Other Way. With la lUostratlons 

by C, D . Ward. 

Crown 8vo, picture cloth, fiat back, 2s. each. 

St. Katherlne's by the Tower. 
The Re bel Queen. 

Largs Type, Fine Paper Editions, pott 
8vo. cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, 3s. net each. 

liondon. | Westminster. 

Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Prof, 
E. H. Palmer.) 

Sir Rlohard Whlttlngton. 

Gaspard de Collgny. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men* 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



BeSANT (Sir y/ulUr)-cMXittued. 
Popular Bditioms. medium 8vo, 6d. each, 
JLll BoFta and Ooadltlona of Mmn 
The Oold«n Butterfly. 
B«Ady*Moaey Mortlboy. 
— --"^.g jlipfc 

ftBlalB ( 

Tlitt Monu of Theloauu 



SO«lla*8 Arbour. 



of tho Vim&L 



The Orange OlrU 
For Faith and Freedom* 
Children of Qlbeoa. 
DorothyForster. | No Other Way. 
Armorel of Iiyoneese. 

Demy 8vo, cloth, js. 6d. each. 
London* With hk lUuatratlons. 
Weetmlneter. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 130 Illmtrations. 
South London. With Etching by F. a 

Walieer, and 118 Illustrations. 
East London* with Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 56 Illustrations by Phil 

May, L. Raven Hill, and J. Psnnbll. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6J. each. 
Fifty Tears JUo* With 144 lUusts. 
The Charm, and other Drawing-room 
Plays, so Ulus. by Chris H ammond, &c. 
Btw Katherine*a by the Tower. 

Cheap Edition, picture cover, u. net. 
The Bulogy of Richard JeffTerles. 
With Portrait Crown Svo, buckram, ts. 
Art of Fiction. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. u.net. 



BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA : A 

series of the Classics of the Romance 
Langua^; the Original Text, with, 
where necessarv. Notes In the Text lan- 
guage. Small 8vOj single parts, Sd, net 
per yol. ; cloth, singte parts, is. net per 
▼ol. Where two or more units are bound 
in one volume the price in wrapper le* 
mains 8d. per unit. i.a. two cost is. 4^. : 
three cost ts. ; four cost 2s. Sd, In cloth 
the additional cost Is 4^2. for the first, and 
Id, for each succeeding unit : L€„ one 
unit costs is. : two cost is, 9d.: three 
2s, 6d.; fours*. 3d. 

I. Moli^re: Le Misanthrope. 

a. Moli^ret Let Femmes savantes. 

3. OomeiUe: Le Cid. 

4. Deecartees Discours de la me- 

thods 
S-6. Dante 1 DIvina Commedla I. : 
Inferno. 

7. Bocckaoclos Decameron: Prima 

giornata. 

8. Calderon : La vida es sueilo. 

9. Reatif de la Bretonne: L'.m 



la Camoea: OsLusiadas: Canto I.,n. 
II. Racine: Atballe. 
12-15. Petrarea : Rcrum vulgarium 

fragmenta. 
16.17. Dante: DIvina Commedla II.: 

Purgatorio. 
18-20. Tiliier: Mon oncle Benjnmin. 
91-29. Boccaccio: Decameron : Seconda 

•^ giornata. 
83-24. Beanmarohaia : Le Barbler dc 
Seville. 

as. Camoeti OtLusfadai : Canto III.. 
IV. 



BIBLIOTHBCA HO fAAmCA- continued. 
26-28. Alfiped de Muaaet : Comedies et 

Provert>cs: La Nuit vemtieoae; 

Andr^ del Sarto : Les Caprices de 

Marianne; Fantasio; Onnebadine 

pas avec I'amour. 
29- Oomellle: Horace. 
30-31. Dante: DIvina Commedia III. : 

Paradiso. 
32-34. Prevoat: Manon Lescaut. 
35-36. CXuvrea de Maltre Fran^oia 

Yillon. 
37-39- QuillemdeCaatro: Las Moce- 

dades del Cid. I.. 11. 
40. Dante : La Vita Nuova. 
41-44. Cervantes: Cinco Novelas ejem- 

plares. 

45. Camoea: Os Luafadat: Canto V, 

VI., VII. 

46. Moli^re: UAvare. 
47* Petrarea: I Trionfi. 

48-49U Boccaccio: Decameron: Tcraa 

g!ornn(a. 
50. Corneille: Cinna. 
51-52 Camoea : Os Lusiadas : Canto VIII., 

IX.. X. 
53-54 La Chanaon de Roland. 
55-58 Alfiped de Muaatt: Premieres 

Poesies. 
59i BoccaceiO : Decameron : Qnarta 

giornata. 
60-61. Maiatre Pierre Pathelin : 

Farce du XV« *icclr. 
62-63. Giaoomo X«eopardi : Canti. 
64-65. Chateaubriand: Ataia. 

66. Boccaccio : Decameron, Qumta 
glomatn. 
67-70. Biaiae Paacal : Les Provipcialee. 

BIERCB (AMBROSE).— In the 

Midst of Ufe. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s.6d. : 
n. 8vo. bds.. 2s. : cr. 8vo. pic cov. is. net. 



BINDL0S5 (H AROLD)» NoveU by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. $s. 6d. each. 
The Conoesslon-hantera. 
The Miatreas of Bonaventnreb 
Daventry'a Dau^ter. 
K Bower of Wheat. 
Ainalie'a Ju.Ju. Crows 8vo, doth, 
35. 6rf. ; picture cloth. Hat back, ts. 



BLAKB WILLIAM): A Critical 

study by A. C. Swixburkk. With a 
Portrait.' Crown 8vo. buckram. 6x. net. 

BOCCACCIO.--Ttie~Decameron'. 

With a Portrait Pott Svo. cloth. gUt 
top. 2.»^et ; leather, gi lt ed ges. 3*. net. 

BODKIN (McDm K.C.), Booksby. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, js. 6d. each. 
Shillelatfh and Shamrock* 
Pataey the Omadaun. 



BORBNIUS (TANCRED),— The 
Painters of VIcoasa. With 15 full. 
page Plates. Demy Svo.. clot h. 7^ . 6d, net . 

B0S5ES AND CORBELS OP 
BXBTBR CATHBDRAI. Br B. K. 

Pkiokauz and G. R. Holt srafto. 
With numerous lUustratlont, Demy 
•vo, doth, 7f 6rf. net* 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANfl, LONDON, W.C. 



BOURQET (PAUL).— A Living 
Lie. Translated by John Db Villiersl 
Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6rf.; CHEAP 
Edition, picture cover, is. net. 



BOYLE (F.)f Works by. Post 

8vo, illustrated boards. 21. each. 
Olipoiiloles of Mo-M aa'8 lABd. 
Camp Moteg. | SaTage Life. 



BRAND (JOHN).— ObservaUons 
oa Popular AotlqoHlefl. With the 
Additions o< Sir HSKRY ELUS. Crown 

8vo. cloth. 3i. 6d. 



BRAYSHAW(J. DODSWORTH). 
— Slum Sllhouettef : Stories of London 
Life. Crown 8vo. clotb. 35. 6d. 



BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) DicUon 

arleAi Crown 8vo, cloth. $s. M. each. 
TheBeader'BHaiidbook of Famous 

Najoaes in Flotion, JLlluBtona, 

Referenoes, Proverbs, Plots, 

Btories, and Poems. 
M. piotlonanr of Mlraoles : ImitatiTc, 

Kcalistic. and Dogmatic. 



BREW5TER (Sir DAVID), 

Works by. Post 8to, clotb, 4s. 6d, each. 
More Worlds than One : Creed of 

Philfisopher, Hope of Christian. Plates. 
The Martyrs of Solenoe: Galilbo, 

Tycho Brahb, and Kcplrr. 
Letters on Hatural Magle. With 

numerous Illustrations. 



BRIDGE CATECHI5M. By K 

H. BRYDfiKS. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, ts. 6d. net 



BRIDGE (J. S. C.) — From Island 

to Empire: A History of theBxpansion of 
England by Force of Arms. With Intro- 
duction byAdm.SirCYPRlAN BRIDGE,Map8 
and Plana. Large crown 8vo.cloth,oj.net. 



BRIGHT (FLORENCE).— A Girl 

CspitslUt. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 



BROWN I NG'S (ROBT.) POEMS. 

Large fcap. 4to. cloth« 6s, oel each ; Largk 

Papsr Edition, parchment. laj; 6rf.net 

each.— Also an Edition in the St.Martin's 

Library, post 8yo, cloth, ai. net each : 

leather, 3t. net each. 

Pippa Passes; and Men and 

Women. With 10 Plates in Colour 

after E. Fortbscub Bsickdale. 

X Dramatis Personss: and Dramatio 

^ Bomanoee and Lyrics. With 10 

Plates in Colour after E. F. Brickdale. 



BRYDEN (H. A.).-An Exiled 

Scot. With Frontispiece by J. & 
Cromptow. R.L Crown 8vo, cloth, y.6rf. 



BRYDGBS (HAROLD). — Uncle 

5am at Home. With oi Illusts, Post 
8vo, iUust. boards, zs, i cioth limn. z>.6rf. 



BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 
and Novels by. 
The Complete Poetloal Works of 
Robert Bnolianan. • Vois» crown 
8vo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece 
to each voiumei lai. i 



BUCHANAN {ROBBUr)-coHl/uu^d, 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 31. 6d. each ; post 8vo^ 

illustrateo tioards, at. each. 
The Sliadow of the Sword. 
A Gliild of Hatnre. 
Ood and the Man« With zi lUustra. 

tions by F. Barmaro. 
Lady Kllpatriok. 
The Martyrdom of MadellnOi 
Love Me for Bver. 
Annan Water. | Foztflove Manor. 
The New Abelard. I Rachel Oeae. 
Matt: A Story of a Caravau. 
The Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and the Ma n. 

Crown 8vo, doth, 3*. 6U. each. 

Red and White Heather. 

Androm eda. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6rf. each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

Ood and the Man* 

Foxtflove Man or. 

The Shadow of the Sword. Largs 
Typr, Fine Paper Edition. Pott H\o, 
cloth, gilt top,3j. net ; leather, gilt edges, 
3*. net. 

The Oharlatan. By Robert Buchanan 
and H bnry M URBA Y. Crown 8vo, clot h, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. ROBlNSO.\', 
3S, 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 



BURGE5S(GELETT} and WILL 

IRWIN. — The l>lcarooas: A San 
Prancisce Niftht't Betertalnment. 

Cn)wn 8vo. cloth. 3J. 6d. 



BURTON (ROBERT). — The 
Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, 
cloth. 7f. td. 



CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, clotii. if. 6d, each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boaxost Sf. each ; clotb limp» 
%i. 6d. each. 

The Shadow of a Orime. 

A Son of Bagar. | The Deemster. 

Also Library EDrnom of the three novels. 
crown 8vo, doth. 6s. each ; Cheap Popu. 
LAR Editions, medium 8vn,portrait cover. 
6d, each ; and the Fine Papbr Edition 
of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt ton, aj.net ; leather, gilt ♦•dges. 3%. net. 



CAMERON (V. LOVETT).-The 
Cruise off the 'Black Prince* 
Priveteer. Cr. 8vo, cloth, with a lUus* 
trations by P. Bf acmab, 3^. 6d. ; pott 8vo, 
picture ix>ards, is. 



CAMPBELL (A. GODRIC). — 
Renr -de -Camps a Dauffhtcr of 
France. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6t. 



CAMPING IN THE FOREST. 

with Illustrations in Colour and Line hv 
BtAROARBT Clayton. Fcap. 4to, cloth, 
3<. 6d. net. 



CARLYLE (THOMAS).— On the 
Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cloth, u. 6J, 






CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



CARROLL (LBWI5), Books by. 
Alloe in Vondeplftiid. WHh 12 

Colonrfd and many Line IlhistratlOfM by 
MILLICCNT SOWKRBY. Large crovm 8vo, 
cloth ffllt, y. 6d. net. 
Feeding the Mind. With a Preface 
by W. H. DBikPBa Poftt Sto, bow«ls, 
n. net; leather* 9s, net. 



CARRUTH (tiAYDEN),-The Ad- 
ventnrM of JeoM. With 17 lUoats. 
Fcap. 8vo. plotnre cover. 1%. ; doth, ts. 6d. 



CHAPMAN'S (QEORQE) Works. 

VoL U Playi Complete. iadudiaK the 
Doubtful Ones. — Vol. II., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. 
SWINBURNK.— Vol. III., Tranalalions of 
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. ciloth. 9». 6d. eadi. 



CHATFIELD-TAYLOR (H, C.}- 
Faine'^ PatJiway. Cr. 8vo.. cloth. 6s. 



CHAUCER tot Children : A Qol- 

deoKeir. ByMrs.H.RHAWBis. With 
8 Coloured Ptates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to. cloth. $s. 6d. 

CtoSJiemt for Sollttol^ With the Story 
of his Times and his Woilc. By Mrs. 
H. R Hawris. Demy gvo, cloth. ss,6d. 

The Pvologae to the Oaaterbary 
Velee. Printed in black-letter upon 
hand-made paper. With lUnstnitions by 
AAIHROSE DUDLKY. Fcap. 4tOr decorated 
cloth, red top, ts» td. net 



CHBSNBY (WEATHERBY), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, zs. &/. 

each. 
The Cable-meiu 
The Rem anoe of a Qn een. 
The Claimant. Crovm svo. cloth. Or. 



CHESS, The Law* and Practice 

of; with an Ansivsis of the Openings. 
By Howard STAUNtoN. Edited by 
R. B. WoRMALD. Crown 8to. cloth, 5^. 

The Hinov Taofeloe of Oheea: A 
Treatise on the Deplovroeat of the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle. 
By F. K. YouHO and E. C. Howell. 
LonK fcap. Svo, doth. u. 6d. 

The Haatlnga Cheae Toamament. 
The AuthorijMd Account of the 130 Games 
played Aug.-Sept^ 1895. With Annota- 
Uons by Pillsburt. Lasker, Tarrasch, 

STEIWITZ. SCHIFFERS, TEICUklANV. BAR- 
DBLBBEM. BLACKBURKB, OtJKSBERG. 
TiKSLEY, Mason, and Albin ; Biographi- 
cal Sketches, and SJ Portraits. Edited by 
H. F. Cheshire . Crown 8vo. cloth, 5*. 



CLARE (AUSTIN), Stories by. 
By the Rlae of the Rlvev. Crown 

8vo, cloth . $s. 6d. 

Crown Svo, dotli, ts, iOndi. 
The Tideway. 
Randalof RandalholmOi 



CLODD (EDWARD). — Myths 
and DrtaniB. Crown 8vo^ doth, 31. 6J. 



CLIVE (Mrs. ARCHER), Novell 

by. Post Bvo. doth. 3 «• i^> ca<«^ : iUus. 

trated boards, as. each. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Vhy Paol FevpoU KUled hla ^RT ire« 



COBBAN (J. MACLAi(EN)» 
Novels by. 

The Cure of aonlft. Post 8vo^ illus- 
trated t>oards, si. 

The Red Bnltan. Crown evo, dnth. 
3X 6d. ; postUva Uhistratod boards, at. 

The BmdeB of laahel. Crown 8vo^ 

cloth, $s. 6d. 



COLBRON (QRACB I.).— Joe 

Miiller. Detective* Crown Svo. cloth. 
6*. {Shortly, 



COLLINS {J. CHURTON, M.A.). 
-* Jonathan Bwllt. Cr.8vo.ci.. 31. 6./. 



COLLINS (MORTIMER and 

PRANCBSX Novels by. Cr.Bvo, d.. 

3U. 6d. oaeh; poet Svo, lUustd. bds., ai. each. 
From Mldnl«htto Midnight. 
Ton Play me False. 
Blaohsmlth- andBdheiar. 
The Village Comedy. 
Francea ^ 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, ts. each. 
Tranamlgratlon. 
A Fight with FortunOi 
Bweet Anne Page. 
Sweet and Twenty. 



COLLINS (WILKIE), Novels by. 

Cr. 8vo« cl., 31. 6d. eadh ; post 8vo. picture 
boiirds. 2i. each ', tL limp. ts. 6d. each. 
JIntonina. | BaslfJ Hideand Beeh 

Se Woman in White, 
e Mocmatene. | Man and Vlfie: 
The l>ead Beeret. | After Dark. 
TheQueeaLOf Rearta 
No Name j My Mlseellanlea 
Armadale. . | Poor Mlaa PInoh. 
Mlaa or Mra.?l The Blaok Robe. 
The New Magdalen. 



Froaen Deep. 1 A Rogne'B Xdfia. 
THe Law and the K<ady. 
The TwoBeetiniee. 



The Haunted Hotel. 
Tho FiUlen Leaves. 
Jeeebel'a Daughter. . 
Heart and Sclenoeb i *1 Bay No/* 
Tm Mvil Genius* 4 Little Nevela 
The Lega oy of Cain. { B lind Leva 
Popular Editions^ nnedium Svo. 6d. each. 
Antdnina. ^ Blind Love. 

The Voman in White. • 
The Law and the Lady, 
Moonatons^l The NewM 



atfalA! 
> Name 



No ri_'"* 

Armadala 



The Dead Beoret. 1 

Man and Wife >f 

The Hai Aited H d tel. 

ThB^Wotnan In WhUa Larob Typi; 
Pine Paper Edition, Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gut top. as. net { leather, gilt edges, 3r. net 

The Frosen Deep* Large Type Edit. 
Fcap. 8vo, doth, is. net. 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LAN E, LONDON, W.C. 



COLOUR-BOOKS: Topographi- 
cal. Large fcap. 4I0, cloth, 30s. act each. 
•awltz«plaiid:,The Countpy and 

iJr"»u^??.P*** ^y Clarence Rooil 
AJ- ith 56 Illustrations m Three Colours bv 
Mrs. ]AMXS J AJtoiNB, and 24 in Two Tinli. 

'''*\?. ^l*^.®' OhJjia. Written and 
lUus, In Colour and Uac by ^ U Kbmp. 

•^« ^lon» of Romtt. By Olavjb 
M. PonxR.- \^jih Introduction by 
Douglas Sladen, and lUusirationA in 3 
Colouta and Sepia by Yoshio Markiko. 

•Tho Colour of Iiondoau By W, T. 
LOi^^, F.SwA. Introdttclion by U. H. 
Spiklmann. F.S^..uand lUustrationfl in 
Three Colours by Yoshjo Marximo. 

•The ColoDP of Paris. By MM. lbs 

ACADfemciEN-S GOKCOCRT, Edited by 
LuciKN Descaves. with Introduction bv 
L. BfcxiDiTE, Translated by M. D. Frost 
Illustrated in Three Colours and Scpia 
with an Essay, by YosHio Markino. ' 
*J\« ?*»,?««•, By H. T. Macwnder. 
With Illustrations in Three Colours bv 
Mrs. JANKS JARDL\E, and Two Maps. 
*A8Bl8l Of St. Francis. By Mn 
R . GOFF. With Introduction by J. Kkrr 
Lawson. Illua. In Three Colours by Col 
R. OOFF. and from the Old Masters!. 

Devon iita Moorlands, Streams, 
sund Coasts. By Lady Rosallvd 
NORTIICOTE. with Illustrations In Thrci 
Colours by K. J. WlDGKRY. 
Vbe Greater Abbeys of Bntfland. 
By Rlpbt Rev. Abbot Gasqukt. With 
60 Illustrations in Three Colomft bv 
Warwick Goblx. 
••• Special Copies on ^re rag paper #/ 
thos f marked* may bt had. 
Yenloe» By Beryl de SiLixGouRt and 
MaySturgb-Hbnderson. WithaollliM. 
trations in Three Colours by Reginald 
Barratt, A.R.W.S. Large foolscao 4to. 
cloth, lor. td. net. ^^ 

From tbe Thames to the Seine. 
By Charles Pilars, With 40 Illusta. 
in Three Colours and Monochrome. Lge. 
^fcap. 4to, clotk. \ts (nt. act. - 
Oxford fpom Within. By Huoh de 
SiUNCOURT. WUh a N6te and ao lUuss, 
in Colour and Monochrome by Yosnio 
Marking. Demy 8vo, clotb^ 7^. W. neU 
WL Japanese Artist in liondon. Bv 
YosHio Marking. With 8 Coloured 
and 4 Monochrome Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 6jr. net. 
In the AbrnzJEl : The Country and the 
People. By Annk MaCDONKLL, With 
12 Illustrations in Three Colouxu bv AiiY 
Atkinson. Large crown 8vo. cl.. 6^. net 
The Barbartans of Moroeeo. By 

COl/XT STERNBERG. With 12 lUlJstS. In 

Three Colours by DoCglas Fox Pitt, 
R,I. Large cmwn 8vo^ cloth, ts. net. 
.The Faoe of^ Manotanria, Korea, 
and Russian Turkestan* Written 
and Illustrated by E, G. KEMP. W*lth 24 
Plates in Colour and Moaochrome. 
Mrge fcap.4to, cloth, 7*. 6rf. nef. 



^^'J-^S^^'^'NO. Hints on. By 

W. M. Hutchison, Cr. 8vo. cj, 3^. tdf 



COLQUHOUN (M, J.).-.Evcry 

inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloih. 
3i. td.\ post 8to, lUustrated boards, as. 



COLTON (ARTHUR), - The 
Belted Sees. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3^. td. 



COLVILL (HELEN H.).~Tlie 

Incobuf. Crown 8vo, doth. 6f. 



COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
■^i- ^^ P«y«. to wfaom, to 
what, and w^n It Is applicable. 
By A. CLEMENT EDWARDS. M.P. Crown 
8vo, X*. net ; cloth, i*. <W. net. 



COiyiPTON(HERBERT),Novei5by. 

The Inimitable Mrs, Massing. 
ham. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j, (y(U ; Popu- 
lar Edition, medium Svo, bd. 



Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. W. each. 
The Wilful Way. 
The Queen can do no Wrontf. 
To Defeat the Ends of Justice. 



CORNISH (J. F.).~5our Grape5. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6*. 



COOPER (E. H.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vii, cloth, 3^. 6rf. each 
Oeoilory Hamilton. 
The ttarqals and Pamela. 



C O R N W A L L.— Popular 
j^maoces of tbe West of England s 

The Drolls. Traditions, aiid Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall Collected bv Robert 
Hu.\T, P.R.S. With two tUtes by 
George Cruiksiiank. Cr.8vo, cl., 7i.6rf. 



CRE5SVVELL (HENRY). - A 

Lady of Misrule. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 



CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 
The Prophet of the Great Smpkv 
Mountains. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. bd,' 
post 8vo, illuslrattd boards, ar. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. td. cnch. 
Hla Vanished Star. | TheWindfttlL 



CRIM (MATT)«-*Adventurfis of 

a l^nlr RebeL Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. W. ; 
post 8vo, Illustrated boards, aj. 



CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.-. 

Tales of onr Coast. By & R. 

Crockett, Gilbert Parker. Harold 
Fkedewc 'Q..'and W. Clark Kusskll, 
With 13 niustrations by FRANK Bramg» 
WVK, 9rown «vo, Cloth, 3^, (H^, 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



CROKER (Mrf. B. M.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, clotb, 35. 6d. each : 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each; 
cloth limp, 2X. 6d. each. 

PMtty MlBs Neville. 

A Bird of Passage, i Mr. jTerrls. 

Diana BarrlngtoB* 

Two Masters* I Interferenee. 

A Family Iilkenesa. 

A Third Person. | Proper Pride. 

Village Tales ft Jungle Tragedies. 

The Real Iiady Hilda. 

Married or Single? 

•To I-et.* 



Crown tivo. cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 
In the Kingdom of Kerry, 
Miss Balmaine's Past. 
Jason. i Beyond the Pale. 

Terenoe; With 6 Iiiusta. by S. Paokt. 
The Gat*s-paw. With la lUiutraUons 

by Fred Pegram. 
The Spanish Neoklaoe. With 8 

lUusts. by F. Pegram.—AIso a Cheap Ed.. 

without I lUnts.. picture co ver, i*. net. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. td. eacli ; post 8vo, 

cloth limp, 2s. dd. each. 
Intetnatl on. | Some One Else. 
Popular Editions, mediun' 8vo. td. each. 
Proper Pride. | The Cat's-paw. 
Diana Borrington. 
Pretty Miss KeviUai 
K Bird of Passage. 
Beyond the Pale. 
A Family liikeness. 
Miss Balmaine's Past. 
Married or Single? 
The Real I^adyHilda. 



CR05S (HELEN R.).— Aunt 

Maris** DrMsia^-tsbls. A Boole for 
Children to Paint in and to Read, with 
Illustration*. Square 8vo. boards, n.net. 



CR05S (MARQARET B), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
A Qaestlon of Means. 
Opportunity. With Frontispiece by 

HILDA B. VVIKNRR. 



CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC AL 
MANACK. Complete in Two Skries : 
the First from 1835 to 1843 ; the 
Second, from 1844 to 1853. Two Vols, 
crown 8vo, cloth, 7*. 6rf. each. 



CUMMINQ (C. F. QORDON), 
Works by. Demy 8vo. cloth. 6i. each. 

In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations. 

In the Himalayas and on the 
Indian Plains. With 42 lUustratlons 

Two Happy Years in Ceylon. 
With 28 illustrations. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt. Frontls. 



CURIOSITIES IN CLUBS. By 

Ralph Nevill. Demy 8vo, clolh, 7i.6rf. 
net. {Preparing 



CUSSANS (JOHN E.).— A Hand 

book of tieniidry; including instruc- 
tions for Tracing Pedij{rees, Deciphering 
Ancient MSS.. &c. With 408 Woodcuts 
and 2 Colrd. Plates, Crown 8vo, doth, 65. 



DANBY (FRANK).— A Coquette 

lo Crape. Foolscap 8to, picture co'^cr, 
6<f. ; cloth, I*, net. * 



DAUDET (ALPH0N5E).— The 
BvsngoHst; or, Port Sslvstloa. 

Cr. 8vo. cloth. 3J. td. ; post 8vot l)ds.. 2<. 



DAVENANT (FRANCIS).— Hints 
for Parents on Choice of Profession 
for their Sons. Crown 8vo. i*. 6rf. 



DAVIDSON (H. C.)--Mr. Stid- 

le r's Psughtera Cr. 8vo, cloth, is . 6d. 
DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-), 

Works by. Cr. 8vo. i j. ea.: cL i*. td. ca. 
One Thousand Medloal Maicinis 

and Snrgioal Hints. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
The Dletetio Cure of Obesity 

(Foods for the Fat). With Chapters 

on the Tr eatment of Gout by Diet 
JLldS to IiOngIiife .Cr.8v o. 2«. ; cX.is.6d. 
Vine and Health: How to enjoy 

both. Crown 8vi>, cloth, u. 6d. 



DEAKIN (DOROTHEA), Stories 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 34. 6d. each. 
The Poet and the Pierrot. 
The Princess ft the Kitchen-maid. 



DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 

Crnsoe. With 37 Illusta. by Georgk 
Cruikshank. Largs Type. FikbPapbk 

Edition. Pott 8vo. cloth, gUt top. as. net ; 
leather, gilt edges. 3j. net. 



DE MILLE (J AMES).— AStrange 
Mannscrlpt foood In a Copper 
Cylinder. Crown 8va cloth, with 19 
Illustrations by Gilbert Gadi^ 31. 6J. ; 
post Rvo, illustrated boards. 2.«. 



DEVONSHIRE SCENERY* The 

History of. By Arthur W. Claydex, 
M.A. With Illus.Demv8vo.cl..ios.6tf. net 
Devon : Its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coasts. By Lady Rosamund 
NORTHCOTX. With Illustrations in Three 
Colours by F. J. Wjdoery. Large fcap. 
4to. cloth, aoj. net. 



DEWAR (Q. A. B.).-Tiie Airy 

Way. Crown Bvo, cloth, 6^. net. 



DEWAR (T. R.).--A Ramble 

Ronad the Qlobe. With 220 lilustra. 
tions. Crown 8vo. doth, 75. 6rf. 



DICKENS (CHARLES), TBS 

Speeches of. Edited and Annotated 
by R. H..SREPHBRD. With a Portrait 
Pott 8vo, cloth. 2i. net : leather, 31. net 
The Pocket Charles Dickens : beiag 
Favourite Passages chosen by Alvrkd 
H . H YATT. i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2*. net ; 
leath er , gilt top, y. net 

blCTIONARIES. 
The Reader's Handbook of 
Famous Names In Fiction, 
Allusions. References, Pro- 
verbSfPlois, Stories,and Poema. 
By Rev. E. C BREWER, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



DtCriONAWES-cotiti'nufd. 
A Dlotloaaiy of Miracles, 

ImitatiTe, Realistic, and Dogniaiic. hy 

Bcv. E^ C. Brbwbr, LL.D. Crown 8vo 

cloth. 3s. 6d, 
Familiar AlluaiOBS. By William A. 

and Charles G. Whsblkk. Demy 8to, 

doth,7«. 6cf.net. 
Familiar Short Bayintfa of Oroat 

Men, With Histotlcaland Explanatory 

Notes by Samurl A. Bbnt, A.M. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 7x. 6d. 
TtaeaiangDioUoaary: Etymological. 

Historical, and Anecdotal Crown 8to, 

cloth. 6s, td. 
Words, Facts, and Phraaess A 

Dictionary of Curtoua, Quaint, and Out- 

oMhe-Way Matters. By Eliezkr 

EDWARDSb Crown 8va cloth. 3*. bd. 



DIXON (WILLMOTT), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. 6d. each. 
The Rogue of Rye. 
Kin< Hal— of HeroBsea. 



UOISbUN (AUSTIN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo. buckram, 6«. each. 

Four Frenehwomen. With Four 
Portraits. 

Blghteenth Century Tignettes. 
In Three Series, each 6*. ; also Fine- 
Paper Editions, pott 8vo, cloth, u. net 
e.ich ; leather, 3^. net each. 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With a Illustrations. 

Blde-walk Studies. With 5 Illusts. 

Old Kensington Palace, and otiier 
Papers. Wito 6 Mu<itration«i. 



DONOVAN (DICK), DetecUve 

stories by. Post 8vo^ iUustrated 

boards, ^i. each : cloth, 2x. 6d. each. 
In the Grip of the Iiawi 
rank by Idnk. i Oaoght at I«ast. 
From Information Reoeived. 
Bnsploion Arousedi 
Riddles Read. 

Chronio les of Michael P ane vitoh. 
Crown 8to, d., 31 . 6<^ each ; picture cL. 

flat back, u, each ; post 8to. illustrated 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp. xr. bd.tA^ 
The Man fipom Manohester. 
The Mys tery of Jamaic a Terraoe. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. bd, each. 

Deacon Brodie : or. Behind the Mask. 

Tyler Ta tlook, Private Detective. 

Cr, 8vo, cl., 3j. td. ea. : pict, d.. ilat bk. a*, ea. 

The Records of Yinoent TriU. 

Tales of Terror. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 31. bd, each ; post 8to, 

iUustrated boards, %», each; doth limp, 

as. bd. each. 
Tracked to Doom« 
Tracked and Taken* 
A Detective's Trlum|^s^ 
Who Poisoned Hettyjounctan? 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 25. each : 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. each; clotl< 

limp, 2s. bd. each. 

Wanted ! I The Man .Hqnter. 

Dark Deeds. Crown svo. cloth limp, 
ax. bd, ; picture cloth, flat back, m. 



DOWLINQ (RICHARD). — Old 

Corcoran's Money. Cr. 8vo. cL 35. bd. 



DOYLE (A. CONAN).— The Firm 

of Qlrdlestone. Crown 8vo. clot h. %s. bd. 



DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 

Edited by Col. Cukninghau. Cr. 8va^ 
cloth, with Portraits, ss. bd. per Vol. 
Ben Jonson*a Worka. With Notes 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 

fraphical Memoir by Wiluam GirrORU. 
hrcc Vols. 
Ohapman*a Worka. Three Vols. Vol. 
I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II„ 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essay by A. C. Swinburke; VoL HI., 
Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey 
Marlowe*a Worka. One Vol. 
Maaainger'a PU^nk From Giffokd's 
Text. (5ne Vol. 



DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 

Childrett. Roy. 32mo. cloth, is. net ea. 

1. The Flamp, The Ameliorator, 
and The School-boy 'a JLppren- 
tica By R. V. LUCAS. 

2. Mra. Turner* a Cautionary 
Storiea. 

8. The Bad Family. By Mrs. 

Fenwick. 
«. The Story of Uttle Black 

Sambo, by Helen Bakneruan. 

Illustrated in colours. 
5. The Bountiful I«ady. By TaosiAS 

Cobb. 

7. A Flower Book. Illustrated ia 
colours bv Nklue Benson. 

8. The Pink Knight. By J. R Mon- 
sell. Illustrated in colours. 

9. The Idttle Clown. By Thokab 
Cobb. 

10. AHoraeBook. ByMARTTouRTBL. 

Illustrated in colours. 

11. Little People: an Alphabet. By 
Henry Mayer and T. W. H . Crosland. 
Illustrated in colours. 

19i A Dog Book. By Ethel Bickxkll. 

With Pictures in colours by CARION 

Moors Park 
1«. TheliittleGirlLost. ByELSANOS 

RAPER. 

18. Dollies. By Richard Hunter. 
Illuttrated in colours by RuTH Cobb. 

16. The Bad Mrs. Ginger. By Hongs 
C. APPLEiom. Illustrated in colours. 

17. Peter Piper's Practical Prin- 
ciples. Illustrated in colours. 

18. Iilttle White Barbara. By 

Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

90. Towlocks and his Wooden 
Horse. By Alice M. Appleton. 
lUus. in colours by HONOR C. Applkton. 

91. Three LitUe Fozea. By Mart 

TOUKTEL. Illustrated in colours. 

99. The Old Man's Bag. By T. W. 
H. Crosland. iiius. bv J. R. Monsell. 

93. Three Little Goblins. By M. 
O. TAOGAirr. Illustrated in colours, 

98. More Dollies. By Richard Hun- 
ter. Illuft. in colours by Ruth COBa 

96. Little Yellow Wang-lo. By M. 
C. Bell. Illustrated in colours. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



DUMPY BOOKS-coniimud, 
28. Thm Booty Man. By E. B. 

Mackinkon aud Edkn Coybss. IUos. 
SO. Rosallna. Illustrated in colours by 

Jean c. Archer. 
91. Smmmy aad tha BBavlyvink. 

Illustrated in colours by LENA and NOR- 

UAN AULT. 

38. Iiwne's Obvlstaiaa Paipty. By 

RICIURD HUNTER. IKOK. by KUTH CODB. 

aff. THa Iiittle Boldior Book. By 

rsssui Pope; Ulustrated In colours by 

HBhRT Maybr. 
85. Tha Dutob Dell's Ditties. By 

C. Audrey Mooke. 
aa Ten lattte Hitter Boye. By 

Nora Case. 

87. Hnmpty Dnmpty's Zilttle Son, 
By Helen R Cross. 

88. Simple Simon. By Helen R. 
Cross. Iilustnted in colours. 

88. The lattle Vveneluiiaii. By 
Rdbn Coybee. Illustraied in colours by 
K. LFriceko, 

10. The Potato Bo6k. By Uly 
SCHOPIELP. Illustrated in cJolours. 

DUNCAN (5ARA JBANnETTE). 

Booki by. Cr. J)vo. doth, 71. 6d. each. 
JL Soeial Dapartnve. wuii xii 

Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 
An American OIfI in London. 

With 80 Illustrations by F. H.ToWNSKND. 

The Simple AdTentnves of a 
Memsa hlb. Witii 37 il lustration*. 
Crown 8to, olotu.^r. nd. each. 
A Dauifbtep «»f To-Day. 
_ Vernon's Ann t. With 47 Illustrations. 

DUrr (ROMeSH C,).— Enjrland 

and India: ProKrew durine Une 
Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 



EVERYMAN : A Morality. 

With Illustrations by AMBROSE BuDLcrr. 
Printed on pure ra£ paper. Fcap, 410, 
decorated cloth, red top, it. 6d, net 



EYES, Oar; How to Preserve 
Them. By JOHN BrOWKUIG. Crown 
9vo. doth. M. 



PAIRY TALES PROM 
TUSQANY. By Isabella M. akdrr- 
TON, Square l6mo, cloth, with Frontis- 
piece. If. net 



FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis- 
cellaneous Information, including Cele- 
brated Statues, Paintini^ Palaces, 
Country Seats, Ruins. Churches, Ships, 
Streets Clubs. Kntural Curiosities, &c 
By W. A. and C a Wheblbr. Deoiy 
8vo. cloth. 7f. 6rf. net 

FAMILIAR 5H0RT . SAYINQS 

•f Great Men. By & A. Bent. A.M. 

Crown 8vO| cioth. js. 6d, 

PaRADAY (MICHAEL), Works 

by. Post 8vo, cIothr4f> 6</« eacifa. 

The Ohemioal CnstoFy of a 
Oandlei Lectures delivered before a 
Jarenile Audience: Bdlted by WtlUAM 
Crookes. P.CS. With numerous lUusts. 

On the Vationa Poroea of Hatare, 
and their Relations to each 
ether. Felted by Williau Crookks. 
F.C.& With innstrations. 

FARKAR (F.W., D.D.).— Ruakin 
as a Religions Teacher. Square 
i6mo. doih. with Frontmniece. i*. art. 



DYSON (EDWARD). — In the 

Roaring Fifties. Crown Rvo, cloth .6f 



EDWARDE3 cMr6. ANNIE;, 

Novels by. 
A JPoin^ of Honoav* Post- 8vo, 

illustrated boards, u. 
Arohle KiOTell. Crown Sva doth. 

^f. td. : post Svo, illustrated boards, aj. 

>laBtep Saint. Cr. 8vo. cloth, jis. 6d. 



lI'Ii 



EDWARDS (ELIEZER) 

Words, Pacts, aad Phrases: A Die 

tionary of Cunuus,Qaaiot,and Out-o£-the- 
\Vay Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3f, 6d, 



EQERTON (Rev. J. C.).- 
Snssez Polk aad Sassex Ways. 

With Four Illiists. Crown «yo. clnth. S». 

EQQLESTON (EDWARD).-- 

Roxy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, » j. 



ENQ LI5HMAN (An) in Paris 

Recollections of Louis Philippe and the 
Empire, Ctown 8t>o. cloth, ^j. M. 

EPISTOLiC OBSCURORUM 

Vlrorum (1515-1517)* I-«"n Text, 
with Translation, Introduction, Notes, 
ftc, by F. G. Stokes. (Edition limited 
to 500 copies.) Royal 8vo, bnckram, 
•5i.nsti 



FARRER (J. AN50N).— War: 

Three Es?ays. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. t>i. 



FENN (a MANVILLE), Novels 

by. Crown 8«o^ cloth, • $«. 6d, cech : 
post 8vo, Illustrated boacdi, ts* e 

The Hew MIstMsa. 

Witness to the Dsed* 

The Tltfev Idly. 

TheWK teYfq<ln. 



Crown ftvo. doth. 31. 6d. each. 
A Woman Worth WUmlna. 
Cursed by a Fortune. 
The Case of Ailsa Oray. 
Qemmodere Jnak.. 



In Jeopardy. 



Blaok Bleed. | 

Doable Conning. 

A nattered Deveoote* 

Kintf of the Castle. 

The Blaster of the Ceremonies* 

The Story of Antony Grace. 

The Man with a Shadow. 

One Maid's Mlsohlef^ 

This Man*s Wife. 

The Baa of Diamonds, and Three 

Bits of Paste. 
Running Amok. 
Black Shadowa. 
The Oaittke pworm . 
80 Like a Woman. 



A Crimson Crime. Crown 8to. doth, 
3«. ^,i picture cloth, flat back. ai. ; 
POPClaR edition, medium 8to, 6d, 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S. LANE, LONDON, W.C 



XI 



FICTION, a Cfttalosrue of, with 

Descriptions and RotIcwb of nearly 
Twelve Hl'ndred Novels, sent free 
by Chatto ft WiMPOS upon application 



FIREWORK - MAKING, The 
Cmiipl«te Art of ; or> The jPyrotecknist's 
Treasury. By THOMAS KExTlsH. With 
367 lllnytrations.' Cr. gvo. doth. 3f. 6d. 



FISHER (ARTHUR 0.)» Novels 

by. CroiH'n 8vo, cloth, 6x. ^acb. 

Wltbyfovd. With Coloured frontis- 
piece by O. D. ARMOUR, and 5 Plates in 
sepia by R. H. Buxton. 

The X.»nd of Bileat FeeL With a 
Frontispiece by G. D. ArmOur. 



FITZGERALD 



IPERCY), 

)wn 8to, cloth, 



by. 



post 8vo, illustrated boards , u. 

Post 8vo. iuustrated boards, aj. each. 
Bella Deniuu | Polly*. 
The Iiady ef Brantome*- 
MeYer Foi^otleiu 
The Beopno Mn. TlUqUpn. 
Seirenty- flye Brooke S treet. 
BaBiliel Fooie: a Biography. With a 

Photogravure Frontispiece, Demy 8vo, 

doth, izf, 6rf . net. • 



FLAMMARION tCAMlLLB).— 
PopiUav JLatroftomy. TransUted 
by I: £LLARO Gore, F.R.A.S. With Three 
Platea and a88 lUnstrationa.. ANt\v 
Edition, with an Appendix giving the 
results of Recent Discoveiiet. Medium 
8vo. cloth, lot.M, 



FLORENCE PRESS Bo6kS.- 

For information as to this Important 
Series, printed from a new type designed 
by Herbert P. Horne, see special 
Prospectuses. 



(The). 

ABuneLD and 



By 



FLOWER BOOK 

COKliTAKCE SMKDLEY 

If AXWHLL ARKyxELD. Largo fcap 410, 
cl., ys. 6d. net ; parcfam«nt,giit. 1 aj. W.nst 

FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER); 

-Pwh. Crown 8vo cioth. $t. 6^. 



FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. doth, 3s. td. each ; post 
8vo, illtutrated boards. Zr. each. 

One by One I JL Beal Qneen. 

A Dogaiid hla Shadow. 

Bopes of Sand. W'lh ill ustrations. 
Post 8V0, illustrated boards. 21. each. 

Bomanoee of the JLaw* 

KlngorKaaTre? j Olympla. 

Jaok Z>oyle'a l>aui(!icer. Crown 8vo. 

cloth, '\3t. bd. 



FRANCO - BRITISH EXHIBl- 
TION IlluatraUd Review (The), 
1908. Profusely illufitrated, EdUcd by 
V . G. DtJM AS. Fol io, clotlh Rilt. loy 6rf.net . 

FREDERIC (HAROLD), Noveb 

by. Post 8vo, doth, 3*. 6d. each ; 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
fieth'e Brother** Wife, 
The liiawton Girlt 



FREEMAN (R. AUSTlN).-John 
Ttaenmiylce'f Cases, Ilhistrated by H. 
M, Brock, . and from Photographs. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3J. 6rf. 



FRENCH VERSE: LA LYRE 

a' AMOUR. with Notes by C. B. 
LEWIS, and a Photogravure l<ront|9picce. 
Small crown 8to. cioth. $s. net. \Shorily, 



FRY'5 (HERBERT) Royal 
Oaltfe le the Lonifoa CfaoriUes. 

Edited by JOHN Lane. PubUshod 
Annually. Crown 8vo. doth, \a. 6d. 



QARDENINO B00K5. PostSvo, 

is. each : cloth, is, 6d. each. 

A Year's Work in Garden and 
Or^enhonee. By Gborok glbnny. 

Household Bortlonltttre. By Tom 
and Jane Jkrrold. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Bent. 
By Tom Jerrold. 

Our Kitchen Garden. By Tou 

JERHOLD . Post 8vo. clot h, I*, net, 

• BIr William Temple upon the 
Gardene of Bpioarus ; with other 
Garden Essays. Edited by A. FoRBKS 
SiEVEKtNQ, F.S.A With 6 Illustrations. 
Small 8vo, boards, is, 6d, net; quarter 
vellum, as. 6d. net : three-quarter vcUum, 
S*' net. 



QAULOT (PAUL), Books by. 
The Bed Shirts 2 A Tale of 'The 
Terror.* Translated by JOHN DS VtL- 
LIERS. Crown 8vo. cloth, with Frontis- 
piece by Stanley Wood, jr. 6d, ; picture 

doth, fia t back, aj. 

Crown Hvo, cloth, 65. each. 
liove and I^overs of the Past. 

Translated by C. LarogHE. MA. 

A Conspiracy under the Terror. 

Tranfclalcd by C. iJiRoCHE, M.A^With 
Illustrations .ind Facsimiles. 



GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. 

Collected by the Biethers Grium and 
Translated by Edoar TaYlos. With 
Introduction by lOKN Rusrtn, and 32 
Steel Plates after Georob Cruirsbank, 

Square 8vo. doth gilt. 6s. 



GIBBON (CHARLES;, Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. doih, 3a. 6d. each ; 

poet 9vo, illustrated boards. 31. each. 
Kobin Gray. | The Golden Shaft. 
The Flower of the Fovest. 
The Braes of Yarirow. 
Of Hi^ Decree. 

?taeen of the Meadow, 
or Xiftck of Gold. 
What Will the World Say? 
For the Kln^ | A Hard Knot. 
In Pastures Oreen; 
In Love and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Strtom. 
Fancy Free. | Loving a Vftmm* 
In Honour Bound. 
Heart's Delfeht. I Bloo d«Money. 
The Dead Hears. Pest 8vo, illustrated 
boards, is. ; PopuuiR EDITION, medium 
3vo, 6<f, 
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QERARD(DOROTHEA)^AQaeen 
of Curds and Cream. Cr.8vo,cl.3j.6<<. 



QIBNBY (SOMERVILLE). - 

5entenced ! Crown 8vo. cloth, it. 6d. 

QIBSON (L. 3.), Novel* by, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Thtt Freemasons. | Bnmt Spices. 
Ships of Desire. 



Tlie Freemasons. 

picture cover, r.*. net. 



Cheap Edition, 



GILBERT (WILLIAM).— James 

Duke* Costermooffer* Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, zs. 



GILBERT'S (W. S.) Original 
Plays* In 3 Series. Fine-Paper Edition, 
Pott 8vo, cloth, g,]H top, 2s. net each ; 
leather, gilt e-iges, 3s. net each. 

The First Skriks contains : The Wicked 
World ~ Pygmalion and Galatea — 
Cliarity— The Princess— The Palace of 
Truth—Trial by Jury— lolantbe. 

The Sbcokd Series contains: Broken 
Hearts — Euj^aged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan'l Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore*— The Sorcerer— 
The Pirates of Penzance. 

The Third Series contains: Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty's FSdry — Rosen- 
crantx and Guildenstem— Patience — 
Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddlgore 
—The Yeomen of the Goard— The Gon 
doliers— The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

Bl^t Original Comic Operas 
written by w. S. Gilbert. Two Scries, 
demy 8to, doth, as. 6d, net each. 

The First Series contains : The Sorcerer 
— H.U.S. 'Pinafore— The Pirates of 
Fenunce — lolanlhe — Patience — Prin- 
cess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains : The Gon- 
doliers— The Grand Duke— The Yeomen 
of the Guard— His Excellency— Utopia. 
Limited— Ruddlgore — The Mountebanks 
—Haste to the Weddinf!. 

The Oilberc and Sulilvui Birth- 
day Book: Quotations for Every Dav 
in the Year. Compiled by A. Watson. 
Royal i6mo. cloth. 2s. 6rf. 



GiSSING (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 3^. 6d. each. 
Knitters in the Sun. 
The Wealth of Mallerstantf . 
AnAntfers Portion. | Baliol Garth 
The Dreants of Simon Usher. 



GLANVILLB (ERNE5T), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Iiost Heiipess. With 2 illustra- 
tions by H17MB NiSBET. 

The Fossioker: A Romance of Mash- 
onaland. Two Illusts. by Hume Nisbet. 

A Fair C olonist. With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo. doth, 3c. 6d. each. 

The Oolden Rook. With Frontispiece 
by Stanlkt Wood. 

Tales tram the Veld. With isIUusts. 

Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations 
hy J. S. Cronpton, R.I. 



GLENNY (GEORGE).— A Year*3 
Work in Oardea snd Oreeohoase: 

Practical Advice as to Flower. Fruit, and 
Frame Gardea Post 8vo. 15. : cl.. is. bd. 



GODWIN (WILLIAM). — Uves 
of the NecroManccrs. Post aw, cl.. gf . 



GOLDEN TREASURY of 

Ttaoaglit, Tho: A Dictionary of Quo- 
tations from the Best Authors. By 
Theodore Taylor. Ct. 8vo, d.. 3t. 6d. 



GOODMAN (E. J.)— The Pate of 

Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. d.. 31. dd. 

GORiK)N (5AMUEL). — The 
Perry of Pate : a Talo of Rasslaa 
J ewry ^ Cro wn 8vo, cloth. 6j. 



GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.).— 
Astronomical Curiotltles ; Facts and 
Fallacies, Crown 8vo. cloth. 6f. net. 



GRACE (ALFRED A.).— Tales 
of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vq, cl.. ys. 6A 

GREEKS AND ROMANS. The 

Life of the, described from Antique 
Monuments. Br Brkst Gdhl and w. 
KONER. Edited by Du F. Hdbffkr. 
With 545 Illnsts. Demy 8v<x d.. 7*. 6A 



GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6x. each» 
The Millionaire Baby. 
The Wo man tn the A' poTe^ 
The Ametnyst Asojl. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3*. bd. 



GREENWOOD (JAMBS).— The 
Prisoner in tlM Dock. Crown 8vo^ 

cloth, 3J. 6rf. 



GREY (Sir GEORGE). —The 
Romance of a Proconsul. By Jambs 
MiLN'R. Crown 8vo. buckram, bx. 



GRIFFITH cCEClL).-Connthla 

Marazlon. Crown Svo, cloth. 3*. CJ. 



GRIFFITHS (MaJorA.).- N0.99, 

and Blue Blood. Crown 8vo. dnth. ax. 



GUTTENBERG (VIOLETn 

NoTcIs by. Crown «vo. cloth. 6*. each. 
Neither Jew nor Greek. 
The Power of the Palmist. 



GYP. — CLOCLO. Translated by 
Nora M. St»tham. Cr. 8vn, cl.. xf. 6, 1. 

HABBERTON (JOHN).<-Helen*s 
Babies With Coloured FrontUpiccc 
and Co Illustrations by Eva Roos. Fcap. 
4to. cloth. 6y. 



HAIR, The: Its Treatment In 
Health, Weakness, and IMscase. 

Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNClis. Crown 8vo. ur. : cl<^h. 1*. 6rf. 



HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON), Poems 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, ts. each. 
New Bsrmbols. 
lietfends of the Horrow. 
The Serp ent Play. 
Haiden Ecstasy. SouUl 4(0, doth, Bs« 
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HALL (Mrs. 5. C.)-— Sketches 
of Irbh Character. With lUtntra- 
tk>iu on Steel and Wood by Cruix- 
SHANS. Macusb, Gilbekt. aad Hakvbt. 
Demy 8vo. cloth, 'js. td, 



HALL (OWEN). Novels by. 
The Tvteok of a Storm. Crown Svo, 

picture doth, flat b jcic. zs. 
Jotsam. Crown Svo. cloth . 3^. 6(L 

Crown Svo, cloth, ts. each. 
Burekm. I Hernando, 



HALLIDAY (AN D R E W).- 
Bvary-day Papers. Post Svo, iUos- 
trated boardg. u. 



HAMILTON cCOSMO), Stories 
by. 
The Glamoiir of tbe Impoeslble; 
and Through a Keyhole. Crown 

Svo, clot h. 3J- f>d. 

Crowu 8vo, Cloth, (u. each. 
nature's Yafabond, Sko. 
Plain Brown. 



HANDWRITINQ, The Philo- 
sophy of. With over 100 Facalnillet. 
By Don Felix dk Salamanca. Post 

Svo. half -cloth. 2s . M. ___. 

HAPSBURQS, The Cradle of the. 

Br J. W. GiLBART-SMrra. M>. With 
numerous lUustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 5*. nrt, 



hAROY (IZA DUPFUS), Novels 

by. Crown Svo. cloth, 31. Od, each. 
The lieaser BvlL 
■an. Woman, and Fate. 
K Butterfly . 



HARDY (THOMAS). — Under 
the Qreenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth, 
v. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 21. ; cloth 
limp, 2s. bd. Also the Fink Paprr 
Edition, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top. su. net : 
leather. gUt edges. 3^ . net : and the Chkap 
Edition, mediuni Svo.W. 



HARKINS (E. F.).— The Schem- 

era. Crown Rvo, cloth. 6«. 



HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER), 

Books by. 
Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 

w other Illustrations by f. A.SHBPHERD. 

Pott 4to. cloth, gilt top, (is. 
Nights with Unole Remus. With 

8 Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 

J . A. Shepherd. Imperial i6mo. cloth, 6f. 



HARTE'S (BRET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Tea 

Volumes, crown Svo. cloth, 3 c. 6d. each. 

Vol 1. CouPLBTB Poetical and 

Dramatic Works. With Port 

- II. The Lock of Roaring Camf— 

Bohemian Paphss— Amxricam 

Legends. 

, III. Tales of the Argonauts— 

Eastern Sketches. 
. IV. Gabriel Conroy. 
^ V. Stories — Condensed Novblsl 
„ VI. Tales of thk Pacific Slope. 



HARTB (BRET>-f«>«/iVi««/. 
Vol. VII. TalesofthbPacificSlopb— II. 
With Portrait by John Petok. 
„ VIII. Tales of Pinb and Cypress. 

« IX. BUCKKYB and CHAPPARRL. 

„ X. T alks of Trail and Town. 

Bret Harte*s Choice Works in Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and 40 lUus- 
trations. Crown Svo, cioth. 31. ttd, 

Bret Harte's Poetloal Works, In- 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
Svo, buckram. 44. 6J. 

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 
Svok picture cloth, flat back, ai. 

■ariga. Crown Svo, cioth, 3x. 6d. ; post 

Svo, pictur e Iwards, 2s. ; cloth limp, ai. 6rf. 

Pott Svo, ciotb, 3<. net ea. ; leather, 3j. net ea. 

Mllss, lauek of Roaring Camp, fto. 

Condense d MotoIs. 

Grown Svo, cloth, ts, each. 

On the Old TraU. 

Under the Redwoods. 

From Sandhill to Pine. 

Stories In I«1ght and Shadow. 

Mr. Jack HamUn's Mediation. 

Trent's T rust. 

Crown Svo, cloth, it. 6d, each : poet Svo^ 
illustrated t>oards. ts. eacou 

Oabrlel Conroy. 

A Waif of the Plains. With 60 inn*, 
tratioos by Stanley L. Wooa 

K Ward of the Golden Gate. With 

59 lltust rations by Sfanlby L. Wood. 

Crown Svo. cioth, 31. 6d, each. 

Salomy Jane, with Coloured and 
Tinted Illustrations by Harrison 
Fisher and Arthur I. Keller. 

Susy. With 2 Iliusts. by J. A. Christie. 

The Bell-Rlnger of Angelas, &c. 
With 39 Iliusts. by Dudley hardy, &c. 

Clarence t A story of the American War. 
With 8 lUustrations by A. Julb GOODMAN. 

Barker's Iiuok, &c. With 39 "lustra- 
tions by A. Forestikr, Paul Hardy, ftc. 

DoTirs Ford, ftc. 

The Crusade of the *Bxcelslor.' 
With Frontis. by J. Bernard Partridge. 

Tales of Tndl and Town. With 

Frontispiece by G. P. Jacomb-HoOD. 

tndensed Novels. New Series. 

Three Partners; or, The Big 

Strtke on Heavy Tree HIU. 

With S Illustrations by J. Gulich. Also 

a Popul ar Edition, med ium Svo, 6rf. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 34. bU. each : picture cloth. 

fiat back, as, each. 

M Sappho of Green Springs. 

Colonel 8tarbottle*s Client. 

A ProtAgte of Jack HamUn's. 
With numerous lUustrations. 

Sally Dows, &c. with 47 Illuttratlons 
by W. P. Almond and oth ers. 
Post Svoh illustrated boards, 2S. each. 

Luck of Roaring Camp, and Sen- 
sation Novels Condensed. Also 
in picture cloth at same price. 

An Heiress of Red Dog. 

Califoml an Stories. 
Post Svo. lUas. bds.. 21. each; cloth, 2«.6if.each. 

Flip, i A Phyllis of the Sierras. 
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HAWEISCMrs. H. R.), Books by. 

Xtaa JLrt of Dress. With 32 lUusua- 
tlons. Post 8\'o, Is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Ohanoer for Schools. With Frontis- 
piece. Demy 8vo. cloth, 2s, (xL 

Ctaaaoev fov GMldrsB. With « 
Coloured Plates aad 30 Woodcuts 
Crown 4to. cloth, 31. td, 

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.).— Ameri- 
ca n H amorists; Washington 
iRvuea, Oliver Wendell Holubs, 
jAMis Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Wasd, Mark TwAiK.and Bbet Harts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 6«. „_^^___ 



HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 
Novels by. Crown Svo, ckctb, 3«. td, 
each : poet 8 vo. Illuetrated boarda. it. tacfa. 

Qarth. r VUioe QnenCin. 

Fortime's Fool. | I>iist. Four IllusU. 

Seatrlz Baadolra. With Four lUusts. 

D. Poindexter's JDisappeareaoo. 

— - -- I Came 



The Spe otye of the 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. each. 
Bebasilan Btrome. 
IiOTe-"Or a Name. 
Miss Oado^a. Illustrated boards, ts. 



HBALY (CHRIS), Books by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth« 6f. each. 
OonlisssiOBB of a Joan&allst. 
Helve o f Heaben. | Maw u 
The Badleee Heritage. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, $s. td. 



HELPS (Sir ARTHUR). — Ivan 

de BIron. Crown Svo, cloth 31. 6(/. 
poet 8vo. illuatrated boaras. 2s. 



HENTY (Q. A.), Novels by. 
RiUiib, the Jugtflep. Post Svo, cloth, 
3*. 6d. ; ill ust rated boards, 21. 
Crown Svo. cloth, jj. td, each. 
The Queen's Gup. 
Dorothy's Double. 
Colonel Thorndyke's Seoret. 



HENDERSON (ISAAC).-A^tlia 

Psge. Crown Svo, cloth. 3^. td. 



HERBERTSON (JESSIE L-).— 
Junls. Crown 8\'o. cloth. 6j. 



HERMAN (HENRY).-A Leading 

Lsdy. Post Svo. cloth. 7s. 6d. 



HILL (HEADON).— Zambra tiie 

Detective. Crown Svo, cloth, 34. 6d. 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



HILL (JOHN), Works by. 
Treason-Felony. Post Svo, iQuatnted 

boards, 2s. 
The Common BnoestoF. Crown 

8vo. cloth, 3J. fe</. 



HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6.f. each. 
F an Fltsgerald. I Silk and Steel. 



HOEY (Mrs, CASHED. — The 
Lover's Creed. Crown 8%'o. cloth, 
3*. Od. 



HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).- 
Kins Keko. A Uajsic Story. With as 
lUutlrations. Crown Svo, cloth, x<, net. 



HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 

By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, John 
Watson, Jane Barlow, Uarv Lovsrr 
Cameron, Justin H. McCartht. Paul 
Lange, T. w. Graham. J. H. Saltkr. 
Phoebe Allen, S. J. Beckett, L. Rivers 
Vims, and C. F, Gordon Cummuio. 
Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d. (" 



HOLMES (CHARLES J., M.A.). 

Bookf by. Pemy Svo, cloth. 7s. 6d. 

net each. 
Notes on the Solenoe of Piotoitt- 

making. With Photogravure FrooUa- 

plecc. 
Notes on the Art of Rembraadc 

With Ilustrations. 



HOUVIES (OLIVER WENDELL). 
The Antoocat of the Breakfkst- 
Table. niustrated by J. Gordon 
THOMsoML Fine Paper Edrion, pott 
Svo, cloth, gilt top, at. net.i leather, gjttt 
edfies, 3«. net. 



HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 
Works In Preae sod Verse. With 
Life of the Author, Portrait, and aoo 
Illuatrations. Crown 8vo. doth, 3s. 6d. 



HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice 

Hunoreas Works: Including hit Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bona Mots, Puns, 
Hoaxea. With Life and Froattapiece; 
Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6<i 

HOPKINS (TIOHE), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. each. 
Twlxt Xiove and Duty. 
The Incomplete Adventnreiw 
The Nntfents of Oarrloonna. 
HeU HiJrenden. With S lUuatratlona. 
For Freedom. 



HORNE (R. HENai5T).>-^rlon. 

With Poitrait. Crown Svo, cloth, 7*. 



HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth. 6s. each. 
Bellamy the Matfnllloent. 
Iiord Oa mmarleilgh's S eoret, 

Israel Banki Crown 8vo, cloth, 3;. 6tf. 



HORNUNQ (E. W.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, %s. 6d. each. 
The Shadow of tne Rope. 
Stlntfaree. i A Thief In the Nli:ht. 



HUEFFER (FORD MADOX).— A 
Cell : The Tsle of Two l^sleos. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 6; . i^ 



HUQO (VICTOR).— The Outlaw 

of Iceland. Translated by Sir GILBERT 
CA&irBKLL. Crown 8vok cloth, 3*. ttf. 
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HUME (FERQUS), Novels by. 
The X<ady From Nowhere. Cr. Svo^ 

cloth. 3;. bd.: picture cloth, ilat back, aj. 
The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 

Svo, cloth, zs. 6d. 
The Wheeling XAght* Crown Svot 

cloth, gilt top, fat. 



HUNaERFOkD (Mrs.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo^ doth, 31. 6d. each; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; 

doth Ibnp, 35. 6d. each. 
The Praffeseor'B Bzperlment. 
X«ady iremer's FllMlit. 
Lady Patty. | l?eter*e Wife. 
The ltea«>Hoaae Mystery. 
An Unsattsteetory liover. 
K Maiden JLll Forlorn. 
JL Mental Stnigtfle. 
Marvel* |_ Jk Modem Olroe. 
In Ditraaoe ITile. t Ajprirs Lady. 
The Thre e Oraoes. | Mo ra Graina. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. 6d, each. 
JUi Anxious Moment. 
JL Point of Oonsoienoe. 
The Com ing of Ohloe. [ Lovloe. 

The Bed^Honse Mystery. Popular 
Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 



HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED). Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. doth, 3^. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, Illustrated boards. 2s. each. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Belf-Condemned. 

That ot her Person. 

, Juliet. Crown 8vo. cloth, $s. fid. 



HUTCHINSON (W. M.) —Hints 
•n Colt- Breaking. With 25 lUostra- 
tions. Crpwn 8vo. cloth. 35. 6d. 



HYAMSON (ALBERT).— A His- 
tory of tbe Jews In Boslaod. With 
16 Portraits and Views and a Maps. 
Demy 8vo. cloth. 4^. 6d. net. 



HYATT (A. H.). Topoj^-aphical 

Anthologlef by. Pott 8vo. doth, gilt 
top, as. net each; leather, gilt edges, 
3t. net each. 

The Charm of London. 

The Charm of Bdlnburgh. 

The Charm of Yenloe. 

The Charm of Paris. 



INCHBOLD (A. C.).~The Road 

of No Return. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. 



JAMBS (0. W.). — Scragglcs: 

The Story of a Sparrow. With 6 
Illustrations. Post 8vo, doth, 2s. 6d. 



JAMESON (WILLIAM).— My 
Dead Self. Post 8vo. doth, as. 6J. 

JAPP (Dr. A. H.).— Dramatic 

Ptctursa Crown 8vo. cloth. 5s. 



JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 

The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo, 
doth, 2s.6d. : Larob Typb, Fine Paper 
Edition, pott gvo^dotfa, j^t top, as. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net Also a New 
Edition, with la Illustrations In Coloors 
by M. U. Clarke, crown 8vo, doth, 5s. 
net : parchment, js. 6d. net. . 

The Open Air. Post 8to, doth, as. 6d. : 
Large type. Pine Paper Edition, pott 
8vo. doth, gilt top. as. net : leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net Also a NEW EDmoN, 
wiih 12 Illustrations in Colours by Ruth 
DOLLMAN, crown 8vo, doth, 5s. net; 
parchment, 7s. 6d. net 

Hatnre near London. Crown 8vo. 
buckram, 6s. : post 8vo, d.. as. td. : Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo,ci., 
gilt top, as. net : leather, gilt edges, 3s.net 
Also a New KDirtON, with 12 Illus- 
trations In Colours by RCTH DOLLMAN, 
crown Svo, cloth, 5$. net; parchment, 
7s. 6rf. net^; 

The Pooket Riohard Jelferies: 
Passages chosen by ALFRED H. Hyatt. 
i6mo, ctoth, gilt top, as. net : leather, 
gilt lop, 3s. net 

The Bul^y of Riohard Jelferies. 

By Sir WALTER Besant. Cr. Svo. cU. ts. 



JEROME (JEROME IC)«-Stage- 

tand. With 64 lUnstrations by J. Bbr- 
nard Partridge. Fcap. 4to. is. 



JERROLD (TOM), Books by. 

Post Svo. is. each ; cloth, is. td. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Househol d Horticultu re. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 

Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 

Svo, cloth. IS. net 



JOHNSTON (R.).— The Peril of 

so Empire. Cro wn Svo, doth, 6s. 

JONES (WILLIAM. P.S.A.)- 

— FlBtfer-Rintf Lore; Historical, 
Legendary, Anecdotal. With numerous 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. dd. 



INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of 

Them. Crown Svo. is. : cloth, is. W. 



INMAN (HERBERT) and 
HARTLEY A5PDEN.-The Tear of 
Kalec. Crown Svo. cloth, gilt top, 6s. 



JONSON'5 (BEN) Works. With 

Notes and Biographical Memoir by 
William Oipford. Edited by Colonel 
Cunningham. Three Vols., crown 8vOb 
doth, 3s. 6rf. each. 



INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK. 

ByJ* TRKVOR-DAVlEa Cr. Svo, cl., as. 

iRVINd (WASHiNQTONjT^drd 

Christmas. Squnre i6mo, cloth, with 
Frontispiece. Is. net. 



JAMES (C. T. C.).— A Romance of 
the Queen's Hounds. Cr. Svo, cl. uM, 



JOSEPHUS» The Complete 

Works of. Translated by wiluau 
WhistoN. Containing 'The Antiquities 
of tlje Jews,' and ' The Wars of the Jews,' 
With 52 Illustrations and Maps. Two 
Vols., dem y Sto. ha lf -d oth. 12s. td, 

KBATINQ (JOSEPH).— Maurice, 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s, 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



KeMPLINQ fW.BAILEY-).— The 
Poct« Royal of Bn^land and Scot- 
land: Original Poems by Royal and 
Noble Persons. With Notes and 6 Pboto- 
Kravnre Portraits. Small 8vo, parchment, 
6s. net : vellnm, 7«. 6d, net. Also an 
Edition in Thc King's Classics (No. 39). 



KERSHAW (MARiQ.-Colonial 
Pacta and Fictional Hnnorona 
5katchaa. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
as. ; doth, ». 6d, 



KING (LEONARD W., M.A.).— 
A History of Babylonia and AasyrUi 
from Prohlstorlc Tlmaa to the 
Persian Conquest. With Maps, 
Plans, and Illustrations after the princi- 
pal Monuments of the Period. In 3 vols, 
royai 8vo^ doth. Each volume sepa- 
ratdy, x8{. net ; or per set of 3 volumes, 
if ordered at one time, ^2 10s, net. 
Vol.1.— A Hiatory orsumnr aad 
Akkad: An account of the Early 
Races of Babylonia from Prehistoric 
Times to the ^omidation of the Baby- 
lonian Monarchy. {Ready. 
„ II.— A Hiatory of Babylon from 
the Foundation of the Monarchy, 
about B.C. 3O0O, until the Conquest 
of Babylon by Cyms, B.C. 539. 

IPfiparing 

„ III.— A Hiatory of Aaayria from 

the Earliest Period until the Pall of 

Nineveh before the Medes, B.C.606. 

iPreparing 



KING (R. ASHE), Novell by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
*Tbe Wearlntf of the Ornen.' 
Paaalon's SI>yn> | Boll Barry. 

A Drawn Oamo. Crown 8vo, doth. 
31. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 



KINO'S CLASSICS (Thel 

General Editor, Professor I. GOLLANCZ. 
Iitt.D. Printed on laid paper, i6mo, 
each with Frontispiece, gilt top. Quar- 
ter bound grev boards or red cloth. 
If. 6d, net each ; quarter vellum, doth 
sides* zs, 6d» net each; three-quarter 
vellum, 5«. net each. 

Volumes now in course c/ publication : 

Ztk Wine, Woman, and Soagt 
Medixval Latin Students' Songs. Trans- 
lated Into English, with an Introduction, 
bv John addinotoh Symokds. 

as, 87. Ooovtfo Pettto'B Petlto Pal- 
laoo of Pettlo bis Pleaaore. 
Edited by Prof. I. Gollancz. a vols. 

S8. Walpolo'a Caatlo of Otranto. 
By Sir Walter Scott. With Intro- 
ducHon and Preface bv Mits Spurgron. 

39. The Poota Royil of Bngland 
and Sootland. Original Poems by 
Kings and other Roy;*! and Noble 
Persons, collected and edited by W. 

BAILEY KkUPUKO, 



KINO*S CLilSSICS (They-coMliHued. 
la Sir Tliomaa Mora's Utopia. 

Edited by ROBERT STEELE F.&A. 

il.tCnaacar's Xiagand of Oood 

Woman. In Modern EniJlisK vvith 
Notes and Introduction by Professor 
W. VV. Skeat. 
a. Swift's Battta of ttaa Books. 

Edited, with Notes and Introducuon, by 

A. GUTHKBLCH. 

18. Sir William Tampla upon tbia 
Oardans of Bploams. vlth 
othar 17tli Oantnry Oardan 

Bsaays. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
duction, by A. FORbBS SiBVKinxo.F.SiA 
M. Tha Pour lAst Things, by Sir 
Thomas More; together with K 
Spiritual Consolation and 
otnar Traatisaa by 16bm Fisber, 
Bishop of Rochester. Edited by Daniel 
O'Connor. 

15, Tha Song of Roland* TransUted 
from the old French by Mrs.CROSLANDu 
With Introduction by Prof. Brandik« 

16. Danta's Ylta Nuova. The 
Italian text, urith Dante G. Rossetti's 
translation on opposite page. With Intro- 
duction and Notes by Prof. H. Oblsner. 

<7«tChaaoar*s Prol<^a and 

Minor Poams. In modtm English, 
with Notes and Introduction by Prof. 
W. W. SKEAT. 

I8.t01iaucar's Parllamant of 
Birds and Housa of Pama. In 

modern Englisk, with Notes and Iatro> 
duction by Prof. W. W. SKEAT. 

<9. Mrs. Oaskall's Oranford. With 
IntroducUon by R. Brxmlbt fORNSOlt. 

SatPaarl. An English Poem of the 
Fourteenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modem Rendering and an Intzodnction, 
bv Professor I. GoLiJi:«cz. 

61, 52. King's Lattars. Volumes III. 
and IV. Newly edited from the originals 
by Robert Steele. F.aA. iPrefaring, 

68. Tha Bn^lsh Gorrospondanoa 
of Saint BonllkoOi Translated and 
edited, wi th an I ntroductory Sketch of the 
Life of St. Boniface, by EDWARD Kylib, 
M.A. iPreparing 

58. Ttaa Oavallar to bis Xiady : 

Seventeenth Century Love Songs^ 
Edited bv F. Sidgwick. 

57. Assar's Llfa of King Jllfipad. 
Edited bv L. C. Jane, MJL 

58. Translations from ttaa loa- 
landlo. By Rev. W. C. Green, M JL 

58. Ttaa Rola of St. Banat. Trans- 
la: ed by Right Rev. ABBOT GasqUKT. 

80. Danial'a * Dalla * and Dray ton*a 
* Idaa. * Edited by Arundkll Esdaile, 

81. Ttaa Book of ttaa Duka of 
Trua liOTOrs. A Romance of the 
Court, by CHRISTUtB DE PlSAN, 
translated, with Notes and Introduction, 
bv Ar ICE Kemp-Welch. 

88. Of ttaa Tumblar of Onv &ady, 
and ottaar M Iraolas. Translated, 
from the Uiddle French MSS., with 
Notes and Introduction* by AucB 
Keuf-Wblch. 



'J 
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KING'S CLASSICS (The)-contiHitid, 
•8. Tlia Otaatalalna of Vertfl. A 

Romance of the Court, iranalated from 
the Middle French, by Aucx KsMP- 
Welch, wth Introduction by L, 
Brandin. Ph.D.. and with the original 
Text Edition Raynaud. 

Earlier Voluma in thi Stries art-^ 
*• Tl'.* ^^« °' 'OwiU (The Phllobiblonl. 

3. Adix Dramaa of Calderon (FiuOenld's 

TnnaiatloDL (Double rol.t 
a. Chronicle of Jocelin of Bnikelond. 

4. Tbe Life of Sir Thomas MorOi 

5. Bikon Basilike. 
«L Kin^i; Letters : Alfred to the comlDf of 

the Tttdori. 

7. Kin«s' Letters : From tbe Tadors to the 

Love Letters of Henry VIIL 

8. tChaucer'B Knight* T»le (Prof. Skbat). 

a ♦ChsuwrnMan of LaWsTale (Prof.SKRAT). 

10. tObAucer's Prioress's Tsle (Pr«if. Skbat). 

11. Tbe Romance of Fulke Pitzwuriue. 
11 Tlie Story of Cupid nnd Psyche. 

If fvelyn's Life of Margaret Godolphia 

14. flurly Lives of Dante. 

15. The FalstNir Letters. 

15. PoloBius. By Sdwajio rXTZOKSALn. 

17. MedisBVRl Lore. 

\%. Tbe Vision of Piers the Ploveaisn (Prof. 

Bkbat). 
W. Tbe Gulf* Hombo«>k. 
aa 'The Nun's Hule, or Ancren Riwle. (Double 

▼oL). 
SL The Memoirs of Robert Csry. Earl of Mon 

month. 
St. Bsriy Lives of Charlemagne. 
tS. Cicero's * Friendship,' * Old Age,' and 

* Bel pio's Dream.' 
U •Wordsworth's Prelude. (Double voL) 
35. The Defence of Onenevf>rc. 
30, 97. Browning's Men and Women. 
88. Poe'« Poems. 
39. Shakespenre's Sonnets. 
aa George Eliot's Silns Mamer. 
3L Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefleld. 
as. Charles Reade's Peg Wtffington. 
SS. Tbe Household of Sir Tbuuias Morei 
34. Bapplio : One Hundred Lyrics. By Bliss 

Oakmax. 
• Numbers 3, 9% and 34 are Double Volumes 
and Double Price. 

t The ChHucer VoIBm and also No. 60l may be had 
in stiff paper covers at la net each. 



KING'S LIBRARY QUART05 

(The). 

The Aloliemiat. By Ben Johson. 
Edited by H. C. Hart. 5*. net ; Japan- 
ese vellum. £\ xs. net. 

The GuU'a Hovnbook. By Thomas 
Dekksr. Edited by K. B. McKrrrow. 
•vf. net ; Japanese vellum, lOf. 6d. net. 

The Bexar's Opera. By John Oat. 
Edited by Hamilton MacLbod. 



net : Japanese vellum, lor. 6d. net. 



5*. 



KISCH (MARTIN S.).— Letters 

andSketchetf froniNortliernNlfferta. 

With numerous Ulustratious. Oemy 
8vo, cloth. 6s. net. 



KNIGHT (WILLIAM and 

EDWARD). -The Patlenre Vade 
Mecnm: How to Qet Moct Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crou'n 8vo, 
cloth, is. 6d. 



KING'S LIBRARY FOLIOS 

(The). 

The MIrroap of Yertue In World- 
ly Oreatnea, or The lAtm of Sir 
Thomaa More, Kni^t. By his 

son-in-law. William Ropbk. 10s. 6d. 
net. (Seven copies of this volume alone 
remain, and are not to be sold apart Ironi 
sets.) 

Bikon Baallike, the Portvaloture 
of Hla Saored Majeatle In hia 
Solltndea and BafTerintfa. 
Edited by Edward Aluack, F.S:a 
£1 IS. net 

8hakeapeare*a Ovid, belntf 
Arthur Goldtntf^a Tranalation 
of Che Metamorphoaea. Edited 
by W. H. D. ROUSE, LittD. £1 Us, 6d. 
net. 

The Percy Folio of Old BnfUah 
Ballada and Bomanoea. Edited 
by the General Editor. In four 
volumes at ^^^ 
and II. issui 
Preparation. 



LAMB'S (CHARLES) Complete 

Works in Prose and Verse, Including 
* Poetry for Children ' and ' Prince Dortis? 
Edited by R. H. SHEPHERD. With a 
Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on 
Roa^t Pig.* Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6</. 
The Baaaya of Blia. (Both Series.) 
Fink Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, aj. net ; leather, gilt edges. 3^. net. 



LAMBERT (GEORGE). — The 

Preaident of BoravJa. Cr. 8vo, cl. 31. 6d, 



LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
—The ThouMnd and One NIffhts, 

commonly called in England TThe 
Arabian Mlghta' Bntertaln- 
menta. Illustrated by W. Harvcy. 
With Preface by Stanley Lan»>Poole. 
3 Vols., demy Bvo, cloth, aaj. 6d. 



LASAR (CHARLES A.).— Prac- 
tical Hints for Art Students: 

Drawing, Comnositjpn, Colour. With 
Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth 3i.6J.net. 



LAURISTOUN (PETER).— The 

Pa inted Mountain. Cr. 8vo. cloth. <y. 



LEES (DOROTHY N.).— Tuscan 
Feasts and Tuscan Friends. With 

12 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cl., 5*. net. 



LEHMANN (R. C). - Hany 

Fludyer at Cambridge, and Convar- 
satlonai Hints for Young Shooters. 

Crown 8vo. is. : cloth, u. 6j. 



LEIGH (HENRY S.).-CaroU of 

Coclcayne. Crown 8vo. buckram. $s. 



LEITH (MRS. DISNEY),— The 

ChUdren of the ChapeL Including 
a Morahty Play, The Pllgrimaf e of 
Pleasure, by A. C. Swinburne. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. net. 



£a 4j. the set. (Volumes I. LELAND (C. G.).— A Manual Of 

ued; III. a( Press; IV. in Mendluflr and Repairing. WlthDia< 

'■) I grams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5*. 



i8 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



LEPBLLBTIER (EDMOND).— 
A^iUlamo 5«nf -Qdne. TmnalAted by 
John dk Villirrs. Po«t Svo. cloth, 
3«. td, : illufltratod boards. 2c. ; POPULAR 
KDiTiosr, medium 8vo. td. 



LEYS (JOHN K.), Novels by. 
Vbe Lindsays. Pott 8to. iUust. bda.,3j. 
A 8or« Tsmptatloii. Cr. 8vo, ci.. 61. 



LILBURN (ADAM).— A tragedy 

In Marble. Crown 8to, cloth. 31. 6d. 



LIND5AY (HARRY), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6rf. each. 
Rhoda R oberts. I The Jacobite. 

Crown 8v>\ cloth, ftj. each. 

Judah Pyecroft, Parltaa. 
The Story of Iieah. 



LINTON ( B. LYNN), W orks by. 

Crown 8to^ doth, is. td. each ; post Svo^ illus- 
trated boards, a«. each. 

Patrlela Kemball. J lone. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas* 

The World Well Xiost* la lUusts. 

The One Too Many. 

Under whloh liord 7 With 12 Ilinsts. 

* My l«ove.* I Bowing the Wind. 

PastonCarew. I Duloie Bverton. 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel o f th e Family. 

An Octave of Friends. Crcwn 8vo, 
cJoib. 3*. Orf. 

Sowing the Wind. Cheap Edftion, 
post 8v'o, cloth. IS. net, 

Patricia Kemball. Popular Edi- 
tion, medium 8vo. td. 



LITTLE (MAUDE), Novels by. 

Crown 890, cloth, tg. each. 
At the Sign of the Burning Bash 
A Woman on the Threshold. 

jShortly. 



LORIMER (NORMA).->The 
Papan Woman. Cr. Svo, clotb, 31. td. 



LUCAS (ALICE). — Talmudic 
Legends. Hymns, and Paraphrases. 
Post Svo, half-parchment, at, net. 



LUCAS (E. Y.), Books by. 
Anne's Terrible Good Nature, and 

other Stories for Children. With la 
Illustrations by A, H. Buckland. and 
C<}loured End -P.ipers and Cover by 
F. D. Bkokord. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 

A Book of Yerses for Children. 
With Coloured Title-page. Crown Svo. 
cloth, 6.r. 

Three Hundred Games and Pas- 
times. Hy E. V. Lucas .intl Elusabsth 
Lucas. Pott 4to. cloth, ts. net. 

The Flamp, and ether Stories. 
Royal i6mo, cloth, is. nor. 



LUCY (HENRY W.).-<.QIdeon 

Fleyce. Crown Svo, clotli, 35. td ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, 



MACAULAY (LORD).— The His- 
tory of Bagiaad. Lascb TYra. Ff kb 
pAPSti Edition, in 5 volt* pott Rvo, 
cloth, gilt top, ai. net per voL ; leather, 
gilt edges, 31. net per vol. 



McCarthy (JUSTIN), books by. 
The Reign of Queen Anne. Two 

Volt., demy Svo, cloth, xff. 
A Histonr of the Poo* CNMrtf ea 
and of Vmiam the Fonvth. 

Four Vols., demy 8vQi doth. tat. each. 
A History- of Our Own Timea 

from the Accession of Qnecn VIctona to 
the General Election of 1880. Library 
Edition. Poor Vols., demy 8vo. doth. 
121. each.— Also the POPOLAK Edition, 
In Four Vols., crown Svo, cloth, ts. each. 
—And the TUBILKI EDITION, with an 
Appendix of Events to the eod of x886^ 
In 2 Vols., demy Svo, cloth. 71. td, each. 

A History or Omx Own Vimes. 
VoL V.,froro 1880 to the Diamond J utnlec 
Demy Svo, cloth, lax.; crown 8vo, cloth ts. 

A History of On» Osnt Times, 
Vols. VI. and VII^ from 1897 to Aoceasioa 
of Edward VII. a Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 
24J.: crown Svo, cloth, ts. each. 

A Short Histery of Our Oivb 
Times, from the Accession of Qoeen 
Victoria to the Accession of King 
Edward VII. NkW EDITION, tevlsed 
and enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt 
top, ts. : also the Popular EornoN. 
D<>st 8vo, cl., ax. td, net : and the Crsap 
EDinoN' (tothcyeari88o) , wed. Svo, «rf. 

Largr Tvpb, Fink Papes Editions. 
Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per voL: 
leather, gilt edges, s«. net pec vol. 
The Reign of Queeh Anne, in i Vol 
A Hlatoryof the Four Georges 

and of William lY., in 2 vols. 
A History of Our Own Times from 
Accessio n of Q. Victoria to 1897, In 5 Vols. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 39. td, each ; post Svo. pict. 
boards. 2s. ea^ ; cloth llmpf ay. M. each. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Bnemsr's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon, f Ximley Boehford. 
DearlAdy Disdain. | The Dictator. 
Wiss Misanthrope. With is lUosts. 
Donna Quixote. WithisIUostntions. 
The Oomot of a Beason. 
Maid of Athens. With 12 lUustratloosL 
Gamiola. 
Red Dia monds. | TheB iddle Ring. 

Crown Svo, cloth, is, td. each. 
The Thr ee Disgraoes. ( Mononia. 
*The Bight Honourable.* ByJosxiN 

McCaRTHT and MR8w CAMPBELL PRAKD. 

Crown Svo, clo th, ts. 

Julian Revelatoae. Cr. 8vu. cloth, ts. 



McCarthy (J. H.), works by. 

The Frencdi Revolution^ (Consti- 
tuent Assembly. 1789-91.) Four Vols., 
demy Svo, cloth, isj. each. 

An Outline of the History of 

Ireland. Crown 8vu, is. ; doth, ts. td, 
Irelf^id Since the Union— 1788- 

Cro\ra Sx-o, cloth, 6*. 
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McCarthy ij.H.y-coHtinu^d. 

i^ila iB itondoa. 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Our S«BMiAloii MoT«l« Crown 8vo, 

X*. ; cloth, js.6d. 
IHmhb: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, u. 
]»Olly : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, 1*. 
UXy Lass. Crown 8vo. xi. : cloth, is. od. 
Al^OBdonliStfeBd. Cr.8vo,cloth.3*.6rf. 



MACLISE Portraltamllery (The) 

of lllustrioat LitersryChsrscterai 
6a PortrsiU by Daniel Macusb; 
with Memoirabv Wiluam BATUa^ B.A. 
Crown 8vo. cloth. tM- 6rf. i 



MACCOLL (HUaH).--Mr. 
Stranger's Scaled Packat. Cr. 8vo, 
clpth, 3i. 6d, ', post 8vo, Uius. boards, 2s, 

MACDONALD (Dr. QEORQE), 
Books by. 
Vorkaof naoy anA Imatfiiiatioii 

Ten Vols., i6mo, doth, gut, in case^ 21s.: 
or separately, Grolier cloth, at. 6d. each. 
Alio in x6mo, cloth. gMt top, as. net per 
VqL; leather, gUt top, 3^. net per Vol. 
Vol. I. Within and Without —Thb 
Hidden Life, 
II. The Disciple — The Gospel 
Women— BOOK of Sonnei*— 
Organ Songs. 

- III. ViouN Songs-songs of the 

DA'ks AND Nights -A Book 
OF Dreams— Roadside Poems 
i— Poems for Children. 
IV. Parables — Ballads — Scotch 

„ V. & VI. phantasies, tSONGS. 

- Vil. the Portent. ^ 

. VIII. THE Light Princess — The 
Giants Heart— Shadows. 
' IX. Cross Purtoses— Golden Key 
Carasoyn— LittleDayught. 
X. The Cruel Painter— The Wow 
o'RivvEN— The Castle— The 
Broken swords— The Gray 
Wolf— Uncle C orneuuh. 

Poatioal Worka of Oeor^a Mao- 
Donald. 2 Vols., cr. 8vo, buckr.im, i w. 

Haatber and Bnov. Cru wn 8vo. cloth. 
V. 6J. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Llllth. Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. 

The Pookat Qeortfa MaoDonaldt 

Passages Chosen by A, H. Hyatt. i6mo. 
cloth gilt .a*, net ; leather gilt, 3?. net. 



MAQIC LANTERN, The. and its 

Manageroent By T. C. HbP^TORTH. 

Wi Ih 10 lUusts. Cr. 8vo. 11. ; cloth. n.6rf. 



MAGNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 
the Original, 3 ft. by a ft., with Arms and 
S<hU emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 5.1. 



MALLOCK (W. H.). Works by. 

Tlia Haw RApabllo. Post 8vo. doth. 
3j. 6d. : iUustratad boards. t«. ; Large 
Type, Fixe Paper JIdition, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gut top. 2s. net : leather, gilt ed£es, 
3i. net. 

Poams. Small 4to. parchment. 8«. 

Is Lifa Wortb Ifivlng? Crown 8vo. 
buckram, 65. 



MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 

Mort d* Arthur, Selections from, edited 
by B. M. Ranking. Post 8vo. cloth, a.t. 



MARQUERITTE (PAUL and 

VICTOR). Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each. 
Tha Disastar. Translated bv F. Lees. 
Yanlty. Translated by K. S. WEST. With 

Portrait Frontigpiecc. 
Tba CSommuna. Translated by F. "Lefs 

and R. B. Dot^GT.A«». Cr. 8vo. cloth. 6x. 



MACDONELL (AONES).- 

Quakcr Cousins. Post 8vo. boards. 2s. 

MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, ss. Od. each. 
A BIov ovor tlia Heart. 
Tha Privata Dataotlve. 
Hav Hon onr. 

Tha Mystary of Llnooln's Inn. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. ; CHEAP 
Edition, picture cover, i*. net. 
Bontanoad to Daath. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 6j. 



MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.).-Inter 

ludes sad Undertones. Cr.8vo,cloth.65. 



MARKINO (Yoshio), Books by. 
A Japanasa Artist In XioBdon. 

With 8 Illustraliona in Three Col<»uni 
and 4 in Monochrome. Crown 8vo. 
cloth. 6s. net. ^ 

Oxford fPom 'Within* By Hlgh di 
SftLiNCOURT. With a Note and 12 Illus- 
trations in 'I'hree Colours and 8 in Sepis 
by Y08H10 MARKINO. Demy 8vo, cloth, 

7*. 6d. netj 

Large fcap. 4to. cloth. 20s. net each : LarOI 

Paper Copies, parchment, 42s. net each. 

Tha Colour of London. By W. J. 
LOPTIK. F S.A. With Intfwiuctlon by 
M. H. Spielmakn, Preface and lllns- 
trations in Three Colours and Scpla by 

YOSHIO MARKINO. ^,_ , 

Tha Colour of Paris. Bv MM. Lbs 

AcADtMiciENS GoNCOURT. With Intro- 
ductlon by L. BfexfeDiTB, Preface and 
Illustrations In Three Colours and Sepia 
by YosHio Marking. 
Tha Colour of Roma. By Clave M. 
Potter. With Introduction by Doug- 
las SLADBN, Preface and Illustrations 
in Three Colour* and Sepia by YOSHio 
Marking. 



MACKAY (WILLIAM).- A 
Mender of Nets. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

MACKENZIE (W. A.)-7-The 
Orejfcl Presm, Crowp 8vo, cloth, ts. 



MARLOWE'S Works, includinf? 

his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col. CiTKyiKGHAM. Cr. 8vo. cloth. $s. 6d. 

MAR5H (RICHARD).--A 

Spoiler of Men. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6rf, j 
poi>ULAH Kpjtion, medlvm 8to, dd. 
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MASTER OF GAME (THE): 
The Oldett Ea^lUh Book on 
HuntiOff. By Edwakd. Second Duke 
of York. Edited by W. A. and F. 
Bailub-Grohman. With Introduction 
by Thbodorb Roosbvkit. Photogravure 
Frontispiece, and 23 Fall-page Illustns. 
after lUuminallona. Large.cr. 8vo. 
cl , 71. 6d, net ; parchment, los, 6d. net. 



MASSINQER'S Plays. From the 
Text ci WiLUAM GIPFORD. Edited by 
Col. CuwwiNGHAM. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. 



MASTERMAN (J.).— Half - a - 

dotcn DaughtOf . Port 8vo. bda., ai. 



MATTHEWS (BRANDER).— A 

Secret of tho Sml Post 8to, iUo»- 

tra ted b oards, i s. i clot h. 2s.6d . 

MAX O'RELL, Books by. 

Crown 8yo, doth, 3^. 6d. each. 
Hmr Royal Hlghnesa Wobuubu 
Bot«e«n Onraelvoa. 
Ramblaa in Womaaland. 



MEADE (L. T.K Novels by. 
M. Soldlar of Fortniio. Crown 8to, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8to. lUu st. boards, a*. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3ji. 6d. each. 
The Yoloa of thm Charmep. 
In an Iron Grip. | Tho Blron* 
Dr. Ramsey's Patient* 
On the Brink of a Ohasm. 
The Way of a Woman. 
A Bon of IshmaeL 
An Adventuress. | Rosebuvy* 
The Blue Diamond. 
A Stamble by the Way* 
This Troublesome World. 



MEDICI (Uvesof the EARLY) as 
told In their Liters. By Janbt Ross. 
With Illustrations and Facsimiles. Demy 
8vo, cloth. 10s. 6d. net. 



MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 

New). Small crown 8vo. pure rag 
paper, boards. 5^. net per vol. ; pigskin 
with clasps, •js- 6<f . net iier vol. 

1. The Book of the Duke of True 
XiOVers. Translated from the Middle 
French of Christink db Pisan. with 
Notss }ff AUCB Kkhp-Wblch. Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photogravures. 

8. Of the Tambler of onr Lady, 
and other Miracles. Translated 
from the Middle French of Gautibr de 
COZNCI, &c. with Notes and Introduction 
by AUCB Kbmp- Welch. Woodcut Title 
and 7 Phsto{*ravHres. 

9* The Chatelaine of Vertfi. Trans- 
lated from the Middle French by AuCB 
Kkmp-Wblch, with the original Text, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. Brakdim. 
Woodcut Title and 5 Photogravures. 

4. The Babees' Book. Edited from 
Dr. FURNlVALL's Texts, with Notes, by 
Edith Kickert. Woodcut Title and 6 
Photogravures. 

5 The Book of the Divine Con- 
solation of Saint Angela da 
Foli^O. Translated by MART G. 
iJTEF-OMANX, Woodcut Tltlc and lUusts. 



MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The)~<;<»«/fiiaM«i. 

6. The Legend of the Holy Fliaa, 
Virgin of Banto Oemlniano. 

Translated bv M. Mavspielo. Woodcut 
Title and 6 Photogravures. 

7. Early Bn^lsh Romanoes of 
IiOVe. Edited in Modern Eni^ikh by 
KuiTH Rickbrt. 5 Photogravures. 

8. Early En^ish Komanoos of 
Friendship. Edited, with Notes, by 
Edith Rickert. 6 Photogravures. 

0.The Cell of Belf-Knowledtfe. 
Seven Early Mystical Treatises printea m 
1851. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes, by Edmund Gardner, MJL 
Collotype Frontispiece in two colours. 

10. Ancient BnKlish Christmas 
Carols. 1400-1700. Collected and 
arranged by Edith Rickbrt. With 8 
Photogravures. Special price of this 
volume, boards, fs. 6d. net; pigriciu 
with cla«ps. lOf . 6d. net. 

11. Trobador Poets t Selections from 
the Poems of Eicht Trobadors. Trans- 
lated from the Provencal, with Intro- 
duction and Notes, by Barbara 
SUYTHB. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and Decorative Initials. iPrgparing. 



MELBA: A Blofi:raphy. By 

Agnes M. Murprt. With Chapters by 
Madaur Mblba on The Art op Sing* 
INO and on The Sblbction of Music as 
A Profession. Portraits. Views, and Fac- 
similes. Demy 8vo, cloth, \6s. net. 



MERRICK (HOPE). — When a 

O Irl* • Engaged. C;r. Svg cloth, is. 6rf. 



MERRICK (LEONARD), by. 
The Man who was Good. Crown 
8vo, c»., 3 J. dd. ; post 8vo, 1 1 lust, bds., a*. 
Crown dvo. cloth, 3^. td. each. 
Cynthia.! This Stage of.Fool8. 

METHVEN (PAUL). Novels by~ 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6x. each. 
Inflnenoes. i Billy. IShcrtly. 



MEYNELL (ALICE).— The 

Rower of the Mind ; s Choloe 
sniong the Best Poems. In 16010, 
cloth, gilt, is. net ; leather, y. net. 



MINTO (WM.).— Was She Good 

or Bad ? Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. 



MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. $s. 6d. each. 
The Iione Star Rnsh. With 8 lUusts. 
Only a Nitfer. 
The BelfortsofCnlben* 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat backs, ax. each. 
Plotters of Paris. 
The Temple of Death. 
Towards the Eternal Bnows. 



MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. td. each. 
Renshaw Fanning*s Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Blaohland, 
Haviland's Chum. 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



21 



MITPORD (BBRTRAm-couiinu^d. 
Crown 8vo, doth, ss. td. each ; picture cloth 
flat back, aj. each. 
The Look of Ctorard Bldtfel«y. 
The Ki ng** Asmegal. Wuh 6 liiusts. 
Tlia Oan-Runner* Cr. 8to, cL. zs, 6d.; 

Cheap Edition, medium 8vo., 6(/. 
HarleyOraenoak's Chartfe. Crown 

Svo, cloth, ts. 



MOLESWORTH (Mrs.).- 

Hfltbercourt Rectory* Crown 8vo. 
cioth. 3j. 6d. : post 8vo. illust. boards. 2#. 



MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-).— 
Tk0 Abdication: A Drama. With? 
Etchinf^s. Imperial 4to, buckram, an, 



MORROW (W. C.).— Bohemian 

Parit of To- Day. With ic6 lUusts.by 
Edooard CdCUKl^ Small dcmv 8vo.cl..6*. 



MUDDOCK rj. E.), Stories by. 

Crown 8to, cloth. 3j. 6d. each. 
BasUa the Jeat«p. 
Yonntf LoohiBTar. 
The Oold en Ido L 

Poet 8vo, illustrated boards, ai. each. 
ThA Dead Man** Secret. 
From the B oaom of th e Deep. 
Storlea Weird and Wonderftil. 

Post 8to, iUust. boards, u. : cSotb, 2s. 6d. 
Kald Marian and Robin Hood. 

With 12 Itlus. by Stanley L, Wood. Cr. 
8vo. cicth. 3ji. 6rf. ; picture cl. flat back. 2s. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, sx. 6d. 

each ; post 8vo, illustrated boarda, 2s. each. 
A Life's Atonement. 
Joeeph*s Cioat. With la Illustrationa. 
CkMtlB of Fire. With 3 Illustrations. 
Val Strange. I A Waited Grime. 
A Capful o' NallB. I Hearts. 
The Way of the World. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father. 
Old Blasers Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Matnre* 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's Little Olrl. 
Time's Revenges. 
Oynlo Fo rtune, t In D irest Peril. 

Crown 8v(>. cloth, 3^. bd, each. 
This lattle World. 
A Race for MlUlons. 
The Church of Humanity. 
Tales In Prose and Verse. 
Despair's Last Journey. 
Y.C.: A Chronicl e of Ca stle Barfield. 

Verona's Father. Cniwn 8vo, cloth. 6^. 
His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

35. 6d. ; picture cioth. flat back, zr. 
Joseph's Coat. Potolar Edition, 

mrdium 8vo. 6d, 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 
HBNRY HERMAN. Novelt by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth,' 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
One Traveller Returns* 
The Bishops' Bible. 
PaulJonea's Alias. \Vith Illnstratloas 

by A. KoRESTiKR and G. Nicolbt. 



MURRAY (HENRY), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, doth. 2s. 6d, each. 
A Game of BlnfTi 
A Song of Sizpenoe. 



NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 
fromtbeBnemy. Fcp.Svo, plc.cov..ij. 



NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

*Bail Upr Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. &/. ; 

post 8vo. Illustrated boards, 2s. ; 

Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6rf. 
Dr. Bernard St. Vinoent. Poet 8vo, 

illustrated boards, a*. 



NORDAU (MAX).— Morganatic. 

Trans, by Elizabeth Lbb. Cr. 8vo, d. 6^ . 



NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. $s. td. each ; pott 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Saint Ann's . \ B illy Bellew. 
Miss Wentworch's Idea. Crown Bvo, 

doth, zs. 6d. 



OHNET (QEORQES), Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards. 21. each. 
Dr. Ram ean. | A L ast Love. 
A Weird Glf C. crown »vo, doth, 34. bd. 
post 8vo, illustrated boards , a*. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. (jd. each. 
The Path of Glory. 
Love's Depths. 
The Money-maker. 
The Woman of Mystery. 
The Conqueress. 



OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth. 3i. 6d. each ; poet 8vo. illustrated 
boards, 21. each. 



Trlootrln. 

Rnfllno. 

Othmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Pascarel. 

Chandos. 

Moths. 

Pnok. 

Idalia. 

BimbL 

Signa. 

Frlendihlp, 

Omideroy. 



Dog of Flanders. 
Cecil Castlemaine*s 

Gage. 
Princess Napraxlne. 
Held In Bondage. 
Under Two Flags. 
Folle- Ferine. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
A Village Commune. 
In a Winter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmore. 
Piplstrello. 
Two Offenders* 
Syrim. 



Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. 6d. each. 
A Rainy June. I The Massarenes. 

The Wa ters of Bd era. 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back. 2s. eicb. 
Syrlin. ' '^^^ Waters of Bdera. 

Popular toi.iu.>... li.cumiu 8vo. 6<f. each. 
Under Two Fla^s. Moths. 
Held in Bondage. Puck. 

Strathmore. Trlcotrln. 

The Massarenes. Chandos. 

Friendship. Ariadne. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 
Idalia. I Othmar. i Pascarel. 
A Village Commune* 
Folle-Farlue* 
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O U I DA—couHnutd. 
Two Little Vooden Slioen. LAROt 

Typb EDiTipN. Fcap. 8vo. cldth. Js. net. 

A Dotf of FlandttPS, Vhe NUm- 

bej^ BtOVOi «a. With 8 1 lustralions 

in Colour by Makia L. Kirk. Deip> 

8vo, cloth. SI. »et. 
Wisdom, Witt and Pajthos, selectee 

trom the Works of OUIda by ¥. Bydnky 

MoKRXa. Pott.Bro, cloth, ijilt top, u. net ; 

leather, gilt edges, 3^. net. 



OLIPHANT (Mrs.). Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The PFlmrose Path. _ 
Tho Oreate st Helreea In Kntfland 
Whlteladles. Crown 8vo, cloth, with i3 

lUustratlons, 31. 6d. ; post 8vo, bds., 2s. 
The Sopoereas. Crown 8vo.cloth.3j M. 



0530URNE (LLOYO). Stories 

by. Crown Svo. cloth, st. 6<<r each. 
The Motopmanlaoa 
Three Speeds Forward. With 

IMiutraiions. 



0SHAUQI1NE5SY (AKTMuK). 

MnBlo ft Moonlight. Fcp. svo ci.. rt.6*i 



PAQE (THOMAS NELSON).- 
5snt« ClBOs's Psrtner. With 8 
Coloured IllustratioQS by OlX3A Mqrgakv 
and Cover Design hy F. D. BlDI^ORD. 
Cfwn 8v, doth. 3J. 6d. net. 



PAIN (BARRY).— Eliaui's Hus 

band. Fcap.. Svo. u. ; cloth. i#. 6d 

PANDURANU HARI; pr 

Memoirs of m Hindoo. . With deface 
hy Sir Bartlb Frers. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards. 2fw 



PAYN iJAME5)-c(miiniud. 

Post 8vo, illustcated boards. ?*. each. 
Walter's Vord. | PaUon Fortunes* 
A Perfeat Treasure. 
Mho Father, ULke Son. 
A Woman's Ventfeanoe. _ 
Caplyon*s Teaa^. | GeeU*s Tryvt. 
Murphy's ISaster. 
Borne Private Views. • ^ • ■ ^ 
Found Dead. I Mirk Abhey. 

A Marine Residence. 
The Canon's Wsird* 
Not Wooed, Butwon. 
Two SLuBdrod Pounds Reward. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Halves. | What He Cost Her* 
Kit ! A Memorr. J tinder One Root 
Glow* Worm Tales. 
A Prince of the Bloo d. 
A Modem t»lck ^Vhlttlntften. 
Crown 8vo, doth, with Portrait ol Author, 
3s.e>d.i picture cloth, flat bactt, au. 
The Burnt MlUlen. Cbrap Enriox. 

post 8vo, cloth. 14. net. 
Motes trom the * Mews.* Crown Bto^ 

dotli. i«. 6d. 

FopOLAR EDITIONS, mediom BVOt6cL 
I«ost Sir Ma«sln<berd. 
Walter's Word, j By Proxy. 



PAYNE (WILL). - Jerry the 

Dreswof . Crown 8^0, doth, 3$. 6d. 



PEARS (CHARLES).— From the 

Tiuimes to tbo Seise* With 40 lUuets. 
in Colours and Monochrome; Lar{;e 
fcap. 4to, doth. Hi. 6d, net. 



PARIS SALON, The Illustrated 

CatsloBfne of the. With about 300 iUus- 
t rations. Published annually. Dy.Rvo. %s. 

PAUL (MARGARET A.),— Gentle 

and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s.6d,i\ 
post Svo , illust rate d boards, ai. 



PENNELL - ELMHIRST (Cap- 
tsln B«).— The Beet of the Foe. 

With 8 Coloured lUostfations and 48 
others. McdiDm Svo. cloth. 6j. net. 



PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 31. tk. each ; post 8vOi 
Illustrated boards. ?x. each. 
Lost Sir Massln^berd. 
The Clyffards ox dyfTe. 
A County Family. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 1 For Gash Only^ 

Hltfh eplrlts. I Sunny Stories. 
A Confidential Arfent. 
A Qrape from a Thorn. la Iiiustt. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Holiday Tasks. ] « Her Mercy. 
The TflJk of the Town, xa lUusta. 
The Mystery of Mlrbrldge. 
The Word and the WUl, 
The Burnt Million. 
A Trylntf Patient. 
G wendollne's_ Haryest. 

Post Svo, illuHtrated bonrds, as. e.ich. 
Humorous Stories. | From Bxile. 
The Foster Brothers. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Bcntlnck's Tutor, 



PENNY (P. E.), Novrfs by. 

Ciown 8vOk clotn. 3s. 6d. each. 
The Sanyasl. i TheTea-Planter. 
Caste an d Creed. | Inevita ble Xtaw. 

Crowu Svo, cloth, ts, each. 

Dilys. t Dark CSomers. 

The Unlttc ky Mark, t Saeriflee. 

Popular BniTioNs. mediom 8vo,6(l. each. 

The Tea-Planter. I Caste and Creed 

PERRIN (ALICE). Novels by. 

Idolatry. Crown Svo. do th, 6f . 
Crown Svo, doth, 31. td, each. 

A Free Solitude. 1 Bast of Sues. 

The Waters of Deetruotton. 

Red Records. 

The Stro nger Claim. 
Popular Boitions, medium 8vo, 6tf. each. 

The Strootfsr Claim. 
JTheJWatersjof Bestruot^oii. 

PETIT H0MME ROUGE (Le), 

Books by. Demv J*vo, cl., 7*. M, net ^-ach. 
The Court of the TullerleBi 1868- 

1870. With a Frontispiece. 
The Favourites of Henry of 

Navarre. With six Portraits. 
The Favourites pf Iiouls XIY. 
With Portnu s. iPrft^rin^ 
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PHELP5 (E. S.).— Jack the 
FUherman. lUustrated by C. W. 
Rkkp. Crown 8vq. cloth, i^. 6d. 

PHIL MAY*S Sketch-Book: 54 

Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth. 2s. fid. 



PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.).-Painou8 

Violinists and Pine Violins. Crown 
8to. cloth. 5i. 



PICTURB-MAKINQ, Notes on 
tlio Science of. Sy C. J. HoL^rss 
M.A. With Photogravure Frontispiece, 
DemySvo. cloth, 7.T. 6d. net. 



PILKINQTON (L. L,).— Mallen- 

der's Mistake* Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. 



PLANCH^ (J. RO -Songs and 

Poems. Edited by lira. Mackarnkss. 
Crown 8vo. cloth> f-n. 

PLAYS OF OUR FORE- 
FATHERS, and some of the Tradi- 
tions opon whicli they were founded. 
By C. M. Gayley, LL.D. Wiih numerous 
Hl'ustrations. Royal 8vo. cloth, ixr. td. net. 



PLUTARCH'S Uve5 of Illus- 
trious Men. With Uft of Plutarch 
by J. and W. Laxghofvk, and Por- 
traiU. Two Vols.. 8vo , half-clot h, los.t d. 

POE'S (EDQAR ALLANTcholce 
Works: Peems, Stories, Essays. 

With an Introduction by CKARLK.<i 
Baudei.AIRR. Crown 8vo. clfith, 3.t. fid. 



POLLOCK (W. H.). -The Charm, 

and Other Drawinj^-Room Plays. 

By Sir Walter Bksant and Waltek 
H. Pollock. With 50 lUaitrations. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, .rt. 6dL 



POTTS (HENRY), 



His Final 

FInttsr. Crown 8vo. cloth, fa. 

POWDER - PUFF ( Theil Ti 

Indies' Breviary. By Fraxz Blel 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6<f. 



PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 

Novels by* Post 8to, Ulin. boards, u, ea. 
The Bomanoe of a Station. 
Tlio Soul of Co nnta aa Adrtan. 
Crown 8vo, doth, 3.*. td, each : post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Cbrlstlna Chard. 
Mrs. Tre^a akiBS. With 8 Illastrations. 

Crown'Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. cacli. 
Nnlma. | Madame lean. 
• Aa a Wateh In the Niiflit.' 
Thie Lost Barl of Blla n. 

Christina Chard. Cheap Edition. 
post 8vo. cloth. If. net. 



PRESLAND (JOHN). — Mary 
Queen of Scots: a Drama. Fcap. 
410, cloth. 5f. net. 



PRICE (E. C). — Valentina. 

Crown 8ve, cloth, 3^. Cd, 



PROCTOR (RICHARD A.). 

Worics by. Crown Svo.cloth. 35. td, each. 
Basy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 

for every Xijsht in the Year. 
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 lUusts. 
Pamlllar Soienoe Studies. 
Mysteries of Time and Spaoe. 
l^he Universe of Suns. 

Saturn and its System. w:th 13 
Sted I^atcs. Demy 8vo, cloth. 6t. 

Vages and Wants of Soienoe 
Workers. Crown 8vo. i^. td. 



PRYCE (RICHARD). -Miss 
Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, ^. td. ; post oro, iliust. boards, u. 



RAB AND HIS FRIENDS. By 

Dr. JOHii Brown. Square i6ino, with 
Frontispiece, cloth, u. net. 



READE*S (CHARLES) Novels. 

Collected Library Editzon, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown 8vo, doth^ 3*. dd each. 

Peg Wofflngton: and Christie 
aohnstone* 

Hard Cash. 

The Cloister and the Heairth. 
with a Preface by Sir Walter Bksa.st. 

' It is Meirer Too Late to Mend.* 

The Course of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth: and Single- 
heart and Douhler^we. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jaok of all Trades ; A Hero and 
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir. 

Love Me LltUe, Love Me Long. 

The Double Marrtage. 

Put Yourself in His Plaoe. 

A Terrible Ttenptatlon. 

OrlfllthOaunt. I AWoman-Hater. 

Foul Play. | A Simpleton. 

The Jilt: and Oood Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

A Perilous Secret. 

Readlana; and Bible Characters. 



Also la Twenty-one Vohime«, post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, zr. each. 

Peg Wofllngton. 1 A Simpleton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
•It Is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
The Course of True Love Never 

Did Run Smooth. 
Autobiography of a Thief; Jaek 

ofallTradee; James Lambert. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Double Marriage. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Hard Cash. I Readlana. 
Foul Play. I Orlfllth Oaunt. 
Put Yourself In His Plaoe. 
Ibe WsAderlng Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Bingleheartand Doublefiaoe. 
Oood Stories of Man, &c. 
The Jilt; and other Stones. 

A Perilous Beoret. 
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RBADB (.CHARLESy-contintud. 

Labgb Type, Fins Papkr Edxtioms. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 21. net each : leather, 
gilt edges. 3«. net each. 
The Cloliter and th« Haartli. With 

32 Illustrations by M. a Hkwerdinb. 
'•It is Me ygTooIiatat o Mend.* 
Popular. Editions, medium 8vo. dd. each.' 
The Ololstor and tbe Heartb. 
• It U Mevw Too Late to Mend.' 
Fool Play. i Hard Gaeli. 
Pe^ WofBntfton; and ClirUtie 

Jol&natoiie* 
Qriflltli Gaunt. 
Fus Yonnelf In His Plaoe. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Tbe Donble Marriage. 
Love Me Uttle, Iiove Me Umg. 
A Perilous BeoreU 
A Woman-hater. 
The OottT se of T me Loye. 
The Wandering Heir. Lakgb Type 

Edition, f cap.8vo. cloth, is, net ; leather, 

is. td. net 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

With x6 Photogravure and 84 half-toue 
Illustrations by Matt B. Hbwerdine. 
Small 4to. cloth', 6s. net.— Also the 
ST. Martin's Illustrated Edition. 
with 20 Illustrations in 4 Colours and 
10 in black and White by Byam Shaw. 
RI. Demy 8vo, cloth, lai. 6d.\ parch- 
ment. \ts. net. 

RICHARDSON (FRANK), NoveU 
by. 

The Man who Lost his Past. With 
50 lUustratlons by ToM Brownr. R.I 
Crown 8to, doth. 3*. 6d. ; POPULAR 
Edition, picture cover, i^. net. 

The Bayswater Mlraole. Crown 

8vo, cioth , ^j. 6rf. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, oj. each. 

The King's OonnseL 

Seml-Boclety. 

There and Back. 



RIDDBLL (Mrs.). Novels by. 

A Rich Man's Daughter, Crown 
8vo, cloth. 3*, td. 

Weird Stories. Crown Svo, cloth. 
3«.6(/. ; p ost 8vo. picture bo arda, 2a, 
Post 8vo. illustrated Iniarda, u.each. 

The Uninhabited House. 

Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 

The Mystery In Palaoe Gardens. 

Palry Water. I Idle Tales. 

Her Mother's Darling. 



RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 54. 6J. eaclu 
Barbara Derlng. 
Merlel: A I ^ve Story. 



ROBINSON (F. W.). Novels by. 
Women are Strange. Post ttvo, 

illustrate d board s . z<. 

CiOwn 8vo, cloth. is~<xi. each; pott 8vo, 
illustrated boards, ai. each. 
The Hands of Justioo. 
The Woman In the Dark* 



ROWS ELL (MARY C.).— 

Monsieur de Paris. Ciown Svo, 

cloth. 3 J. td. ___ 



ROLFE (FR.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. each. 
Hadrian the Seventh* 
Don Tarqulnlo. 



ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 

THBl List of the Principal Wariion wno 
came from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror. 1066. In Gold and Colours. 5*. 



ROSENOARTEN(A.).— A Haod- 
book of Architectttrai Styles. Trans- 
lated by W. Collktt-Saxdaks. With 
6^0 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. cloth 7c. td. 



ROSS (ALBERT).— A Su^ar 
Princess. Crown 8vo. cloth, 31. td. 



RUNCIMAN (JAS.), Stories by. 
Schools and Soholara Poet bvo, 

Clolb. 31. td. 

Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown 

8vo, cloth. TLs. td. 



RUSKIN SERIES (The). Square 
i6mo, cl.. with oolourtd tops and decor- 
ative End-papers, Frontispieces, and 
Titles. IS. net each. 

The King of the Golden River. 

By John Ruskin. lUustrated by 

Richard Dotls. 
Rnshln as a Religions Teacher. 

By F. W. Farkak. D.D. 
Rab and his Friends. By Dr. Johm 

Brown. 
Old Ohrlstntas* By WAsancoTov 

IRVXNO. 

Fairy Tales from Tuscany. By I. 

M. Akdsrton. 



RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, doth, 34. td, each; 

post 8vo, illustrated boarda^ a*, each; 

cloth. 2x. td. each. 
Round the OaUey-Flre. 
In the Middle Watch. 
On the Fo*k'sle Head. 
K Voyage to the Gape. 
M. Book for the Hammock; 
The Mystery of the ' Ocean Star.' 
The Romance of Jenny Harlove, 
The Tale of the Ten. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate lioulse. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea, 
The Good Ship * Mohock.' 
The Phantom Death. 
Is He the Man? | Heart of Oak. 
The Convict Ship. 

The Last Rntryj 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 3x. td. each. 
A Tale of Two Tunnels. 
The Death Ship. 
The * Pretty Polly.' With 12 lUnstra- 

tlons by G. £. Rorkrtson. 
Overdue. I Wronf Side Out. 
POPULAR Editions, meditmi Bro, td. each. 
The Convict Ship. 
Is He the Man? 



Ill ST. MARTI N'S LANE, LONDOJV WX. 



RUSSELL (HERBERT).-Tnic 

Bloe. Crown 8to. c loth. ?i. ftrf- 



RUSSELL (DORA), NoveU by. 

Crown 8va cloth, zs. 6d. each ; picture 
doth, flat back. a*, net each. 

Tbe Drift of Fmf> 

RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) an^^hU 

hand. Roval 8v o. cloth. i6.t. net. 



RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

^ mc Fortress of Schl"«^«f«V::[«>/, 1^ ^ 
P. YOOVATSHKV. Translated by A. a. 
RkpTOPORT. MJ^. With 16 Plates. 
Demy 8vo. cloth. 7s. 6rf. net. 

5AINT AUBYN (ALAI^O. Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, »*. 6rf. each ; post 
8vo. Hlnstrated boarda, 2s. wich. 
JL FflUoW of Trinity. With a Note 

by Olivbr Wendell Holmes. 
The Jnniop Dean. 
Orchard DanaereL 
The Master of SJ- »g!Sji^ •• 
In the Face of the World. 
To Hie Own Master. 
tS °TrM nlett Diamond s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^ td, each. 
The Wooli^ of May. 
Fortune's Gate. 
A Tra^o Honeymoon. 
Gallantry Bower, 
a Proctor's Wooing. 
Bonnie Marfrfle Lauder. 
Mrs. Dunbi^s Secret. 

wSv^UnWln. With 8 lllll>»trntlon^ 

SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 

Levsntipe Family. Cr.Svo.cLj^^ 



SALA (G. A.).— Oasilght and 

ff^vHght . Po»t 8vo.ili««trated boards, aj. 



SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Presen 
ByEx-Chlef-IntpectorCAVANAGH. Post 
8vo. ilJMstrated boards. 2s. ; cloth. 2^. erf. 

^^LINCOURT (HUGH DC).— 

^"^Oiford from WU^^^^ With a Note 

and la Illustrations In Colour and 8 In 

MoniJhrome by Yosmo MARKING 

Demy 8 vo. cloth, 7^- t d^jicX. 

-"■ ■^'"), Novels 

:. each. 
under jraisa jrro •«*»**»■. . 
Dr. Hndlcott's Experiment. 
^^; Mis slntf BlUabeth. 

M 



ST. MARTIN'5 UB^ARY-contt»utU. 

»»• "^'^^ ROBERT BROWNISO. 

PiBiM. Masses : and Men aod W^o- 
5Sn. Wiib xo Uluslrat.cns in w>louri 
by E. FORTESCUE Brickdale, 

Drunatis Persona; »"* ^KST 
^^Stlo Romances »n*^'i«;' 

With 10 Illustrations in Colours by fc. 
FoRTEscuE Brickdale. 

By ROBKKT BUCHASAN. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

By Hall Caike. 
The Deemster. 

By WiLKiB Coixnw. 

The Woman In White. 

By DANiEi. Dkkoe. 

Robinson Crusoe. With S7 1"«- 

trations by O. Cruikshank. 

By Charles Dickens. 
SPOOOhfS W'Uh Portrait 

"^ By Austin Dobsok. 
Eighteenth Century VIiTiiettes. 
In Three Scries, each Illustrated. 
By W.& Gilbert. 
OrUlnal Plays, in Three Series. 

By Thomas Hardy. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By BRET Harte. 

Condensed Novels. 

MllssTThe Luck of Roaring Camp, 

and other stories. With Portrait. 
Bv Oliver Wendell Holmes.^ 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustraied by J. G. Thomson . 
Conipilrd bv A. H. HYATT. 
The Charm of London: An Anthoio^.^. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of Venice. 
The Charm of Paris. 

By Richard jKFFKRiEa. 
The Life of the Fields* 
The Open Air. 
Nature near London. 

By CHARLES LAUB^ 

The Essays of Ella. 

By Lord Macaulat. 
History of En^and, in 5 Volumes. 

"By JOS-rXN MCCARTHY. 

The RelCn Of Queen AnneJn.^^^^ 



MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). 
In pocket slec, cloth, gilt lop, w. net per 
VoU : leather. Rllt edges, 3*. net per VoL 
By SIR Walter Besant. 
London. j, - Westminster. 



Jerusalem. 



^^^^ By BESANT and Palmer. 

Im Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

The Decameron. 



A History or the Four Oeprtfes 

imd of William lY.. in a Vols. 
A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession of Q. Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols. 
By GEORGE MacDonald. 
Worksof Fanoyand ImaiTih&tlon. 
In 10 Vols. i6mo. (Fcr List, see p. !«» 
By W. H. Mai lock. 
The Hew Republic 
By OinDA. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. So- 
lected by F. Sydney Morris. 

Bv CHARLES HKADE. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

^2 Illustrations by M. B. Hewbrdine. 
• it Is NcYcr Too Late to Mend.' 

By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
An inland Yoyajfe. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
The Silverado Squatters. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Ylrtflnlbus Puerlsque. 
Men and Books. 
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5T. MARTIN'S UBHARY- ««//«««<. 
BV Robert Louis Stkvkmson. 
Maw Arabian Ml^ts. 
Jlovoas tlia Plaloa. 
9ha Mopry Uoxi. 
Prince Otto. 
In the Soiotli Seal. 
Basays of Travel. 
Walr of Barmlston. 
The Art of Writing. 
<}ollaoted Poama. 

By H. A. Tahcb, 
Hlatory of Bngjiab Lltaratura. in 

4 Vols. With 32 PoitraJts. 
By Mark Twain- Ska tohaa. 
By Walton ?.tul Coiton. 
The Complete Angler. 

By Walt WHnwAN. 
Poama. SelcOed and Edited by W. M. 
ROSSKTTL With Portrait, 



SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6x. c.nch. 

The Haglo of To-Morrow. 
Comet Chaoa. 



SHADOWLESS MAN (THE): 
Peter SchlemihI. ByA.voNCiiAMisso. 
Translated by Sir |OHK Bowrixo. and 
Tllustrated by GORDON Browke. Demy 
8vo, cloth. ?A. 6J. ncU 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 

(THE). Part I. 

THE OX<D-BPELLIIVO 
BHAKBSPEARB. 

With the »pelUng of the Quarto or the 
P'olio as the basis of the Text, and all 
chanties marked in heavy type. Edited, 
with brief Introductions and Notes, bv !■'. 
J. FURNIVALL, M.A., D.L!tt„and F.'W. 
Clarkk, M.A. Demy 8vo, clolh, as. 
6d. net each Play ; or Litwary Editi..n. 
pure rafj paper, uajf-parchment, 5^. ue' 
per Play. A Itst of the volumes already 
published or in the press may be had. 
Part II. 
THB 8HAKESPBARB CLASSICS. 
Small crown 8vo, quarter-bound antique 
gtey boards, 2s. 6d. net per voL ; whole 
gold-brown velvet persian. 45. net 
per vol. ; also a Umited Edition on 
larger paper, half parchment, gilt tops 
Sj. not. par voL Each Tolume with 
Frontispiece. 
Vohnnes publUhtd or in f>r4paration. 

X. Lodc^a'a 'Boaalynda*: the 
original of Shaketpaare's * Aa 
You JLlke It." Edited by W. W. 
Greg. M.A. 

2. Orecne*a ' Pandoato/or * Doraa- 
tua and Fawnla ' : the original 
of Shakatpaare'a ' Winter*a 

Tale.' Ediletfby P. G. TJiOMAa 

3. Brooka*a Poem of* Romeus and 
Juliet * : the orif^inal of Shake- 
apeare'a * Romeo and Juliet' 
Edited by P. A. Dakirl, Modernised 
and re-edilcd t>v J. J. MuxRn. 

4. *The Tronbleaome Reltfn of 
Kin tf John': the Play rewritten 
by Shakeapeare aa *Klnrf John.' 
Edited by V, J. Fur^niva^l, p.titt. 



StlAKESPEARB LIBRARY-ti^n/. 

TUK SHAKKSPJCASS CLfiSSiCS^-c^misniud. 

5,6. *The Hlatory of Hamlet' 1 
with ether Documents ithitttrative of 
the sources of Shakspeare's Play, and aa 
Introductory Study of the LtfOKSA or 
Hamlict by Prof. I. GoLLAXCt. 

7. ' The Play of King Leir aiMl Hia 
Three Dantflbera ' : the old play 
on tha anbjoot of tOng llear. 
Edited by Sidney Lkk, D.Uft 

8. *The Tanlnit of a Slirew': 
Beloe the old play used by Sheka[pcve 
la 'The Taniiog 6$ the Shrew.* Edited 
bv Professor F. 8. BOAS, M.A, 

9. The Souroeft and Anali^uea of 
' A MidaummarNi^t'B Bream.' 
Edited by Frank Sidgwick. 

10. 'The Famoaa YioaorlA* of 
Henry H.' 

xz. 'TheATenttchml*: the original 
of Shakeapeare'a 'Oomeay •f 
Brrore** Latin tcxr, with the Eliu- 
beUiaa Translation. Edited by W. H. O. 
ROUSK. Litt.D. 

xa. *Pvcmioa and Caaaandra*: 
the aouroa of 'Meaaure for 
Meaaure.' 

13. 'Apoloalua and SUla': the 

source of 'Twelfth NlgW Edited by 
Morton Luce. 
14. ' The Firat Part of the Conten- 
tion betwixt the two famoua 
Honaea of York and Xinhcaa- 
ter,* and * The True Tratfedy of 
Richard. Duke of York': the 
originals of the second and third parts of 
'King Henry VI.' 

1 5. The Sourcea of ' The Tempeat.' 

16. The Bonroea of 'Gymbeline.* 

17. Th<9 Bdurcea and Analotfnea 
of *The Merohant of Venloe.' 

Jidlted by Profeseof I. Go;XAKCZ. 
xS. Romantio Talea : the sowces of 

♦ The Two Gentlemen of Verona,' 'Meirv 
Wives.' 'Much Ado about Kolhintf!' 

* All's Well that Ends Well.' 

19,30 Bhakeapeare^a Plntaroht the 
sources of ' Julius Caesar,' 'Antouv aud 
Cleopatra.* ' Coriolanus,' and ' Timon,' 
Edited by C F. Ttckkr B rookb, M.A. 

Fart in. 

THB LAMB 8HAHBSPBARB 

FOR YOU HP PBOPLB. 

With Illustrations and Music Based on 

^fARY AND CHARLt-;S Ljllin'S TALES FROU 

SiiAKKSPCARi:, and edited by Professor 
I. G0LI.AKCZ, who has inserted within 
a prose selling those aceoea and 
passages from the Plays with which 
the young reader should early become ac 
quainted. The Music arranged by T. 
M ASKELL Hardy, Imperial i6mo, cloth, 
1^ bd. net per vol. ; leather; ax. td. net per 
vol. ; Special School Edition, U^tn, 8J. 
net per voL 
T. The Tempeat. 
n. Aa You Like It. 

III. A Mtdaummer Nitfht'a Dresm. 

IV. TheMorohantofVenlo«i ' 

V. The Wlnter'a Tale. 

VI. Twfllftn IfUfUt. 



Ill ST. MAfeTlK'S LANE, LONDON, W.C 
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SHAKESPBARB LlBUARV-coHi, 

■ Thk Lamb i>nAKK%Ph.AViK^contintied, 
vn. OymbAllno. 
Vixi. Rom«o and Joltot. 
IX. Maobeth, 
X. Much Ado About M ftthtiitf. 

XI. A Llfo of ShakaapeaM for the 

Young. IPrcparing. 

XII. An Bvanlntf with Bhaka- 

apaara: 10 Dramatic Tableaux for 
'Young People, with Music by T. 
Maskbll Hardy, and lUustrationt. 
Cloth, u. net ; leather, 3j. 6</. net : 
linen, la, 6d. net. 

Part IV. 
BHAKB8PEAR&*a ENOIiAND. 

A serlet of volumes tlliutratlve of the 
life, thought, and letters of England in the 
time of bhakcspeare. 

Xobart lAnaham's LattaF,describlng 

pjirt of the Entertainment given to 
Queen Elizabeth at Kenilworth CaKtle in 
1575. With Introduction by Dr. Furni- 
VALL, and Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 
cloth, s*. net. 
Xba Botfuaa and Yatfabonda of 
8haka«paara*B Yontn : reprints of 
Awdeley's • Fraternitye of Vacabondes,* 
Harman 's *Cav«at for ComraonCursetors.' 
Parson Haben'sor Hyberdyne's * tiermon 
In Praise of Thieves and Thicver}',' ftc. 
With many woodcuts. Edited, with In- 
troduction, by Edward Vilys and Dr. 
FURMIVALL. Demy 8vq, cloth. 59, net. 

Shakaapaava'a Holtnahad : a reprint 
of ail the f>assages in HoHnsned's 
'Chronicle' of which use was made in 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, with 
Notes. Edited by W. G. fiosWBLL 
Stonb. Roval 8vo. doth, lor- 6d. net. 

Tha Book of Bllxabathan Varaa. 

Edited, with Notes, by William 
Stanley BRAiTirwAiTE. Ulth Frontis- 
piece and Vignette. Small crown 8to. 
doth, 3^. 6d. net : vellum gilt 75. 6d. net, 

Tha Bhakaapaava Allnilon Book. 
Reprints of ail references to Shakespeare 
and his Works before the close of the 17th 
century, collected by Dr. Inglkbt, Mls» 
U TouLuut Smith, Dr. Furnivall, and 
J. J. MUNRO. Two vols., royal 8to, cloth, 
2 If. net. 

HarrlBon'a Daaoription of Bntf- 
laad. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
1.^111. as issued by the New Shakspere 
Society. Edited by Dr. Furnivall. 
With additions by Mrs. C. C Stopes. 
(aso co pies only.) 171. 6c/. n et 

A Study of Shakespeara. By A. C. 
SWINBURMK. Crown 8vo, cloth, 8s. 

Tha Atfa of Bhakaapaara. By A. C 

SWIKBUR.\E. Crown bvo, buckram, (n. 
net. 

Shakaapaava'a Bwaathaart : a 

Bomanoa* By Sakah h. bxERLiKG. 

With 6 Coloured lUustratlons by C. £. 
Peck. Square 8vo. cloth. 6s. 



SHARP (WILLIAM).— Ctatldren 
•f To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^.Od. 



SHERARD (R. H.).- 

Crown 8vo. cloth, u, 6d. 



■Rogues. 



5HER1DAN'5 (RICHARD 
BRINSLBY) Complete Works. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. dd. 



SHERWOOD (MARGARET).— 

DAPHNB: a Pastoral. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo. cloth. 35. 6J. 



SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 
Tha Porplo Oload. Cr. 8vn. cloth, $s.6d. 
Onto tha Third Oancffation. Cr.svo, 

cloth. 6s. 



SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in- 
cluding; Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. I3v JACOB LarwOOD and J. 
CHoTTttN. With 95 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, cloth, s<. 64, 



SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by. 

Post Svo. illustrated boards, ai. each ; cloth 
limp. u. 6d. each. 
Tha Rlntf o* Balla. 
Tlnklatop'B Crlma. | Zaph. 

Dramaa of JUifa* With 60 Illustranona. 
My Two Wlvaa. i Tales of To>day. 
Mamolra of a JLiandlady. 
Soanaa from tha Show. 
Tha Tan Comniandmanta. 

Crown 8vo, picture cover ts. each; cloth. 
XI. 6d. each. 
Tha Dagonat KaoltaF and Raadar. 
Tha Gaoa of Qaortfa Oandlamaa, 
Dagonat Dittlas. j Idfa Wa Llva. 
Young Mra. Gandla. 
Li Ting of London. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each; post 8vo, 
picture boards, u. each ; cloth. 2s. 6d, each. 
Mary Jana*8 Mamolra. 
Mary Jana Marrlad. 
Pagonat Abroad. 
Boguaa and Vagabonda* 

Crown Svo, cloth , 31. 6d. each. 
Joyoa Piaasantry. With a Frontis- 
piece }tj Hugh Thomson. 
For Life-and After. 
Onoa upon a Ohrlstmaa Time. 

With 8 Illustrations bv CilAS. URKKK, iCl. 
la Iiondoa'a Heart. 
A Blind Marriage^ 
Wlthont tha Idmallght* 
Tha Small-part Ut^y. 
Biographa of Babylon. 
HlB wifa*s Revenge. 
The Myatery 6f Mary Anna. 

Picture cloth, Hat back, st. each. 
Rogaea and Vagabonda. 
In liondo n'e Heart. 
Popular Elitions. medium Svo, 6rf. each. 
Mary Jana*8 Memolra. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Roguaa andVagabondt* 
How the Poor I«lTe; and Horrlbla 
London. Crown Svo^ leatherette, ix, 

Dagonat Dramaa. Crown Svo, u. 
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SnELLEY*5 Complete WORKS 

In VerMflod Prose. Edited by R. 
Hbrnb Shepherd. 5 Voitn 3;. td, ea. 
Poetloal Workt, in Three VoU. : 

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson: Shelley's 
Correspondence with Stockdale ; Wandering 

Iew : Queen Mab ; Alastor ; RcsaUnd and 
lelen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais. 

VoL II. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; 
Julian and Maddalo : SweUfoot the Tyrant ; 
The Witch of AUm ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas. 

VoL III. Posthumous ,Poems : The 
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Prose Works, in Two Vols. : 

Vol. I. Zastrosxi ; St Irvyne ; DuBUn and 
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism : 
Letters to Leigh Hunt : Minor Writings. 

Vol. II. Easavs: Letters from Abroad; 
Translations and Fragments ; a Biography. 



5I5TERD0RA. By M, Lonsdale. 

Demy 8vo. ^, ; cloth. 6dL 



SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His- 

torical «tnd Anecdotnl. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6.f . 6d. 



SMBDLEY (CONSTANCE : Mrs. 

Maxwell Armfleld), Novels by. 
Tbe June Prinoess. CroMm 8vo, doib, 

3*.6rf. 
Berrloe. Crown 8vo. cloth, tx. 
See also The Floiyer BooK, r. 11. 



bMlTH(LieuL-CoL Sir Henry, 
K.CB.y. — From Constable to 
Commissioner! the Stery of Sixty 
Years. With a Portrait Demy 8to. cloth, 
•js. td. net. _^_^_____ 



SOCIETY IN LONDON. 

8vo. ijr. : cloth, is. dd. 



Crown 



SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).- 

Sonirs of Adieu. 4to. Tap, velhim. fir 



SPALDING (Kenneth J.). — A 
Pllff rim's Wsy: Songs. Fcap. 4to, 
buckram, y. 6d. net. 



SPEIGHT (T. W.), NoveU by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards. %s. each. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke^ 
By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandyoroft Mys- 
tery. I The Golden Hoop. 
Back to Life. | Quittance in Full. 
The Londwater Tragedy. 



Burtfo*s 
A £nisb 



nsba nd ftpom the 8ea« 
Crown 8vo. cloth, .qx. t>d. each. 

Her Ladyship. I The Orey Monk; 

The Master of Trenanoe. 

The Beoret of Wyvem Towers. 

Doom of Biva. | As It was Written 

The Web of Fate. 

Hzperlenoea of Mr. Yersohoyle. 

Stepping Bllndfoldi 

'Wife or No Wlfe.PoBi yvo. cloth. i$.M. 



SPEIGHT (E. E.).— TheGaileon 

^ of Torbsy. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6f. 

5PENSER for Children. ByM.H. 

ToWKT. With Coloured Illustrations by 
W. J. Morgan. Crown 4to, cloth, 31. td. 



SPETTIGUE (H. H.). - The 

Heritage of Eve. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 61. 



SPIELMANN (MRS, M. H.), 
Books by. 

^ Large crown 8vo, c!oth, $s. net. each. 

Martfery Bedford and her Friends. 

With numerous Illustrations by Gordon 

Browns 

The Raliflbow Books Sixteen 

Tales of Fun and Fancy. With 

^ Illustrations by Arthur Rackham, 

UGH Thomson, Bernard Partridgr, 



I?, 



Lewis Baumkr. and other artists. 



SPRIGGB (S. SQUIRE). —An 
indttstrious Chevsller. cfrown 8vo. 

clot h. 3j. 6< f. 

STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth, 3*. td, each. 
Doris and I. 1 Carlton Priora* 



STANLEY (WINIFRED). — A 
PIssh of the Will. Cr. 8vo. doth. 6^. 

STARRY HEAVENS Poetical 

BIrthds y Book. Pott 8vo. cloth. 2s. td, 

STEDMAN (E. C). -Victorian 

Poets. Crown 8vn. cloth. 91. 



—The 
STEPHENS (R. NEILSON).— 

PhlHp Winwood. Cr. 8vo. ci.. y. td. 



STEPHENS (RICCARDO).- 
Crwcilorm Msrk. Cr. 8vo. cL <ii 



STERLING (S. H.), 5torle« by. 

Square 8vo, ctoth, 6s. each. 
Bhakespeare's Sweetheart. With 

6 Coloured Illustrations by C. K. PECK. 
A Iiady of King ArthuVe Court. 

With lUustraUons in Colour by Clara 
Elssnb Pecc, and other Decorations. 



STERNDALE (R. ARMITAQB). 
—The Afffhsn Knile. Post 8vo. doth, 
%f. td. : illustrated boarda is. 



STERNE (LAURENCE).— 

A Scntimeatsl Joamey. With 8q 
Illustrations by T. H. Robinson, and 
a Photogravure Portrait. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth gilt. $s. td. 



STEVENSON (BURTON E.).— 
Affairs of 5t«te. Crown 8vo, cloth, 



5TEVENS0N (R. LOUIS)* 
Works by. Cr. 8vo. buckram, ts. each. 

Travels wltb a Donkey. With a 
Frontispiece by Waltkr CraNB. 

An Inland Voyage. With a Frontis- 
piece by Walter Cranr. 

Familiar Studies of Men ft Books. 

The Silverado Sqoatters. 

The Merry Men. 

Underwoods: Poems. 

Memories and Portraite. 

Virglnlbus Puerlsque. I Ballads. 

PrInoeOtto. I Across the Plains. 

Weir of Hermlston. 

In the South Seas. 

Essays of Travels 

Tales and Fantasies. 

Essays In the Art of Writing. 
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8TBVBN50N (R. Uy-continued, 

Bontf ■ of TFaT«l. Cr. 8vo. buckram. $5. 

A JLowden Sabbath Momi. With 
Coloured Front, and nutneroua lUus. by 
A. S. Boyd. Crown 8vo. buckram, ts. 

Mew Arabian Ml^ta. Crown 8vo, 
buckram, ts. ; post 8vo, illust boards, aj. 
Popular Edition, medium 8vo, W. 
Large crown 8vo, doth, 7*. 6rf. net each ; 
parchment, XQ«. 6</. net each ; Large Papkr 
Edition, pure rag paper, the Plates 
mounted, vellum, 21s, net each. 

An Inland Voyage. With 12 Illus- 
trations in Colour, la in Black and White, 
and other Decorations, by Noel Rookk. 

Travels witli a Donkey In the 
Oevennes. With 13 Illustratioos in 
Colour, 13 in Black and White, and 
other De corations, by N oel Rookk. 

A Clilld'e Garden of Versei. With 
12 Illustrations in Colour and numerous 
Black and White Drawings by MiLLl- 
cent Sowbrby. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
$5. net ; Large Paper Edition, parch- 
ment, lof . td. net. 

Long fcap. 8vo, cloth, w. net each. 

Father Damlen. 

Talh and Talkers. 

Post 8vo. bds., I*, net ca. ; leather, 2*. net ea. 

AOhriatmaa Sermon. Also a Minia- 
ture Edition in velvet calf yapp (al bv 
3|in,X II. 6d. net. '»'•'»• . 

Prayers Written at Vailima. 

Also a Miniature Edition in velvet calf 

£app, I*, td, net ; and the Edition de 
UXK, each Praver Illuminated by A. 
SangorskI in gold andcoloars, fcap.4to. 
Jap vellum, gilt top, 6s. net. ; parchment 
gilt, xo*. td. net. 

The Snleide Club; andTheBaJah's 
Diamond. (From New Arabian 
NlGHi^.) Wth 8 lUustrations by W. I. 
Hexnessy. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. td. 

The Stevenson Reader. Edited by 
Lloyd Osbourne. Post 8vo, cloth, 
aj. td.; buckram, gilt top, 3^. td. 
School Edition, cloth limp, u. net. 

The Pooket R.Ii.8.: Favourite Pas- 
sages. x6mo, d., ar. net : leather, zs, net 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo. cl. a*, net ea. ; leather, 3j. net ca. 



STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The 

YonnffMssterof Hvaon Hall. With 
36 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth, 
"^s.td. ; picture cloth, flat back, ac 



STONE (CHRISTOPHER), 
Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. each. 
They also Serve. 
The Moise of Life. 



STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. each. 
The Man Apart. 
The Little Qod's Dmm. 



An Inland Yoyatfa 

Travels with a Donkey« 

Vlrtflnlbns Puerlsqne. 

Familiar Studies of Men ft Books. 

Mew Arabian Mltfhts. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Across the Plalna 

The Merry Men. | Prinoe Otto. 

In the South Seas. 

Bssava of Travel. 

The Silverado Squatters. 

Velr of Hermlston. 

The Art of Wrltlntf. 

Ck>Ueote d Poems oflR. L. S. 

R.L.rftevenson: AStudy. ByH.B. Bail- 
don. With a Portraits. Cr.8vo,buckrasn,6f. 

Reoolleotlons of R. L. Stevenson 
In the Paolflo. By Arthur Joifli< 
stone. Cr. 8vO| buckram, Cj^ net. 



5TRUTT (JOSEPH). -The 
Sports sad Pastimes of tbe People 
of Entfland. With x^ lUustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. td. 



STUART (H. LONQAN.)- 

Weeping Cross. Crown 8vo. ctetb. 6j. 



SULTAN (THE) AND HIS SUB^ 
JECTS. By Richard Davey. With 
Portrait. Demy 8vo. cloth. 75. td. net 



SUNDOWNER. Stories by. 
Told by the Tafflndl. Cr. 8vo, 3^. td. 
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown 
8vo. cloth, flat back. zs. 



SUTRO (ALFRED). -The 

Foolish Vlrajne* Fcp. 8vo. u. : cL, 1 j. td. 



SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Woriu, 

In Prose and Verse, Cr. 8vo, cl., 3*. td, 
Jonathan Swift: A study. By J. 
Churton Collins. Cr. 8vo, cl, 3*. td. 



SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON 
CHARLB5) Works. 
Mr. S wlnbame*s Oolleoted Poems. 

In 6 Vols., crown 8vo, 36^. net the act. 

Mr. Swinburne's Oolleoted Tra- 
gedies. In 5Vol«.,cr.8vo, 301. net these*. 

Seleotlons from Mr. Swinburne's 
Works. With Preface by T. Watts- 
DUNTON, and 2 Photogravure Plates. 
Fcap. 8v o. ts. 

The Queen-Mother; and Bosa- 
mond. Crown 8vo, ^s. td. net. 

Atalanta In Oalydon. Crown 8vo, ts. 

Chastelard : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7^. 

Poems and Ballads. First Ssrie& 
Crown 8vo, cj*. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 
Cfxjwn 8vo, 9f. 

Poems and Ballads. Third Series. 

Crown 8vo, 7*. 
Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, 

las.td. 
Bothwell: ATraj;edy. Crown 8vo, i2s.td. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, ts 
George Chapman (In Vol. II. of a 

Chapmak's Works.) Crown 8vo. 3*. td, 
Bssays and Studies. Crown 8 vo, tax. 
■reohthens : A Tragedv. Crown 8vo 60. 
K Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 6jr. 

A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 8j. 
Songs of the Springtides. Crown 

8vo.6«. 

Studies la Song. Crown 8vo^ 71. 
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SWINBURNB (A. CA'-coHtinued. 
MWkTj StUAPtt A TrafSedy. Crown Svo. 8«. 
TplsCvam of Xnronoaae. Crown Svo, 05. 
A Oentury of Roandols. Cr. 8ro, 6«. 
A Mldsuimnor Holiday. Or. Svo, 71. 
Marino Fallerot a Tragedy. Crown 

8to, 6r. 
A Study of YlotoF Hoif o. Cr. 8yo^ 6<. 

MteOOll«BiOS. Crown 8vo, IK; 
iKXSrlBO t A Tragedy. Crown Bvo, 6i. 
A atady of Bon Jonson* Cr. svo, ?«. 
The Siftton: A Tragedy. CroMm 870^6*. 
Astropbel, fta Crown 8vo, 71. 
atndloa In Proto and Pootry. 

Crown 8vo,9<. 
Tlio Talo or Balen. Crown Svo, ^s, 
Rosamund. Queen of the Lpm- 

bards: A Tragedy. Crowu 8%'o, 61. 
A Channel Paesajfe. Crown Svo, 7«. 
Love's Cross -Currents: A Year's 

LctUra. Crown Svo, 6«. net. 
WJUUun Blake.. Crown 8vo» ts. net 
The Duke of Gandla. Crown Svo, 51. 
The Atfa of Shakespeare. Crown 

Svo. 6*. ner 

The Pilgrimage of Pleasure. See 

page 17 for Mrs. DlSNfiY-LElTH'8 The 

Children of the Chapel. Crown 

8vo, ts. net. 



SWINNERTON (FRANK A.), 
Nevel* by. Crown Svo, cloth, 61. each. 
The Merry Heart. 
The Young Idea. 



JSYRgTT (NETTA), NoveU by. 
Anne Page. Crown Svo. cloth, 31. td. ; 
Popula r Editiow medl mu Svo, 6rf. 
Crown Svu» ciuih, Oj. each. 
A Castle of Dreams. 
OllYla I«. Carew. 



TAINE'S History of English 

Literature. Trans, by Hk.\'RY Van Laun\ 
Four Vols., deoiv Svo, cl., 30; .— Populak 
Edition, Two Vols., crown Svo, cL, 151. ; 
Fine Paper Edition, in Four Vols., with 
32 Portraits, pott Svo. cloth,giU top, 2x.uet 
per vol. ; leather, gilt edgcR. 51. net per vol. 



TALES FOR THE HOMES. 

By TWFKTV-Sl3f W«LL-KN0WNAUTH0RS. 

Edited by Rev. J. >Iarchant. Published 
for the benefit of the Barnardo Me- 
morial Fund. With 3 Portraits. Crown 
Svo. cloth, ss. net. _^ 



TAYLOR (TOM). — Historical 

Drenas* Crown Svo, 11. each, 
MsannbDasc' 
'TwixT Axe and Crown.' 
'Thk Fool's Kbvekgb.' 

• Arkwright's Wipe,' 

* Anne Boletn.' 
♦Plot and Passion.' 



THACKERAY, W. M.-Tlie Rose 

and The Rlaff, With Coloured Frontis- 
piece, 44 Illustrations (la in Two Tints) 
and End-papers by Gordon Brow.\e. 
Deray Bvo, cloth, 3*. dd. net. 
The Pooket Thackeray. Arranged 
by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, 35. net ; leather, gilt top, 31. not. 



THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by. 
Tha SiFen*« Veb. cr. Svo, c^ 3J. 6^. 
Comrades True. Crown Svo, cloth, fix. 



THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. doth, 3r. fxL each. 
In a Oatbedval City. 
The House on the Boar. 
The (Bon of the' House. 



THOREAU : His Life and Aims. 

By A. 11. Paox. With a Portrait Post 
Svo. bucleram, gj. td, 



THORNBURY (WALTER).— 

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo. 
Illustrated boards, aji. 



by. 



TIMBS (JOHN), Works 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3^ . td. each. 
Clubs and Club Zitfe In Iiondon. 

With 41 Illustrations. 
fintfUsh Booentrles and Kooen- 
trtcitl ea With 48 Illustrations;; 

TOY PARTY (A). By J. Bod^er. 

Illustrated la Colours by Dora Bakks. 
Oblong feap. 4to, picture boards, ix. net. 



TREETON (ERNEST A.).-The 

Instlirstor. Crown Svo. cloth. 6t. 



TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. Crown Svo. &'o(h» 34. td. each; post 
Svo, illustrated boards* U. each. 

The Vay We Live Hotf. 

Frau Vrohmann. I Marlon Fay. 

Vhe Iian d-Iieaguers, 

Pos^ Sto. Illustrated boards, ai. each. 
Kept tn the Dark. 
The JUnerloan Senator. 
The Qold en Hon of O ranpere. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. td. each, 
Mr; Scarborough's Family. 
John Caldltfate. 



TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.). 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth« ^j. td. 

each : post Svo, fUustrated boanls, is, each. 
Zilke Ships upon the Sea. 
Mabel's Progress, j Anne Fumess. 



TROLLOPE (T. A.).— Diamond 

Cut Dismosd. Post Svo. iUua. bds^ 31. 



TURENNE CRAYMOND).— The 
Last of tho MsoimoUis. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3«. td. 



TWAIN'S (MARK) Books. 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 

Svo. cloth. 3j. td. each. 
Mark Twaln*sl«lbrarar of Humour. 

With 197 Illustrations by £.W. Kkmolk. 
Roughing It : and The Innooente 

at Home« With aoo lUustrauons by 

F A. FRASBR. 

The American Claimant. With 81 
Illustrations by HAL HuRST and others. 
Pudd'nhead Wilson. Wth Portrait 
•ind Six Ulustmtions by LoTJIS LOKfi. 

• The Aft venturesof Tom Sawjar. 

With III Illustrations. 
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TWAIN (MAttK)-c^,tiyftugd. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. With a6 

lltustrations by Dan Ukard. 
Tom Sawyer, Dotectlvcl, With Port 

* A Tramp AbroacL With 314 Iliusts. 
•TlM Innooenta Abroad: and The 

N^w Pll^lm's Progress. WItii 

234 lUtntratlonA. 
•Tha Oildod Atfo. By Mars Twain 

and C. D. Warner. With aia Iliusts. 
*T]»a Prlnoe and tba Paupar, 

With 190 Illustrations. •^—I'v 

*JLifaentlieMiMU8ippl. .looIituAts. 

•The Adventures of Haokleberry 

Finn. 174 Iliusts. by E. W. KKMnLt. 

* A Yankee at the Ckrart otKlng 

Arthur, 320 Illust«. by Dan Bkakd. 
•The Stolen White Blephant. 
•The £1,000,000 Bank.jtTote. 
A Double • barreUed Deteotive 

Story^ With 7 illustrations. 

Personal Becolleotlons of Joan of 

Arc With 12 Illnsta. by F. V, Du MOND. 
More Tramps Abroad. 
The Man that Corrupted Hadley. 

burg. With Frnntispircc. 

The Choioe IVorkjB of Mark Twain. 

With Life. Portrait, and lUustratidns. 
•^* The Books marked • may be had also in 
post 8to, cloth, 2s. each. 

Popular EnixioNS, medium 8vo, 6rf. each. 

22™ J?*^*^®''* ' A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 
Huckleberry Finn 
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TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).- 

Mistress Judith. Crown 8vo cloth 
^s. 6d.'. post 8vo. illustrated boards, ar. ' 



UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by. 
***»• ^T*??"^ atfainst Owen. Crown 

8V0, cloth, 3*. 65. : picture cloth, flat back 
2j. ; post 8vo, picture boards, is. 
The Phantom Torpedo-Boats. 
Crown 8vo. cloth. 6*. -^••o. 



VANDAM (ALBERT D.).-.A 

Coart Trsffedy. With 6 Illustrations 
by J. B. Davis. Crown 8vo, cloth, .it. 6d. 

VASHTI and ESTHER. By 

' Belle ' of Th£ World. Cr. 8vo. cl.. -jx. 6rf. 

VENICE IN THE EIOHTEENTH 
ffSS*"^^' ., ^y Philippe Monmkk. 
With a frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
7 J. f>d. net. 



VICENZA (The PAINTERS of). 

By Tancrkd Borknius, With 15 full, 
pafje Plates. Demy 8vo, doth, 7*. 6d, 
net. 



Mark Twain's Sketches. Pott 8vo. 
cloth, gilt top, 2^. net ; leather, gilt edges. 
3*. net ; post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 



TWBLL5 (JULIA H.).— Et tu, 

5ejs»e I Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. 



TYTLER (5ARAH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards. 2jf. each. 
Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackhail Ghosts. 
What She Came Throuifh. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. each. 
Saint Muntfo's City. 1 Iiady Bell, 
The Hutfnenot Family. 

Sl*^£>^f'':^ I Noblesse Oblige. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Beauty and the Beast. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.t. 6d, each. 
The Maodonald I«ass. 
The Witch- Wife. 
Rachel Lantfton. f Sapphira 
Mrs. Carmichael's Goddesses. 
A Honeymoon's Bolipse. 
A Tounjr Oratfon. 
Three Men of Mark; 
In Clarissa's Dar. 
Sir David's Visitors. 
The Poet and His Guard ian Anjfel 

Cicoyenne Jacqueline. Crown 8vo, 

picture clolh, flat tj^ck, ^. 



VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 
Book* by. Crown 8vo, cloth, jr. 6d. each. 
The Scorpion. 
The Lov er's Progress. 

iJ^JS-?"^®'""* Crown 8vo, cloth, fit. 

The Wild Marquis: Life andAdven. 
turcs of Aniiand Guerry de Maubreuil 
Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. * 



WALLACE (LEW.;.~Ben.Hur: 

A Tale of the Christ. Crown 8vo. 

cloth. 3.T. ChL 



WALLER (S. E. 

5ecret With 9 I 



.—SebdAtianl's 

liists^ Cr. 8vo, cl.. fi? 



WALTON sod COTTON'S 

Complete Angler. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
JI»[t, 2S' net ; leather, gilt edges, 3*. net. 

WARDEN (FL0RENCE)rby7~ 
Joan, the Curate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. 6d. ; p icture clo t h, flat b ack, ai. 
Crown 8vo, cioth. 3s. t^d, each. 
The Heart of a Girl. With 8 lUusU 
Tom Dawson. 

The Yountfest Miss Brown. 
A FltfhttoaFinistii 
The Old House at the Corner. 
K'ove and I^ordship. 
What Outfht She to Do? 
My Iiady of Whims. 



WARMAN (CY).~The Express 

Messenger. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3^ fvi. 

WARRANT to Execute CharlesL 

A Facsinrile, with the 59 Signatures and 
Seals. 25. 
Warrant to Bxecute Mary Queen 

of Scots. Including Queen EliwbclUs 
Si gnature and the Great Seal. 2s. «*" 

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS).— 

Thp Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cjoth, u, f4. 
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WEBBER (BYRON).— Sport and 

Spangles. Crown 8vo. clotn, ai. 



WERNER (A.).-Chapen8:a*s 

White Man. Crown 8vo. cloth, 31. t)d. 



WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 

Traat-M oll«y. Crown Svo.cloth, 31. td,; 

post 8vo, illitetrated boircla» xc 
With the Red Bagla; Populak 

Edition, medium 8vo, Zd, 



Crown 8vo. doth, 34. 6d. each. 
X Woman Tempted Him. 
Vor Mononr and Litis. 
Her Two MilUons. 
Two Pinohea of BnalL 
With the Red Ba^le. 
A Red BridaL i Nigel Porteaone. 
Ben Glongh. I Blroh Dene. 
The Old Factory. 
Bona of Belial. | Strange Crimea. 
Her Ladyahip'a Seoret. 
The Phantom City. 
Ralph Morbreok'a Tmat. 
A Queer Race. 1 Red Byvington. 
Roy of Roy'a Court. 
Aa JLuok would have it. 
Aa a Man Sowa. 
The Old Bank. 
Dr. Wynne*a Revenge. 
The Sacred Creaeenta. 
A Very Queer Buaineaa. 



WESTBURY (ATHA). — The 
Shadow ef Hilton Parnbrook. Crowo 
Svo. cloth, 3J. 6d, 



WHEELWRIQHT (E. a.).-A 

51o w Awakening. Crown Svo doth, 6f. 



WHISHAW (FRED.), NoveU 

by. Crown Svo. doth, is. 6d, each. 
A Forbidden Name. 
Many Waya of Love. With 8 lUusts. 
Maseppa. 

Near tae Tear, near Death. 
A Splendid Impoator. 



WHITMAN (WALT), Poems by. 

Selected and Edited, with Introductioiu 
by W. M. RossKTTl. With Portral-. 
Crown Svo, buckram, (u. ; pott Svo, cloth, 
2s. net ; leather, 3*. net. 



WILDE (LADY).— The Ancient 

Lterencls, Charms, and Snperstitlone 
of Ireland. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 



WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU).— 
Thi CbemUtry of Cookery. Crown 

Svo. cloth, Os. 



WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).— A 

Child Widow. Post Svo, illost. bds., u. 



WILLS (C. J.), Novels by. 
An Baay-going Fellow. Crown Svo, 

cloth. 3s. td. 
Hia Dead Pgat. Crown Svo, doth, 6s. 



WILSON (Dr. ANDREWQ* by. 

Ohaptera on Bvolutlon. with 259 
Illusirations. Crown Svo, doth, js. td. 

Xielauro-Time Studies. Wiiinnartn- 
tlons. Crown Svo, doth. 6s. 

Common Aooidents, mad how to 
Treat Them. Cr. Svo. is. : doth, is. 6d. 



WINTER (JOHN 5TRANOB), 

Renmental Kiegends. Post Svo, 
Illustrated t)oards, u. ; doth, aj. 6d. 

Cavalry Xdfe; and Regimental 
Eiegends. Crown Svo. doth, 31. 6d. ; 
picture doth, flat back, sx. 



WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories 

by. Post Svo. illustrated boards. 2j. eads. 
Paaaenger trom Scotland Yard* 
The Bngllahman of the Rue Catn. 



WOOLLEY(CELIA PARKER).— 

Rachel Arwtronir. Port Svo.u.6^ 



WRAQQB (CLEMENT L.).— 
The Romance of the Sootb Seas. 
With 84 Illustrations. Crown Sv<^ doth, 
7s. td. net 



WRIGHT (THOMAS).-Hlstory 
of Caricature and ef the Qrotesqne 
In Art, Literature, Sculpture and 
Palntlaff. Illustrated by F. W. 
" " - doth, 7*.^ 



Fairholt. Crown Svo, < 



, 7*. WL 



ZANQWILL (LOUIS).— A Nine- 
teenth Century Miracle. Crown Svo. 
doth. 3i. 6d. ; pidure doth, flat bade, %s. 



ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. 

Uniform Edition. Mostly Translated or 
Edited, with introductions, by ERNEST 
A, ViZBTELLT. Cr. Svo. doth, ys. td. each. 

Hia Maaterpieoe. I The Joy of Mfe. 

Germinal. | ThArbae Raqnin* 

The Honour ef the Army. 

Abbe Monret'a Tranagreaalon* 

The Portune of the Rougona. 

The Conqueat of Plaaaana, 

The Dram-Shop. 

The Pat and the Thin. | Money. 



Hia Rxoellenoy. 
The Downfttll. 
tiourdes. 
Rome. 
Parts. 



The: 

Dootor PaaoaL 

Pruitfulneaa. 

Work. 

Truth. 



Popular Editions, medium Sva M, each, 
AbbA Mouret*a Tranagreaaion, 
The Portune of the Rougona. 
Ifourdea i Rome. I The DownfkU* 
Paria. | Money. The Dram* 
TheJoyof itife. | ahop. 
Germinal. 
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